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PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


rPHICK  darkness  brooded  over  the  blue  waters  of  the  Bosphorus  and  Golden  Horn,  and  spread  its  black  pall  above  the 
JL  gardens  of  the  Serai  and  the  dusty  waste  of  the  Bezestaii,  the  domes  of  Aya-Sofiah,  and  the  crumbling  arch  of  the 
Bab-i-Humayun.  From  the  Port  of  Kara-Keui  to  the  Tepeh-Bashi,  the  hill-top  above  the  English  Embassy,  the  busy  buzz  of 
life  was  hushed  through  tho  crowded  hives  of  Galata,  and  the  eddi?s  of  traffic  crossed  and  chafed  no  more  in  the  steep  and 
stony  high  street  of  Pera. 

In  a  word,  Stamboul  slept. 

But  in  one  inner  room  of  one  Konak  there  were  eyes  yet  open  and  brains  still  wide  awake.  Tois  was  in  the  Inner 
Chamber  rf  the  Palace  of  MIDHAT  PASHA,  where  sat  A  COUNCIL  OF  THREE.  On  the  right,  in  the  red  fez  and  blue 
surtout  of  Stamboul  officialism,  sat  MIDHAT  ;  on  the  lefr,  in  the  ample  green  turban  of  the  Hadji  and  the  flowing  robe  of 
Osmanli  orthodoxy,  was  the  SHEIKH-UL-!SLAM  ;  and  in  the  centre,  Turk  for  the  nonce  as  to  the  outer  man,  Tartar  to  those 
who  might  try  to  catch  him,  and  True  Briton,  as  ever,  in  heart,  the  "  Pasha-in-Pasha  "  of  endless  tales — POUCH  ! 

Yes,  I  was  there — in  that  pregnant  moment  big  with  the  future  of  at  least  one  Turkey,  and,  probably,  several  Eagles 
— as  the  Representative  of  Great  Britain,  by  a  warranty  over-riding  Foreign  Office  credentials,  and  with  higher  than 
mere  diplomatic  functions  ;  the  confidant  and  secretaire  intime  of  BRITANNIA,  the  mouthpiece  of  JOHN  BOLL. 

I  had  found  MIDHAT  buried  in  what,  in  my  playful  manner  I  had  ventured  to  call  his  "  Mid-hat-ations  among  the 
tomb?," — for,  indeed,  the  blood  of  the  wretched  ABDUL  Aziz  was  scarce  dry  on  the  marble  floor  of  the  Cheragan  Palace, 
and  the  imperfectly  cleansed  stains  of  CAPTAIN  HASSAN'S  wholesale  slaughter  were  still  visible  on  the  pavement  and  walls  of 
the  Council  Chamber  in  which  we  sat. 

Yes.  "  Turks  "  were  down  with  a  vengeance  !  Never  did  "  Bull "  under  a  heavy  "  contango  "  work  more  desperately 
for  a  rise  in  the  market,  than  did  poor  MIDHA.T,  now  Master  of  the  Situation — such  a  situation  ! — and  the  SHEIKH-UL-!SLAM 
work  to  get  a  diplomatic  rise  out  of  PONCH  ! 

"  La  Utah  Allah  illulnt,  tea  Mahmoud  rasoul  ullah !  "  I  heard  the  SHEIKH  muttering,  as  he  ran  the  beads  of  his  chaplet 
helplessly  through  his  fingers. 

"  He  means,"  interposed  MIDHAT,  with  a  rather  sickly  smile,  "  'there  is  no  power  but  England,  and  PUNCH  is  its  pro- 
phet ; '  and  you  are  here  for  our  profit,  too,"  he  added,  stooping,  in  his  mortal  anxiety,  to  what  your  dignified  Turk  rarely 
condescends  to — a  pun.  "  Say  it  is  to.  The  English  are  our  friends.  Yes — you  are  going  to  back  us  up  once  more  against 
those  Kaffirs— those  dogs,  the  Russki — as  in  the  old  Crimean  days?  Bono  Johnny!" 

"  Dittmyiunu,"  I  said — it  is  so  hard  not  to  talk  French  in  one's  diplomatic  moments.  "  There  are  '  friends  '  and 
'friends.'  Your  best  'fiieuds,'  just  now,  my  dear  MIDHAT,  and  my  Venerable  SHEIKH,  are  those,  believe  me,  who  will  tell 
you  disagreeable  truths " 

"  All  truths  are  disagreeable,"  interposed  MIDHAT,  with  a  sigh. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.  [JULY  1,  1876. 


••  What  can  a  Christian  dog  know  of  truth,  agreeable  or  disagreeable?  "  growled  the  SHEIKH-UL-ISLAM. 

truth  outside  of  the  Koran."  .10  u- 

"  There  it  is  !  "  I  said,  in  English,  to  MIDHAT.     "  How  do  you  propose  to  give  equal  nghts  to  the  SULTAN  s  subjects, 
Christian  and  Mahometan,  under  your  new  Constitution,  while  you  have  this  orthodox  old  Gentleman  in  the  green  turban  to 
fiPttle  accounts  with  ?  "    MIDHAT  groaned.    "  We  had  better  come  to  a  clear  understanding  at  once,    I  continued.        England 
,uite  disposed  to  stand  between  the  SULTAN  and  foul  play.     We  don't  mean  to  allow  Eussia  to  take  possession  of  your  iron- 
clads  or  to  occupy  Turkish  waters.     That 's  why  BRITANNIA  is  just  now  counting  her  chickens  and  then- shells,  m  Besika  Bay. 
'    •'  And  the  Russkis  know  it,"  chuckled  MIDHAT.     "  That 's  why  IQNATIEFF  is  so  civil  all  of  a  sudden. 

"  But  we  are  just  as  unwilling  to  stand  between  Moslem  misgovernmeut  and  its  retribution.  We  won  t  help 
Ilusski  or  Prusski,  Austrian  or  Magyar,  Teuton  or  Slav,  to  bleed  you  to  death  under  pretence  of  breathing  a  vein,  or  to 
hamstring  you  on  the  pretext  of  giving  you  a  lift  out  of  the  ditch  ;  but  we  don't  mean  to  aid  you  in  putting  down 
insurrection  which  is  the  natural  fruit  of  oppression.  If  you  can't  turn  your  Slaves  into  subjects,  the  1 
help  you  keep  them  Slaves  the  better.  If  you  can  trust  Osmanli  and  Christian  alike  with  arms  for  military  service  ; 
if  you  can  restrain  both  alike  from  carrying  arms  in  time  of  peace;  if  jour  Cadis  can  be  made  to  enforce  the  same  law 
fairly  against  both  Christian  and  Moslem;  if  you  can  find  officials  fairly  to  levy  fair  taxes  on  all  creeds  alike;  and  Talis 
to  treat  Rayahs  with  respect,  and  their  women  with  decency  ;  whether  the  miracle  be  wrought  by  dint  of  your  New  Constitu- 
tion or  by  a  new  reading  of  my  friend  the  SHEIKH-UL-ISLAMS  old  Koran,  then  PUNCH  will  undertake  that  JOHN  BULL  will 
stand  your  friend  and  that  it  shall  be  Bono  Johnny  again,  as  in  the  old  Crimean  days.  But,  if  not— if  the  old  abominations 
are  to  be  perpetuated,  with  no  change  but  a  MOURAD  for  ah  ABDUL  Aziz— don't  trust  to  England  to  stand  your  friend. 
All  I  can  promise  in  that  case  is  that,  if  it  comes  to  a  fight  between  you  and  those  you  are  not  strong  enough  to  govern 
well,  but  who  have  grown  too  strong  to  be  any  longer  ill-governed  as  of  old,  England  will  see  you  have  a  clear  field, 
and  no  favour.  More  than  that  she  won't  and  can't  do " 

As  I  spoke,  MIDHAT'S  face  had  been  growing  longer  and  longer.  As  for  the  SHEIKH-UL-ISLAM,  I  fancy,  though 
he  still  kept  mechanically  fingering  his  beads,  that  he  must  have  fallen  asleep  ;  at  all  events,  he  gave  no  feign  of 
understanding.  Just  then  I  heard  a  rustling  behind  the  curtains  which  veiled  a  doorway.  I  recognised  the  thrilling 
frou-frou  of  feminine  garments. 

"Ah,  ha!"  I  exclaimed,  with  a  wink  at  the  Minister. 

"  My  hareem  !  "  blushed  MIDHAT.  "  She  will  do  it.  The  other  day  I  imported  a  cargo  of  Western  notions  for 
Ofiice  use.  A  report  of  the  Woman's  Rights  Association  must  have  been  slipped  in  among  them.  Ever  since  she  has 
led  me  such  a  life!  The  Eastern  Question  was  bad  enough,  without  this  worst  of  Western  Questions  turning  up  in 
my  anderoon." 

As  he  spoke,  a  mysteriously  muffled  figure,  in  ferldji  and  yashmak,  stepped  majestically  from  behind  the  portiere. 
Her  right  hand  was  raised  as  in  menace  ;  with  her  left,  she  laid  a  rose-tipped  finger  where  the  gleam  of  red  lips  and  white 
teeth  shone  temptingly  through  the  semi-transparent  muslin. 

The  Eastern  Question,  provocative,  veiled,  mysterious,  seemed  suddenly  to  have  taken  bjdily  form,  and  to  stand 
revealed  before  me. 

"  Hem  !— as  I  said— the  Eastern  Question," — faltered  MIDHAT,  with  an  uneasy  glance  at  the  muffled  apparition,  and  m 
a  voice  in  wlrch  marital  authority  seemed  ineffectually  struggling  to  keep  up  appearances.  "  May  I  request  you  will- 

"  Pop  it  ?  "  1  exclaimed,  gallantly  raising  to  my  lips  the  warm,  white  fingers  of  the  shrouded  odalisque.  "  By  all  means 
— if  you,  my  poppet,  will  only  be  good  enough  to  answer  : — but  on  one  condition — that,  before  I  pop  that  question,  you  read, 
mark,  and  digest  this — to  help  you  to  answer  it."  So  saying,  and  dexterously  contriving  to  catch  hold  of  the  veiled  Beauty  s 
hand  under  far  feridji,  I  slipped  into  it— my  SEVENTIETH  VOLUME  ! 


B«tn.lir  li.  Kt. 
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THE  CYNIC'S  CALENDAR. 


(Melancholy  Hems,  on,  the,  ilittrits  qfthe 
Month.) 


JANUARY, 

JANUARY  brings  its  IHlls, 
So  the  year  begins  with  ills. 
If  one's  credit  be  precarious, 
Hilary  finds  us  not  hilarious. 
Frequent  winds  from  S.  and  W. 
Blow  no  good,  but  tease  and  trouble  yon. 
Frosts  to  nip  and  wet  to  weary, 
Nights  all  dark,  and  days  all  dreary, 
Most  things  that  may  plague  and  painus 
Meet  us  with  the  Month  of  Janus. 

FEBRUARY. 

FEBRUARY,  short  not  sweet ! 

Noses  nipped  and  chilly  feet 

Still  in  fashion.     Salmon  fishing 

Now  commences.     Boobies  wishing 

That  absurdest  sport  may  try  it  • 

When  /  fancy  fish,  I  buv  it. 

Fools  on  things  called  ''Pancakes  "  dine, 

Others  court  St.  Valentine. 

Which  is  worst,— an  open  question, — 

Mooncalf  love  or  indigestion  ? 

Leap  Year  !     So  more  mu8s  will  marry 

In  this  present  February. 


MARCH  brings  with  it  loads  of  cares, 
Makes  one  mad  as  its  own  hares. 
Dust  a  bore,  the  weather  boreal, 
Polar  winds  or  equatorial, 
All  alike  in  bringing  bother 
In  its  forms  of  slush  or  smother. 
Lady  Day  !  poor  tenant's  sorrow, 
Lent,  bad  times  for  those  who  borrow. 
Vernal  equinox, — day  and  night 
Equally  without  delight. 
St.  Patrick's  Day, — its  senseless  wars, 
For  this  blustering  Month  of  Mars  ! 


SPECIAL  NOTE  FOR  1876.  —  Leap 
year.  Quadrennial  celebration  of  birth- 
days all  over  the  world.  Great  excite- 
ment in  the  hunting-field.  Extraordinary 
feats  at  Athletic  Sports.  Grand  Inter- 
national Leap-frog  Competition  at  the 
Alexandra  Palace.  Paper  read  before 
the  Statistical  Society,  giving  the  aver- 
age number  of  persons  who  look  before 
they  leap,  and  quoting  instances  of  people 
who  have  taken  a  leap  in  the  dark  during 
the  last  four  years. 

JANUARY  1.— Good-resolution-making 

begins. 


T.  it.  etw 


SIGHS  TO  THE  SIGNS. 

(By  a  British  Hyitrophobist.) 

MriiE  watery  sameness  wearies,  dear  AQUARIUS, 
Let  ^ew  dear's  weather,  then,  we  pray,  be  various! 
Remember  mortals  are  not  piscine.  PISCES 
Even  in  such  a  pluvial  isle  as  this  is  ! 

Wind,  and  not  wet,  we  look  for  under  ARIES, 
Hydraulic  HAM  we  hate— love  RAM  when  fair  he  is  ! 
If  some  few  vernal  showers  should  come  with  TAURUS, 
HI  well;  but  why  with  lloods  come  Bull' s-run  o'er  us  ? 

Whelm  not  May's  flowers  with  tears,  0  gentle  GEMINI  ' 
Or  J-  tores  nunquam  responilcbuitt  tentine ! 

Regard  the  Roses,  be  not  crabby,  CANCER 

Shine  when  we  ask— with  showers  do  not  answer  ! 


Sprinkle  no  raindrops  from  your  mane,  great  LEO, 
But  from  St.  Switlun's  spell  the  forty  free,  0  ! 

Swift  Summer  takes  hor  flight  with  thee,  and,  ergo, 
Be  not  all  Niobe,  0  gentle  VIRQO  ! 

Spoil^iot  our  sports  with  daily  deluge,  LIBRA, 
Not  e'en  hard  cash  can  b'uy  blue  sky  or  brikc  ray  ! 

October  Ale !  g  >od  tipple,  SCORPIO, 

Blest  bard,  if  to  it  his  song's  weft  and  warp  he  owe  ! 

November  fogs  attend  thee,  SAGITTARIUS, 
Hid  not  hydraulics  make  us  less  hilarious  ! 

A  dry  December  grant,  dear  CAPHICORNUS, 

So  plead  we  round  the  Zodiac.    Signs,  don't  scorn  us '. 

DISTRESSING  SPECTACLE.— A  short-sighted  person 
looking  into  futurity. 


MAD  MATHEMATICS. 

THE  inventor  of  the  following  proof  fancies  it  not 
unworthy  of  the  Mathematical  Department  of  Colwell 
Hatchney.  To  prove  that  10  is  an  even  number — 


9 
6 

.'.  by  subtraction  3 

But  7 

.'.  by  addition      10 


IX 

SIX 

-S 

SKVEN' 

KVKX. 


Q.E.D. 


FEBRUARY  2. — C  mdlenias.     Gas  discoverf!. 

FEBRUARY  14.— Bishop  Valentine  took  his  seat  in 
the  House  of  Lords.  Cupid  bom.  General  Post  Office 
enlarged. 

DEFINE  the  difference  between  a  Musical-Box  and  a 
Band-Box. 
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;  December  10,187}. 


XXX 


PISCATORIAL. 


Mas  Blanche  (to  the  Old  Coachman).  "  O  JOHS,  WILL  yon  PUT  THIS  WORM  os  THE  HOOK  FOR  MB?    I  CAN'T  BEAR  TO  DO  rr !  • 

Old  John  (dubiously).  "WELL — I'M  SCKE  SOME  o'  THE  Youuo  GENTLEMEN  WOULDN'T  MIND,  Miss,— BUT  I'VE  RATHER  A  LJALICOT  STOMACH  MYSELF,  Miss,  AND  I   EATE  AT  AXYTHI: 


RANDOM  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  GREAT  MEN. 

IT  is  not  generally  known  that  the  Poet  Laureate  is 
liable  to  painful  attacks  of  doubt  and  hesitation.  Not 
long  ago  he  went  into  the  shop  of  MESSRS.  PIESSE  AND 
LUBIN,  and,  after  chatting  with  the  two  eminent  Per- 
fumers for  some  time,  looked  sadly  at  them,  shook  his 
head,  and  saying, 

"  I  know  not  which  is  sweeter  I    No  !  not  I ! " 
sighed,  and  left  the  shop. 

MB.  BASS,  as  he  one  day  escorted  MRS.  HEMANS  over 
his  brewer}'  at  Burton,  expressed  in  warm  terms  his 
admiration  of  her  poetry,  and  told  her  how  much  he 
coveted  her  power  of  giving  pleasure  to  thousands. 
The  Poetess  laughed  at  his  enthusiasm.  "  Your  suc- 
cess is  greater  than  mine,"  she  said,  "for 

"  Earth's  noblest  sons  thy  bitter  cup  have  shared." 

POPE  was  very  much  attached  to  LORD  ELCHO,  and 
was  accustomed,  in  familiar  conversation,  to  call  him 
"  Honest  Instinct."  Being  asked  by  LORD  RANELAGH 
to  explain  this  singular  appellation,  POPE  replied, 
"  You  would  not  ask  such  a  question  had  you  read  my 
Essay  on  J/0H,  but  would  remember 

"  How  Honest  Instinct  fomes,  a  Volunteer 
Sure  never  to  o'ershoot,  but  just  to  hit." 

SIR  JOHN  LUBBOCK  was  surprised  one  day  at  meet- 
ing THOMSON  in  Threadneedle  Street,  and  asked  him, 
in  much  astonishment,  what  had  brought  him  into  the 
City.  The  Poet  of  The  Seasons  pointed  to  a  number  of 
grey-headed  old  gentlemen,  who  were  walking  briskly 
in  the  same  direction,  and  said,  archly,  "  This  is  Divi- 
dend day,  and 

"  I  seek  the  Bank  where  flowery  eldors  crowd." 

The  same  Poet,  hearing  HERR  DA>-NBEUTHER  praise 
the  works  of  WAGNER  the  Composer,  asked  what  WAG- 
NEK  had  written  ;  and,  on  being  told  that  his  music 
was  called  "  The  Music  nf  the  Future,"  replied,  "  Yes, 
I  un  iiT.-tand !  We  had  such  music  in  the  Castle 
of  Indolence.  It  was 

"  A  certain  music  never  known  before." 

BOSWELL  one  day  told  DR.  JOHNSON  that  the  REVE- 
REND JOHN  MACAULAY,  in  his  History  of  St.  Kilrla, 
had  stated  as  a  well-authenticated  fact  that,  whenever 
a  stranger  approaches  that  island,  all  the  inhabitants 
take  cold.*  "  Why,  Sir,"  replied  the  Doctor,  "  you  are 

*  Vide  BOSWBU-'S  Life  of  Johnson. 


not  to  suppose  that  there  is  anything  singular  in  that : 
it  only  shows  that  the  islanders  prefer  the  stranger's 
rheum  to  his  company." 

During  the  recent  severe  frost,  the  RIGHT  HONOUR- 
ABLE JOSEPH  ADDISON  went  into  the  office  of  the 
Spectator,  in  Wellington  Street,  and  asked  for  a  little 
brandy  and  a  clothes'  brush,  giving  as  a  reason  for  this 
singular  request,  that  he  had  just  had  a  severe  fall  on 
a  slide.  The  Editor,  who  did  not  quite  comprehend 
the  exclamation,  exclaimed  hastilv,  "  When  did  you 
fall  ?  " — "  0 ! "  replied  the  great  moralist,  "  it  was 

"  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 
With  heedless  steps  1  rim." 

"  How  is  it  that  you  always  get  am  invitation  to  the 
Guildhall  dinner  on  the  ninth  of  November  ? "  said  SIR 
JULES  BENEDICT  to  MR.  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN.  "  I 
don't  exactly  know,"  was  the  reply ;  "  but  I  think  that 
I  must  owe  it  to  my  connection  with  Jloosey' s  Annual." 

HORACE  and  MAECENAS  were  walking  down  the 
Strand  one  day  last  Spring,  just  as  a  great  crowd  of 
ladies  was  pouring  out  of  Exeter  Hall.  "  What  is  all 
this  about?"  said  M.^CENfcs.  "Don't  you" know?" 
said  HORACE.  "  Jam  veris  coalites.  This  is  the,  time 
for  May  Meetings." 

DIARIES  FOR  THE  YEAR. 
THE  APOTHECARY. 

January. — Came  up  to  London  in  a  Che.ip  Jack's 
cart,  and  established  myself  in  lodgings  in  the  East 
End. 

February. — Thought  out  and  perfected  my  Grand 
Tonic  Pill  of  Everlasting  Health.  Inserted  advertise- 
ment in  a  newspaper  asking  for  a  capitalist. 

March. —  Met  a  capitalist,  who  entered  into  my 
scheme  with  enthusiasm.  Arranged  that  he  should 
find  £10,000 — I  the  invention.  Explained,  on  leaving 
him.  that  I  had  eaten  nothing  for  three  days.  He  cx- 
prcssed  his  regret,  but  refused  to  allow  his  servants  to 
give  me  any  dinn'T. 

April. — Appearance  of  the  Grand  Tonic  Pill  »f  Ever- 
lasting Health.  Immense  success.  Branches  for  the 
sale  of  the  same  established  in  all  parts  of  Europe,  Asia, 
Africa,  and  America. 

May. — The  price  of  soap  (the  principal  ingredient  of 
the  Grand  Tonic  Pill  of  Everlasting  Health)  having 
risen,  forced  to  take  advantage  of  the  laws  of  my  country. 
Made  the  acquaintance  of  the  Chief  Judge  of  Bank- 


ruptcy, and  asked  him  to  kindly  accept  the  arrangement 
of  my  money  matters. 

June. — Became  Consulting  Chemist  to  a  tavern- 
keeper,  and,  by  scientific  adulteration,  increased  the 
profits  of  his  business  largely. 

July. — An  inquest  having  proved  to  me  that  my 
connection  with  the  tavern-keeper  was  a  dangerous  one, 
turned  my  attention  to  other  branches  of  industry. 
Wrote  the  prospectus  of  the  New  National  Hospital  for 
the  Cure  of  Baldness. 

August. — At  work  all  the  month  on  the  National 
Hospital.  Obtained  the  names  of  several  Dukes  and 
many  Marquises  for  the  first  list  of  Vice- Patrons.  Vice- 
Patron's  fee  £5  5s. 

September.  —  The  National  Hospital  flourishing 
greatly.  The  list  of  Vice-Patrons  (after  the  appear- 
ance of  the  names  of  the  Dukes  and  the  Marquise^ 
increased  a  hundredfold.  Foundation  of  the  seaside 
branch  of  the  Hospital  laid  at  the  close  of  the  month. 

October. — The  National  Hospital  at  the  height  of  its 
popularity.  A  very  crowded  staff  of  officials  and  one 
patient.  Grand  dinner  on  Michaelmas  Day.  The 
Secretary  (myself)  in  old  English  fashion  called  the 
goose. 

November. — The  New  National  Hospital  for  the  Cure 
of  Baldness  taken  up  by  the  medical  papers,  and  ex- 
posed. 

December. — Went  back  into  the  country,  and  passed 
Christmas  Day  in  the  privacy  of  my  Cheap  Jack's  cart. 


SLIGHTED  ATTENTION. 

I  TOOK  a  Narcissus 

Home  unto  my  Missus 
On  the  morn  of  our  blest  wedding-day. 

She  might  have  bethought  her 

To  put  it  in  water ; 
But  she  smelt  it — and  threw  it  away. 

A  MYSTERY  CLEARED  UP.—  The  reason  why  so  many 
people  go  to  sleep  in  church  is,  because  they  rest  against 
the  "  poppy  heads." 

FOREIGN  AFFAIRS.— Natives  at  five  shillings  a  dozen. 
HOME  MEASURES. — A  tablespoonful  three  times  a  day. 

SOME  persons  are  thoroughly  imperturbable.  Nothing 
can  shock  them — not  even  an  earthquake. 
'•     A  TEMPERANCE  PUBLIC-HOUSE. — A  Slop-shop. 
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DIARIES  FOR  THE  YEAR. 
THE  SOLDIER. 

January. —  Entered  the  Service  as  a  recruit,  in 
Rpite  of  the  protest  of  the  Rector  of  my  native  village. 
Spent  my  bounty  money  iii  dissipation,  and  was  passed 
orer  to  tie  depot. 

} '  lifiianj.—  Found  myself  i»  the  Infantry.  Imme- 
diately on  receiving  my  kit,  deserted,  and  came  up  to 
London. 

ilareh. — After  a  fortnight's  pleasuring,  shaved  off 
my  whiskers,  and  entered  the  Service  again.  The 
Magistrate  who  "swore  me  in  "  warned  me  that  I  was 
sacrificing  my  prospects  in  life  by  becoming  a  soldier. 

April. — Found  myself  in  the  Cavalry.  Took  a  dis- 
taste to  "stables,"  and  deserted. 

•  ^"y-— After  living  upon  the  proceeds  of  my  "  free 
kit "  for  a  short  time,  determined  to  enter  the  Sen-ice 
again.  Shaved  off  my  moustache,  and  was  duly  sworn 
in.  A  Clergyman  on  the  bench  admonished  me  that  I 
w.n  throwing  my  future  to  the  dogs  by  wearing  Her 
Majesty's  uniform. 

June.— Found  myself  in  the  Artillery.  Gun  drill 
«]>;»•  ired  to  be  hard  work.  After  a  fortnight  at  Wool- 
wich, made  up  mv  mind  to  desert,  and  deserted 

July.— Thought  I  would  try  the  Militia.  Joined  a 
Metropolitan  regiment,  and  finding  "  position  drill "  a 
nuisance,  deserted. 

Aiyiut.—Ttj  funds  being  low,  mailc  up  my  mind 
that  I  had  not  given  the  Militia  a  fair  diance.  Left 
London  and  joined  a  country  Militia  regiment. 

September.— Early  morning  drill  unpleasant.  De- 
serted, and  went  to  Scotland.  True  to  my  love  for  the 
Auxiliary  Forces,  joined  a  Highland  Militia  regiment. 

October.— Requiring  change  of  air,  deserted  to  Ire- 
laud,  and  joined  a  Militia  regiment  in  the  Emerald 
MM. 

Korembtr.—  All  the  trainings  seem  now  orer;  sud- 
denly tiiyd  of  the  Militia.  Came  back  to  England, 
Biul,  leaving  my  regiment  (in  my  usual  fashion),  joined 
the  Royal  Engineers. 

Detembcr.—  Found  I  was  expected  to  learn  a  trade. 
This  did  not  suit  me,  so  I  "exchanged"  (in  my  old 
style)  into  the  Marines,  purposing  to  take  a  little  sea 
voyage  to  escape  the  kind  inquiries  of  many  military 
friends.  Eat  my  Christmas  dinner,  and  on  the  last  day 
of  the  old  year  packed  up  my  traps  and — deserted ! 


THE  CYNIC'S  CALENDAR. 
(Melancholy  Jlemt.  on  the  Miseriei  of  the  Month.) 

APRIL. 

APRIL  starts  with  All  Fools'  Day 
(That  runs  all  the  year  7  say)  ; 
Poets  call  this  month  the  venial, 
Weather  commonly  infernal ! 
Spring  is  on  us— with  a  spring ; 
Blows  and  pours  like  anything  ! 
April  showers — in  the  form 
Of  a  (frigid)  tropic  storm. 
Bards  sing  Canticles— sheer  cant  I 
Time  for  planting — all  a  "  plant  !  " 
Stick  the  Bards  on  dunce's  stools, 
They  but  make  us— April  Fools ! 

MAY. 

M  AY  !  pet  month  with  every  poet. 
Flowers  blow — and  winds  too,  blow  it ! 
Bards !    On  their  own  "  lines  "  I  'd  string  'em 
For  their  fibs.    Top  coat  and  gingham 
Still  essential.    One  fresh  bore— 
The  R.A.'s  throw  wide  their  door ! 
Table-talk  is  all  of  pictures, 
Critic  cant,  and  stupid  strictures. 
May  in  Nature  is  a  sham, 
May  in  Art  gusli,  crush,  and  cram ! 
rip*  me  no  more  ditties  pray 
On  the  "  merry  Month  of  May  '. " 

Jim, 

JUNE  !    Again  the  Bards  begin. 
*'  Summer  is  yeomen  in." 
Yet  without  a  Sangster  stout 
He's  a  fool  who'll  venture  out. 
Itoses  !  pretty  in  a  poem. 
Did  you  ever  try  to  grow  'em  ? 
After  toilsome  eves  and  mnrn-i 
Find  a  crop  of— leaves  and  thorns  ? 
Year  attains  another  quarter, 
Days,  and  tempers  too,  grow  .-hortcr. 
Muse,  your  lyre  is  out  of  tune, 
Leave  "  the  leafy  Month  of  June  '." 


Search  the  bog-formitions,  however,  for  the  remains  of 
the    ' 


RULE  AND  EXCEPTION.—"  When  filings  arc  at  the 
worst  they  sometimes  mend."  Some  things  are  too 
bad  to  mend  any  more.  A  sayhig  true  of  things  in 
general,  if  not  d  propos  dc  botte's. 

Is  QUEST  OP  LODGINGS. — Recollect  you  can  always 
obtain  bed  and  board,  without  anv  additional  payment 
for  the  latter,  by  sleeping  on  the  lioor. 


DLVRIES  FOR  THE  YEAR. 
THE  SAILOR. 

January. — Found  myself  on  board  the  Life!:/  Puffy. 
Could  not  account  for  my  presence  on  deck.  The  last 
thing  I  remembered  was  the  parlour  of  a  riverside 
torero, 

fetruary.—T\\c  Lirely  Poll;/  quite  safe  in  calm 
water,  but  being  heavily  insured  was  unlucky  cnou«k 
to  sink  in  a  storm. 

Karek.— After  ten  days  in  an  open  boat,  made  the 
land.  Kindly  treated  by  the  owner  of  a  public-house. 

April. — Found  myself  suddenly  on  board  the  Copper 
Co/fin,  with  a  cargo  of  cotton.  The  Copper  Ciiffln. 
being  manned  with  a  crew  of  "  ehcice  spirits,"  caught 

May. — After  an  unpleasant  journey  on  a  bit  of 
broken  spar,  made  the  land.  Having  acquired  a  tem- 
porary distaste  for  the  sea,  entered  the  lighter  service. 

June.— In  charge  of  a  lighter  freighted  with  gun- 
powder and  other  innocent  materials.  Met  an  old 
mend,  had  a  glass  of  ale,  lighted  a  pipe,  and  blew  up 

July.— Joined  the  Naval  Reserve,  and  found  out  the 
secret  of  obtaining  the  maximum  of  pay  for  the  mini- 
mum of  work. 

Augmt.  —  Entered  the  Roval  Navv,  and  was 
draughted  into  an  Iron-clad. 

September.— \\c\\t  in  the  Iron-clad  to  the  bottom  of 
the  sea. 

October.— Having  risen  to  the  surface,  made  my  way 
to  London,  and  started  "  The  Deceased  Mariners'  Ai'd 
Society.  Lived  sumptuously  upon  the  subscriptions. 

A  member. —  'f  he  subscribers  of  "The  Deceased 
Manners'  Aid  Society"  asking  disagreeable  questions, 
entered  the  Merchant  Service—  on  this  occasion  with 
all  my  wits  about  me. 

Deeemlier.—  Assisted  in  putting  my  Captain  in  irons, 
and  kept  Christmas  merrily  hy  breaking  into  the  spirit 
eapboard  and  going  to  the  bottom.  Not  being  born  to 
be  drowned,  picked  up  and  brought  to  England.  Ended 
the  year  in  the  parlour  of  a  sea-side  tavern,  in  a  happy 
state  of  unconsciousness. 

"RINKUM  TENEATIS,  AMICI." 

OFTENTIMES  in  merry  May, 

When  the  water  nearlv  freezes, 
Tender  leaves  on  many  a"  spray 

Shrivelling  droop  in  Eastern  breezes. 

Christmas  come  again  you  think. 

Then,  whilst  genuine  ice  awaiting, 
Uo.  glide  o'er  the  mimic  "  Rink," 

And  sing, "  What  a  day  for  skating  !  " 


December  1«,  !'«•] 


WORDS    AND     WEIGHTS. 

Anyltr.  "  DEUCED  ODD,  DONALD,  I  CAN'T  OET  A  FISB  OVER  SEVEN  POUNDS,  WHEN  THEY  SAY  MAJOB  GRANT  ABOVE  us  KILLED  HALT  A  DOZEN  LAST  WEEK  THAI  TURNED 
TWENTV  POUNDS  APIECE  ! " 

Donald.  "AWEEL,  SIR,  IT'S  NO  THAT  MUCKLE  ODDS  I'TH'  SAWMOX,— BUT  THAE  FOWK  up  THE  WATTER  13  BIOOF.R  LEEARS  THAN  WE  ARE  DOON  HEBE! 


DIARIES  FOR  THE  TEAR. 
THE  TINKER. 

January. — Began  the  year  as  Private  Secretary  to  a 
popular  Member  of  Parliament. 

February. — Prepared  several  speeches  to  be  used  at 
charity  dinners  by  my  Chief. 

March.  —  The  Session  having  commenced,  armed 
myself  for  the  coming  campaign  by  reading  the  whole 
edition  of  the  Annual  Register  and  learning  HAYDN'S 
Dictionary  of  Dates  by  heart.  Bought  a  temprien  to 
be  used  in  the  concoction  of  classical  speeches. 

April. — Very  busy  on  the  orations  of  my  Chief. 
Added  to  my  Horary  a  good  Dictionary  of  Quotations. 

May. — \^ent  down  to  the  borough  of  my  Chief,  and 
represented  "  popular  enthusiasm  "  on  his  arrival. 

June. — Wrote  a  pamphlet  upon  the  Currency,  and 
contributed  (to  two  leading  magazines)  a  couple  of 
articles,  headed  "  International  Law  "  and  "  Persian 
Learning  in  the  Middle  Ages."  The  brochure  and  the 
papers  appeared  with  my  Chiefs  name  attached  to 
them. 

July.— Attended  Committee  Meetings  at  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  suggested  questions  to  be  put  by  my 
Chief  to  the  witnesses  summoned  before  him. 

August.  —  My  Chief  being  away  shooting  in  the 
Highlands,  attended  to  the  thousand  and  one  claims  of 
his  five  hundred  and  two  constituents. 


NEW  LONDON  STEEET  DIRECTORY. 

Adam  Street. — Antediluvian  anecdotes  and  traditions 
still  linger  here. 

Air  Street.— Doctors  send  their  patients  to  this 
locality  for  change. 

Aldermanbury. —  Visited  by  numbers  of  bereaved 
relatives. 

Amwell  Street. — Always  healthy. 

Harking  Alky. — To  be  avoided  in  the  Dog  Days. 

Say  Court. — Not  far  from  Child's  Place. 

Camomile  Street. — See  Wormwood  Street. 

CMbath  Square. — Very  bracing. 

Distaff  Latu. — Full  of  "Spinsters. 

Farm  Street.— Highly  sensitive  to  the  fluctuations  of 
the  corn  market. 

Fas/iio>i  Street.— Magnificent  sight  in  the  height  of 
the  Season. 

First  Street. — Of  immense  antiquity. 

Friday  Street. — Great  jealousy  felt  by  all  the  other 
days  of  the  week. 

Oarlift  Hill.— Make  a  little  detour. 

Glasshouse  Street.— Heavily  insured  against  hail- 
storms. 

Gorf/iman  Street. — Irreproachable. 

Great  Smith  Street. — Which  of  the  Smiths  is  this  ? 

Gntndy  Street.— Named  after  that  famous  historic 
character — MRS.  GUVXDY. 


September. — Travelled  down  to  the  borough  of  my  I      Hercules  Buildings. — Rich  in  traditions  and  stories 
Chief,  and  got  up  his  Testimonial  Committee.     Became  ,  of  the  "Labours"  of  the  Founder. 
Honorary  Secretary  to  that  not  very  distinguished  body,  j 

October. — Organised  the  rejoicing  on  the  arrival  of 
my  Chief  in  the  borough  of  his  adoption.  4k  Laughed  " 
and  "  cheered  "  at  the  proper  time  during  the  prescnta-  ] 


tion  of  the  Testimonial  Inkstand. 

November. — My  Chief,  weary  of  politics,  accepted  the 
Stewardship  of  the  Chiltern  Hundreds,  and  invited  me 
to  accept  my  dismissal. 

December. — Out  of  work. 


WORDS  OF  WISDOM.— DOS-WELL  has  nowhere  re- 
corded the  saying,  attributed  to  DOCTOH  JOHNSON-, 
"  Sir,  it.  is  of  no  use  for  a  nation  to  enlist  sympathies 
unless  it  can  also  enlist  soldiers." 

PROVERBIAL  PHILOSOPHY. — Do  not  attempt  to  feed 
Pigs  on  Grains  of  Paradise.  A  Calf  is  none  the  better 
for  being  reared  on  Asses'  Milk. 


Jlouier  Street.—  Literally  classic  ground.  The  house 
pointed  out  in  connection  with  "the  blinJ  old  bard" 
has  long  since  disappeaied. 

Idol  Lane.—  Where  are  the  Missionaries  ? 

Iry  Lane.—  This,  and  Lillypot  Lane,  and  Woodpecker 
Lane,  and  Whcatsheaf  Yard',  and  White  Thorn  Street, 
all  sweetly  rural.  It  is  difficult  to  make  a  selection. 

Lamb's  Conduit  Street.—  Touching  description  (by 
the  oldest  inhabitant)  of  the  young  lambs  coming  to 
drink  at  the  conduit. 

Liquorpond  Street.—  See  Philpot  Lane. 

Love  Lane.  —  What  sort  of  love  ?  The  "  love  of  the 
turtle  ?  " 


Orchard  Street.—  Ike  last  apple  was  gathered  her 
about  the  time  that  the  last  coursing  match  took  plac 
in  Hare  Court. 

Paper  Buildings.  —  Wonderfully  substantial  !  Brie 
paper  extensively  used  in  these  buildings. 

Paradise  Street.  \    Difficult  to  choose  between  th 

Peerless  Street.    }         two. 


-'   T  Crowded  at  Christmas. 

Pudding  Lane.  ) 

Quality  Court.  —  Most  aristocratic. 

Sic/tes  Court.  —  Not  a  house  to  be  had  for  love  0 
money. 

Shepherdett  Walk.—  Ought  to  be  near  Shepherdi 
Bush. 

Trump  Street.—  Noted  for  whist. 

Type  Street.  —  Leaves  a  most  favourable  impresaion. 

World'  t  End  Passage.—  Finis. 


LINES  FOR  THE  NEW  TEAR. 
TO-DAY  the  year  begins, 

To-day  your  task  commence . 
Pick  up  the  casual  pins, 

And  one  short  twelvemonth  hence, 
Tou  '11  be  rewarded  for  your  pains 
With  fourpence  as  your  thrifty  gains. 


Milk  Street.—  Notice  the  number  of  pumps. 
Mincing  Lane.  —  Mincing  is  now  mostly  done  else- 
where, by  machinery. 


MYTHOLOGY  AXD  Music. — In  the  Grecian  Sculptur 
Room  at  the  British  Museum,  inquire  of  the  attendan 
to  see  the  portions  of  the  walls  of  Thebes,  said  to  havi 
been  originally  built  by  Amphion  at  the  sound  of  hi 
lyre.  That  is  a  mistake;  as  you  will  find  that  thi 
columns  were  fluted. 

No  RULE  WITHOUT  AN  EXCEPTION.— "  Circum 
stances  alter  cases "  —  but  never,  not  even  in  tin 
greatest  emergency,  the  nominative,  genitive,  dative 
.  i  e,  vocative,  or  ablative. 

Goiso  INTO  THE  OTHER  EXTREME. — Some  mei 
carrv  tlu-ir  aversion  to  what  they  call  "  gush"  to  sucl 
an  extent,  that  they  will  not  allow  their  feelings  eve! 
to  trickle. 

A  PROFESSIONAL  VIEAV  OF  THINGS.  —  BAXTOPJ 
the  noted  cricketer,  speaking  of  the  shape  of  hi 
daughter's  face,  described  it  as  a  Kennington  Oval.  • 

How  UNLIKE  AN  ALMANACK  ! — Assizes  have  n 
Saints  in  the  Calendar. 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR  1876. 


COUNTY  DISTINCTIONS. 

Ayrshire.— Mmr  ,-s,  with  the  Isle  of 
Skye,  the  dis'inc:ion  of  having  in- 
spired more  jokes  than  any  other  dis- 
trict in  Her  Majc-!v'>  Dominions. 

r.— Noted  for  its  excellent  slecp- 

llncks.  —  Front  time  immemorial 
the  male  population  have  been  great 
dndfe*. 

Chea(s}Jtirc.— The  head-quarters  of 
this  i  nne. 

Cork. — Convivial.  Famous  for  its 
claret  anil  whi-kcv. 

Jhtrn. — Not  al\Miv-  -  up  a-:  well. 

'in.  —  See    Census    returns    of 
population. 

.  —  Musical. 
Htrt*.—TM»  *  it  ?     Where  ? 

of   hounds, 
'  ;.  ami  whippcrs-iii 
everywhere  during  the  Season. 

I 'attic  Show. 

Somtrfrt.  —  The  inhabitants  arc 
brought  up  from  infancy  to  turn  heels 
over  head. 

^til-ling. — Of  genuine  worth. 
irii-klou:  —  Of    1<  -<    (  i 'U.-cquence 
since  gai  has  so  largely   taken   the 

-lies. 

ll'iyluicii.  —  Tlic  evening  parties 
here  are  a  great  eight. 


AUTUMN  LEAVES. 

LOTS,  yonder  Autumn  leaves  are  gold, 
Our  locks  turn  silver  when  we  're  old. 
Hut  like  the  trees  we  need  not  fare, 
A  nuid  can  revive  grev  hair, 
And  when,  as  foliage,  hair  is  shed, 
Men,  unlike  trees,  wear  wigs  instead. 


How  TO  OBSERVE  ALL  SAINTS' 
DAY.  —  Devote  yourself  particularly 
to  St.  Jullien,  St.  Estephe,  and  St. 
Emilion. 

CHANGE  FOR  AS  ADAGE. — Half  a 
loaf  is  better  than  no  sugar. 


FOB.    THE     MOORS. 

5<  Titmlyst  (ic'.o  is  ordering  a  Shooting  Suit).  "  I— AW— WAST  SOME  KIND  OF— AW— STI-FI-— 
COLOUR  o»-  HEATHER.  V'KXOW.-BO  THAT  TTIK  GWOUSE  WON'T  WECOGXISB  ME,  V'KNOW  !  ' 


ANACHRONISMS. 

THE  Lady  who  does  not  follow  the 
fashion. 

The  Parson  who  docs  not  go  in  for 
Kitual  and  Confessional. 

The  Tradesman  who  docs  not  adul- 
terate. 

The  Bishop  who  gives  his  n 
for  doing  wrong. 

The  Premier  who  does  not  let  }.'n 
Bubordinatefl  make  blunders. 

The  ex-Premier  who  does  not  u<o 
his  hatchet  upon  everything. 

The  Poet  who  does  not  think  him- 
self greater  than  SIIAICSPEAK::. 

The  Novelist  who  is  not  of  the  female 
sex. 

The  First  Lord  of  the  Ac'in'raliy 
who  is  not  an  tf  d  woman. 

The  Critic  who  writes  the  truth  of 
his  enemy's  book. 

_  The  Financier  who  pays  his  . 
eighteen   per  cent.,   anil  is   never  a 
bankrupt. 

The  Publisher  who  cannot  nfford 
oyster-sauce  with  his  rump-steak. 

The  Author  who  can. 

The  Stockbroker  who  makes  less 
than  twenty  thousand  a-ycar. 

The  Yachtsman  who  is  never  sea-sick. 

The  Lady  who  "  Winks  "  without 
fear  of  a  tumble. 

The  Prince  who  has  great  fear  of 
any  adventure,  however  brilliant  and 
perilous. 

AT  THE  KINK. 

OF  what  is  the  old  man  thinking 

As  he  sits  in  his  old  arm-chair  ? 
Ho  's  thinking  that  he  'd  be  Kinking-, 

If  try  it  he  only  dare. 
He 's   thinking,   that,   when    you  're 
Kinking, 

Unless  you  take  lots  of  care, 
You  'II  be  on  your  back',  like  winking, 

And  stunned  before  you  're  aware. 

A  TRUISM  FOR  ALL  TIME. — No 
rooms  like  mushroom*. 


*'&  'IK! 

tkii,M.,  'til;  If:  i 


A     tELGKAVIAN     MOTHER 


j  VOP  B.  Bums.,-  AS  AU.V 


-IT.S  ,r6/ii£  TIUN  w,CKEDj  UY 


the  bright  pomp  moves  onward,  jubilant." 

MILTON  (adapted). 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOR  1870. 


A  WET  DIARY. 

J.ninai-i/.—'Ruy  a  house  in  tlic 
Midland  Counttei.  Put  a  Housekeeper 

in  it  to  look  ul'Icr  it. 

/  per  writes  to 

«  that,  '  owing  to  the  floods,  thn 
neiirlibourhoo,!  is  very  damp  and 
unhealthy. 

Miii-i-li.  EIoaMkMpar  writes  to  say 
that  tli"  ^urilcii  i"  under  water. 

April  !!•  i:  '  '"  •''!"'''  "TO**  to  6rxX 
tluit  there  is  two  foot  of  wutcr  in  the 
dnwiiiK-nom,  and  that  the  furniture 
is  floating;  about. 

M,n/.--  -II.  i  nsekeeper  writes   to    BAY 
ulity  feet  of  the  garden  wall  has 
:-h'.'d  away. 

June.  -HoiisckccpiT  writes 
that  the  two  horses,  one  cow,  and  four 


re    rowe. 

Jidi/.—Go  and  stop  in  the  house  my- 
self.  ' 

Any  i/st.—  Escape  from  the  bedroom 
\vin<l>iws  in  a  boat. 

Septembtr.—la,  bed  with  rheumatic 

October.  —  Housekeeper  wiitai  to  say 

that  the  floods  are  out  worse  than 
ever. 

yorcmbcr.  —  Somebody  writes  to  say 
that  the  Housekeeper  has  betn 
drowned, 

/)-  .',  mlier.—  Will  try  and  Bell  house 
in  the  Midland  Counties. 


LOVES  OF  THE  PLANTS. 
Wiir.N  Hero  saw  Leander  die, 
"(I.  I.eamler  !"  she  did  cry;    . 
And  what  the  cruel  ocean  slew, 
Into  an  "  0-Leander  "  grew ! 

A  MAIDEN  ATTEMPT.— Said  EDITH 
to  MAHKI,.  "Is  not  that  a  pretty 
tree  :  "  MM  pointed  to  a  handsome 
A'-i'f  i>l<itniii:tilcs.  "A  pretty  tree  !" 
answered  MAHKI..  "I  call  that  a 
plaue  tree."  "  0 ! "  rejoined  ETHEL. 


VIATOR'S  VADK  MWTM. 

(Or  Co,!'  >  the 

l.iitiik.  Tuurilt.) 

WHKN  the  wind  i.s  in  the  North, 

I  lilli'liam  take  it'  ycill  fl>  foi'tll. 

If  to  Ka-stwanl  \ciTthi    \\ii'ij, 
<iin;rliaiii  do  not  leave'  In  h.lel. 

'.'.  r    I    till-    Uill'l    sho'll.l   tl'llll, 

(iin^ham  is  your  unrest  friend. 
If  it  seek  the  Soutli,  of  course, 
Gingliam  is  your  sole  resource. 
Intermediate  points  demand 
Gingham  constantly  in  hand. 
It  there  be  no  wind  at  all. 
Gingham  i  u  will  fall. 

-,  no  doubt, 

in  \oii  may  do  without, 
Yet  e'en  then  an  hour  may  bring 

'*  in. 
Showers    I    mean, —  to    take   your 

(jin.;huin  ! 


'  GENTLEMEN     HELPS. 

Comtli/  Grttityrncsr  (xho  Wails  at  Evining  Partirt,  t»  lai'y  Cuftnmtr).  "  FHALI.  I  'ATE  THE 

PLEASURE  OF   MELTING  YOU  THIS  EVESIXO  AT  L*DV   FlTZWICOI.I  n's     HA  AH?" 


ArniL  1. — Full  Moonshine.  Poetical 
.•s  taken  out.  Taxes  invented. 
Man','  Nests  discovered  by  the  Horse 
Marines.  The  first  street  Organ  heard 
in  London.  The  last  Phosnix  shot  in 
Dublin.  A  fine  specimen  of  a  Dog  in 
a  Manger  (from  Newfoundland)  pre- 
sented to  the  Zoological  Garden 
sixth  part  every  four  hours  "  first  pre- 
scribed. Paving  with  gold  adopted  for 
the  streets  of  London.  Fees  at 
theatres  instituted.  Inauguration  of 
Weddings  with  four  officiating  Clergy- 
men and  eight  officiating  Bridesmaids. 
Prizes  offered  for  the  best  Bulls.  The 
first  taken  by  John  Bull ;  the  2nd  by 
an  Irish  Bull ;  the  3rd  by  a  Bull  in 
a  China  Shop  ;  and  the  4th  by  a  Bull 
of  the  POPE  8. 


ADVTCE  TO  FARMERS.— June.  In 
dry  weather,  give  your  crops  water.  Of 
course,  some  months  ago,  while  you 
were  grumbling  at  the  rain,  you  took 
the  opportunity  of  storing  a  supply. 


TKTJE     POLITENESS;     OB,     THE     CABMAN     OF     THE     FUTURE. 

CaMy.  "  FOUR  WHEELER,  MA'AM?"  Old  Lady.  "No,  THAWK  TOO.  I'M  WAITING  TOR  AK  'ATLAS.'" 

Cabby.  "AH  IKDEED,  MA'AM  ;  BUT  WON'T  you  STKP  rx  ASD  TAKE  A  SEAT  IN  OUR  SHELTER  TILL  THE  OIILIBPS  COOTS  vr,  MA  AM! 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOB, 


1875. 


PARLIAMENTARY  MOTTOES. 

BHckiiighajnshire. — "  Sphinx  volucris  pcnnis." 

AUSONIUS. 

Oreenwich. — "  Continue  in  courses  till  those  knowest 
what  they  are." — SHAKSPEARE. 

Oxford. — "  Non  tarn  historico  quain  oratorio  gcnerc." 

CICEKO. 

Cambridge. — "  Spes  est  expectatio  boni."— CICERO. 
Giiildford.—"  Festina  lente." — AUGUSTUS  C.>ESAR. 
finsbiiry.—"  Sermo  promptus  et  Isceo  torrentior." 
.*••  JUVENAL. 

Salford.—"  0  Charley  is  my  darling." 

Caralicr  Ballad. 
Carlisle.— 

"  The  nights  are  long  in  merry  Carlisle, 
.     The  Knights  drink  deep,  drink  deep ; 
Quoth  a  wilful  wight,  the  gay  midnight 
Never  was  meant  for  sleep." 

JUS.  picked  up  tiear  Aspatria. 
London  University. — "Lo,  here  am  I!" 
Maidstone. — 

"  How  doth  the  little  busy  bee 
Make  honey  golden  sweet, 
In  that  snug  hive  where  bankers  thrive, 

Yclept  ye  Lombard  Street ! " 
.^i  DR.  WHAT'S-HIS-NAME. 

North  Leicestershire. — "  Manners  niakyth  man."  ,' 

Old  Adage. 

Leicester. — "  Sartor  Rcsartus." — CARLYLE. 
Birmingham. — "  Salmo  a  saltendo." 
North  Warwickshire. — 

"  I  follow  the  fox,  and  worn-  the  POPE, 
And  give  an  account  of  both,  I  hope !  " 

MS.  found  in  Arlington  Street. 
Oxfordshire. — "  Old  perry  wants  water." 

Oxford  Adage. 

Stoke-npon-Trcnt. — "  Leo  roris."  (Free  translation : 
"The  lion  roars.") 

Elgin. — "  Survey  mankind  from  China  to  Peru." 

JOHNSON. 

Peterborough. — "  Papam   Ortonque  cano." — VIRGIL 
(slightly  altered). 

Radnor. — "  Cavendo  tutus." — DEBRETT. 
East  Worcestershire.  \  ,,-rr  n  Hnhttil'" 
East  Staffordshire.     }      1Ial1'  ali  n!ul ' 
Berkshire. — "0  temporal    0  mores!" 

Derby. — " impise 

Non  tangenda  rates  transiliunt  vada." 

HollACE. 

Flintshire. — "  Aquila  captat  muscas." 
Bath. — "I  like  a  good  hater." — JOHNSON. 


THE  CYNIC'S  CALENDAR. 
(Melancholy  Menu,  on  the  Miseriea  of 'the  Month.) 

JULY. 

JULY  !    Now  the  days  grow  torrid. 
Heat  and  thirst  are  something  horrid. 
Pass  our  days  and  nights  in  panting, 
Do  involuntary  Banting. 
School  breaks  up,  Home-Rule  breaks  down. 
Subtle  hints  of  "  out  of  town." 
Papers  full  of  Cricket  Matches, 
Gush  about  big  hits  and  catches, 
Then  St.  Swithin  turns  his  main  on, 
Bringing  his  eternal  rain  on. 
On  the  whole  a  perfect  teaser 
Is  your  Mouth,  great  JULIUS  CAESAR  ! 

AUGUST. 

AUGUST  !    Glass  at  something  shocking, 
Cockneys  to  the  sea-side  nocking ; 
Woman's  wish  to  join  the  throng, 
Daily  theme  and  nightly  song. 
Horrid  nuisance !    Worst  of  sells, 
Norfolk-Howards,  shrimps,  and  smells ! 
Now  begins  the  Oyster  Season, 
Prices  range  beyond  all  reason. 
Crown  of  culinary  woes 
Fate  piled  on  when  molluscs  rose. 
Patience  ?    Can  her  rule  adjust  us 
To  thy  maddening  Month,  Augustus  ? 

SEPTEMBER. 

COMES  September,  and  St.  Partridge ! 
Catch  me  oifering  one  cartridge 
At  his  shrine  !    Swell  Stimphs  may  fag 
All  to  brag  about  a  "bag." 
Sport,  indeed !    No  greater  rot ! 
When  I  shoot  may  I  be  shot ! 
Sea-side  getting  full  and  fuller, 
Morning  papers  daily  duller. 
Sheer  discomfort's  carnival, 
Equinox  brings  shower  and  squall ; 
Spouts  the  wandering  County  Member, 
ing !  Bosh !  Bother !    That 's  September  ! 


BY  ADAM  SMITH,  JUN. — In  India,  as  in  most  other 
countries,  money  is  very  unequally  distributed.  The 
few  have  a  lac,  the  many  a  lack — of  rupees. 

FROM  A  MISOGAMIST. — Love  is  blind,  and  no  oculist 
has  evor  yet  performed  a  successful  operation.  There 
is  but  one  cure — Marriage. 


DIARIES  FOR  THE  YEAR. 
THE  PLOUGH  BOY. 

January. — Began  the  year  in  the  Workhouse. 

February. — Got  tired  of  "the  House,"  and  tried  a 
little  stone-breaking. 

March. — Got  employment  on  a  farm.  Spent  a  small 
portion  of  my  time  m  work,  and  the  remainder  in 
drinking  beer. 

April.—  Listened  to  the  arguments  of  the  strike 
organiser.  Came  to  the  conclusion  that  play  was  better 
than  work. 

May. — After  consultation  with  my  mates,  struck  for 
higher  wages. 

June. — On  strike.  Found  doing  nothing,  save  drink- 
ing beer  and  playing  skittles,  very  pleasant  employment. 
Somehow  or  another  the  wives  and  children  of  my  mates 
did  not  seem  to  thrive  upon  it. 

July. — Starvation.  Went  back  into  the  Union,  and 
resumed  my  old  work. 

August. — Came  out  of  "  the  House,"  and  went  back 
to  the  farm  on  reduced  wages. 

September. — Travelled  about  in  search  of  employ- 
ment. Found  the  education  provided  by  the  School- 
Board  of  no  great  practical  value. 

October. — Got  near  the  Black  Country',  and  married  a 
hard-working  girl  for  the  sake  of  her  earnings. 

November. — Altercations  with  my  wife,  in  which  my 
boots  played  an  important  part.  Separation  agreed 
upon.  Brought  before  a  Magistrate,  and  sentenced  to 
one  month's  imprisonment  for  nearly  killing  my  wife 
on  the  eve  of  her  departure. 

December. — Released  from  prison.  Had  no  Christmas 
dinner,  and  ended  the  year  (as  I  begun  it)  in  the  Work- 
house. 

OCCASIONAL  RAINFALL. 
IT  frequently  rains  cats  and  dogs; 
Sometimes,  we  hear,  too,  fish  and  frogs. 
To  see  that  proof  of  Nature's  powers, 
Wait  for  the  First  of  April's  showers. 

HINT  FOR  A  NEW  PEERAGE.— Of  hereditary  titles 
the  most  ancient  is  that  of  Earl.  It  has  come  down  to 
us  from  the  Earliest  times. 

APRIL  1,  ALL  FOOLS'  DAY. — General  Meeting  of 
Foreign  Bondholders. 

APRIL  9,  PALM  SUNDAY. — Go  and  observe  it  among 
the  Endogens  at  Kew  Gardens. 

SHAKSPEAIIIAN  MOTTO  FOR  OUR  WELL-SHOD  NIGHT 
FOUCE.-TT"  The  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabouts." 
— Macbeth. 


Diwmbor  10,  1875.] 
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DOCTORS      (IN      HYOEIA)      DIFFER      (FROM      THOSE      IN      LONDON.) 

Scene  in  Dr.  Richardton's  Cily  of  Health.— Ckonu  of  Medical  Practitiontri.  "  We  HAVE  so  WORK  TO  DO  ! " 


A  HUNDRED  YEARS  HENCE. 
(Being  a  Leaf  out  of  our  Almanack  for  the  Tear  1976. ) 

Foa  the  instruction  of  posterity,  and  in  order  to  pre- 
serve some  record  of  the  way  in  which  we  live  now,  we 
chronicle  a  few  of  the  remarkable  events  which  Imvo 
occurred  in  the  past  twelvemonth  : — 

iVcic  Year's  Day. — Opening  of  New  London  Bridge, 
built  in  order  to  relieve  the  growing  traffic  of  the  City, 
and  extending  in  unbroken  width  from  Westminster  to 
Wapping. 

>S7.  Valentine'*  Day. — No  fewer  than  five  million 
four  thousand  and  twenty-seven  Valentines  were  re- 
eeivcd  and  delivered  by  the  patent  postal  telegraphic 
lightning  apparatus,  within  the  radius  of  the  Metropolis 
before  six  o'clock,  A.M. 

St.  Patrick's  Day. — Inauguration  of  the  Submarine 
Railway  from  Holyhead  to  Kingstown.  Grand  break- 
fast in  honour  of  the  visit  of  the  LORD  MAYOR  OF 
LONDON,  given  by  the  Corporation,  in  the  Phoenix 
Park,  and  banquet  in  the  evening  to  the  MAYOR  OP 
DUBLIN,  who  returned  with  his  Lordship  by  express 
train  to  the  Mansion-House. 

All  Foolt'  Day.— A.  report  gained  credenee  at  the 
Clubs,  and  thence  was  wafted  to  the  Vatican  by  private 
wire  from  'Westminster,  that  BISHOP  BHOAD'CHURCH 
had  been  preaching  in  MR.  STURGEON'S  tabernacle,  and 
thence  returned  to  Lambeth  Palace  on  the  knifeboard 
of  an  omnibus. 

Lady  Day. — The  House  of  Ladies  was  opened  for  the 
Session  by  the  SPEAKERESS  in  person,  who  announced 
in  her  Speech  that  the  stringent  Act  of  Parliament 
which  the  House  had  passed  last  autumn,  extending 
the  rights  of  married  women  to  the  privilege  of  latch- 
keys, had  been  threatened  with  repeal  by  the  Oppo- 
sition in  the  House  of  Lords. 

May  Tin:/. —  lianquet  given  to  the  President  ami 
Members  of  the  Koya!  Academy,  to  celebrate  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  the  making  of  the  law  which  prohibits 
the  B.A.'a  from  hanging  their  own  pictures;  a  task 
which  is  performed  now  with  far  greater  success  by  a 
Committee  of  outsiders. 

Waterloo  Day. — Great  excitement  was  caused  in 
certain  fashionable  circles  by  a  letter  in  the  Times  from 
the  COVNTESS  OF  COLNEY"  HATCH,  complaining  that 
ner  Cook,  though  paid  a  salary  of  £.500  a-vear,  insisted 
upon  having  her  own  tea  imported  overland  through 
Russia,  and,  besides  receiving  the  usual  bonnet-monev 
and  culinary  perquisites,  demanded  to  be  found  in 
turtle-soup  for  supper,  with  a  pint  of  iced  champagne. 


Derby  Day. — The  annual  contest  of  Aerial  Veloci- 
pedes was  flown  on  the  new  course  from  Birmingham 
to  Bayswatcr,  and  resulted  in  a  dead  heat  between 
LOUD  HELTBR  SHELTER'S  Tcaraway  and  CAPTAIN- 
STIRRUP'S  High  fitepper,  the  race  occupying  twenty- 
seven  minutes  three  seconds  and  a  half  exactly. 

Midsummer  Day. — Fancy  undress  ball  and  breakfast 
given  at  the  Guildhall,  on  the  occasion  of  conferring 
the  Freedom  of  the  Citv  upon  GENERAL  Fuz-Bis- 
MARCK,  the  President  of  1'russia. 

Goose  Day. — Under  the  provisions  of  the  Act  for  the 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Husbands,  the  Honourable 
MKS.  GREY  MAYOR  was  sentenced  to  six  weeks'  exclu- 
sion from  the  Opera,  for  having  dragged  her  worser 
half  on  a  round  of  morning  calls. 

Lord  Mayor' »  Day. —  Having  been  unanimously 
elected  to  the  onerous  as  well  as  honourable  office  of 
Lord  Mayor  of  this  immense  Metropolis  (which  now 
covers  the  whole  country  from  Bedford  to  Brighton, 
and  from  Salisbury  to  Sc'uthend),  Mr.  I'unch  presided 
at  the  banquet,  which,  as  usual,  was  held  in  the  Guild- 
hall, and  was  honoured  by  the  presence  of  the  Sove- 
reigns of  Europe,  together  with  the  British  Governor 
of  China,  the  KING  OF  CALIFORNIA,  and  the  EMPRESS 
OF  THE  SOUTHERN  DISUNITED  STATES. 

King's  Birthday. — Grand  review  of  our  Steam  Sol- 
diers upon  Canterbury  Common,  in  honour  of  the  visit 
of  the  EMPEROR  OF  AUSTRALIA.  Upwards  of  a  mil- 
lion of  Mechanical  Troops  were  mustered  to  march  past, 
and  the  charge  of  the  Steam  Cnralrv  was  described  as 
something  wonderful.  When  the  Emperor  left  the 
Held,  a  battery  of  "Woolwich  Babies"  (each  a  thirty 
thousand  pounder)  opened  tire  in  a  salute,  whieh  was 
distinctly  Lean',  at  the  Land's  End  and  John  o'Groat's 
House. 

DIARIES  FOR  THE  YEAR. 

THE  TAILOR. 

January. — Moved  up  to  London  from  the  country 
with  my  wife  and  children. 

February, — Obtained  employment  in  a  West  End 
establishment,  and  curried  favour  with  my  master's 
customers. 

March. — Got  access  to  the  books  of  the  firm,  and 
made  copious  extracts  therefrom. 

-4/W/.— Became  a  widower,  and  married  my  master's 
daughter. 

May. — Explained  to  my  father-in-law  that  he  was 
completely  in.mv  power.  Proved  my  position  by  refer- 


ring to  the  extracts  I  had  made  from  the  journal  and 
the  ledger.  My  father-in-law  angry,  but  powerless. 
Became  his  partner. 

June. — Very  busy  with  legal  proceedings  against  the 
less  important  customers  of  the  firm.  Constant  com- 
munication kept  up  between  our  Solicitors  and  the 
official  representatives  of  the  Sheriffs  of  London  and 
Middlesex. 

July. — Enjoyed  a  tour  on  the  Continent.  Travelled 
strictly  incoan'ito  under  the  nomme  de  voyage  of  "  LE 
BARON  DE  SMITH,  Grand  Milor1  Anglais. 

August.  —  Back  to  business.  Recommenced  legal 
proceedings,  and  called  in  all  the  debts  of  the  firm. 
Huined  the  establishment,  and  divided  the  profits. 
Father-in-law  retired  to  Clapham. 

September. — Started  business  on  mv  own  account  in 
the  premises  lately  occupied  by  my  father-in-law  and 
myself.  Invented  the  Royal  Khiva  Overcoat.  Got  the 
garment  made  by  the  machine  girls  for  next  to  nothing, 
and  advertised  it  largely.  Spent  a  great  part  of  the 
month  in  shooting  over  my  new  preserves  in  Sussex. 

October. — Explained  to  the  important  customers  of 
the  late  firm  that  my  then  partner  (my  father-in-law) 
w.it  n  sponsible  for  commencing  legal  proceedings  against 
any  gentleman  of  higher  rank  than  a  baronet.  Upon 
this,  important  customers  returned  to  my  books  by  the 
score,  and  unimportant  customers  (following  the  lead 
of  their  betters)  oy  the  thousand. 

November. —  Commenced  to  accommodate  my  cus- 
tomers. Lent  money  at  eighty-five  per  cent,  to  those 
of  them  who  could  give  me  proper  security.  Found 
this  venture  even  a  better  thing  than  the  sale  of  "  the 
Royal  Khiva  Overcoat,  as  advertised." 

December. — Financial  business  flourishing  famously. 
Half-a-dozen  decoys  bringing  me  customers  (each  with 
two  good  names)  daily.  Nothing  could  be  better. 
Ended  the  year  by  eating  my  plum-pudding  off  silver 
plate,  and  marrying  my  daughter  (by  my  first  wife)  to 
a  parson ! 

A  TREE  OF  WOE. — The  common  Yew  (Tantt  oac- 
eata),  as  an  ornament  of  the  churchyard,  has  acquired 
nielam-holy  associations.  No  wonder,  considering  its 
botanical  name,  Taxns. 

MODERN  ILLUMINATION. — February  1.  Candlemas. 
Haven't  candles  gone  out  ?  Isn't  it  time  to  re-christen 
the  season  ? 

DIALECTIC  WUT.— Hoot  awa',  as  the  Scotchman  said 
to  the  owl. 


PUNCH'S  ALMANACK  FOE  1876. 


THE  CYNIC'S  CALENDAR. 

(Melancholy  Mems.  on  the  Miseries  of  the  Month.) 

OCTOBER. 

CHILL  October,  month  unpleasant ! 
Now  gun-maniacs  pot  the  pheasant. 
Leaves  are  falling,  fields  are  damp, 
Can't  go  out  without  a  Gamp. 
All  the  Cackle  family  out, 
Primed  to  prose  and  prompt  to  spout. 
Zeal  at  zenith,  nous  at  zero, 
Season  to  trot  out  a  Hero. 
Honey  spent  and  temper  flown, 
Think  of  coming  back  to  towu. 
Silly  season  !    Sense  that 's  sober 
Shuns  the  precincts  of  October. 

NOVEMBER. 

NEXT  November.    Eugh !  its  presence 
Brings  black  misery  in  quintessence. 
Sky  a  pall,  and  earth  a  bog, 
Intermediate  region — fog  ! 
Egypt's  darkness  could  be  felt, 
Ours  is  worse,  it  may  be  smelt ! 
Who  to  peace  may  make  pretences, 
Suffering  through  all  his  senses  ? 
Fog,  big  feeds,  Guys,  rows,  and  rockets, 
Plague  ears,  eyes,  nose,  stomach,  pockets. 
Fawkes  I  'd  gratefully  remember 
Had  he  blown  away — November ! 

DECEMBER. 

DREAH  December  ends  the  dozen. 
One  day  flooded,  next  one  frozen! 
Christmas,  falsely  called  the  jolly, 
Saturnalia  of  folly. 
Gush,  dyspepsia,  decoration, 
Shillingsworth's  of  stale  sensation, 
Parcel-plague.— things  known  as  "presents," 
Wines  none  want,  superfluous  pheasants. 
Exit  old  year  !     Crowning  bother, 
With  next  day  begins  another  ! 
Bills,  bud  weather,  bone?, — remember 
Don't  depart  with  dead  December! 


LOOKING  UP  OVK  HISTORY. — How  few  of  those  who 
admire  the  roof  of  Westminster  Hall  remember  that  the 
original  Hall  was  built  by  WILLIAM  KUFUS  ! 

SEPTEMBER  29. — Mic.haelmis  Day,  Rom  in  Capitol 
saved  by  geese.  English  Capital  lost  by  ditto. 

READING. — Necessity  is  the  Mother  of  C.ibm™. 


DIARIES  FOR  TH3  TEAK. 
THE  THIEF. 

January. — Having  nothing  better  to  do,  started  a 
Bank.  Christened  it  the  Royal  English,  Welsh,  Irish, 
and  Scottish  Banking  Association.  Appointed  agents 
in  all  the  principal  towns  in  the  United  Kingdom  and 
the  colonies.  Agents'  premium,  £100. 

February. — The  Bank  having  failed,  turned  my  atten- 
tion to  foreign  countries.  Got  a  concession  to  establish 
railways  in  the  North  Pole.  Immense  rush  of  poor 
curates  and  lone  widows  to  invest  their  "  little  alls  "  in 
my  speculation. 

March. — North  Pole  Railway  Scheme  exploded. 
Started  a  journal  with  the  aid  of  confiding  papermakers 
and  too  trustful  printers. 

April. — Newspaper  ceased  to  appear.  Issued  a  pro- 
spectus of  a  Slate  Mine.  Bush  of  half-pay  Captains 
and  guardidnless  orphans  to  the  "  Temporary  Offices  " 
of  the  Company,  in  a  back  street  in  Bloomsbury. 

May. — End  of  Slate  Mine.  Took  a  theatre.  En- 
gaged a  company  on  credit,  and  "brought  out"  an 
actor  with  a  very  small  stock  of  experience,  but  a  very 
large  banking  account. 

June. — Theatre  closed  prematurely.  Hurried  on  to 
the  Turf,  and  made  several  heavy  books  upon  forth- 
coming events. 

July.— Warned  off  Newmarket  Heath.  Purchased  a 
Church,  and  engaged  a  popular  preacher.  Pew  rents 
most  lucrative. 

August. — Church'closed ;  the  popular  preacher  having 
accepted  a  more  advantageous  appointment  in  America. 
Bought  some  ground  on  a  swamp  cheap,  aud  ran  up  a 
"  new  neighbourhood  "  for  invalids. 

September. — Several  fevers  having  broken  out  in  the 
"new  neighbourhood,"  house  rents  ceased  to  be  produc- 
tive of  profit.  Established  a  new  Club  upon  a  new 
principle. 

October.— Paid  in  all  the  subscriptions  and  entrance 
fees  of  the  new  Club  into  my  banking  account,  and 
closed  the  Club-house.  Indignation  meeting  of  ex- 
members.  Bought  a  patent  for  substituting'  balloons 
for  steamboats. 

November. — Balloons  having  burst,  became  agent  for 
a  foreign  loan. 

December.—  Foreign  loan  immensely  productive. 
Received  half-a-dozen  foreign  orders  of  unusual  magni- 
ficence. Built  several  palaces  in  London,  covered  my 
wife  with  diamonds,  and  drove  to  church  on  Christmas 
Day  in  my  own  brougham  ! 


Tun  CARD-PLAYER'S  PARADISE.—"  The  Palace  of 
Loo." 


LINES  ON  LOVE. 
(By  a.  Postman  on  Valentine's  Day.) 
WHAT  is  this  Love  ?    I  never  felt  his  fetters, 
I  hope  they  're  not  so  heavy  as  his  letters. 
Sure  Lovers  would  be  proof  against  his  charms 
Did  their  hearts  ache  as  much  as  do  my  arms. 
How  sweetly  soft  so  e'er  Love-lines  may  be, 
To  have  to  carry  theyi  's  hard  lines  for  me. 
Would  Love  could  give  (perhaps  the  loved  would  doubt 

them), 

"  Proofs  before  letters,"  or  at  least  without  them. 
Perhaps  the  passion  pleasure  brings  to  most  men, 
I'm  sure  it  little  brings  but  pains  to  Postmen. 
Cupid  quotha !    If  1  could  snatch  his  bow 
He'd  send  no  arrows  through  the  G.P.O. 


A  DISTINCTION  WITHOUT  A  DIFFERENCE. 

(A  Drama  in  two  Acts  illustrative  of  the  peculiarities  of  (he 

British  Idiom  of  End-dearment.) 

ACT  I.— Before  (he  Event.  ' 

Adolph  us.  Won' t  it  make  its  adored  happy  by  naming 
the  day  then — a  playful  little  puss ! 

Seraph  ina.  Ah !  I  suppose  it  must  have  its  own  way 
— a  sad  young  dog ! 

ACT  II.—  After  (lie  Event. 

Seraph  ina  (with  emphasis).  0!  when  Mamma  comes 
you  will  not  treat  me  so— you  insolent  puppy  ! 

Adolplms  (with  dcclclcil  emphasis).  Ah!  don't  talk 
to  me,  you  cat ! ! ! . 

Curtain  fattt. 


NOT  QUITE  THE  TRUE  RING. 
THE  DARBY  JONESES  have  been  celebrating  their 
Silver  Wedding  with  great  splendour.  Ill-natured 
friends,  recalling  MR.  DARBY  JONES'S  frequent  moods 
and  MRS.  DARBY  JONES'S  constant  tempers,  hint  that 
an  electro-plated  wedding  would  have  been  more  like 
the  genuine  article. 

MAY  29,  RESTORATION  OF  CHARLES  II. — Make 
oak-apple  pie.  Enthusiastic  loyalists  would  have 
eaten  it. 

TOLERABLE   TEST   OF   SOBRIETY. — To 
correctly  the  word  "  Disinterestedness." 

THE  SERVANT'S  "  WONT."— Too  often  the  reverse  of 
the  Master's  Will. 

FINE  SPEAKINO.— Calling  a  Water-cart  a  "  Patent 
Hydrostatic  Van  "  ! 

"Tug  LITERARY  MACHINE."— The  Pcr.ny-a-Liner. 
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PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


A  LA  MODE  DE  FEANCE. 

As  Englishmen  are  very  prone  to  envy  the  advantages  of  their 
neighbours,  Mr.  Punch  bejjs  to  present  the  nation  with  a  picture  of 
the  House  of  Commons  as  it  would  become  were  it  conducted  a  la 
iniiilc  (/<_•  I'crna /lies  : — 

Lmccr  House,  Feb..  187—. 

The  SPEAKER,  amidst  general  reclamations  from  all  sides  of  the 
Chamber,  took  his  seat  at  four  o'clock. 

Immediately  after  prayers  (which  were  much  interrupted  by 
noises  from  the  Left),  seven  Members  sprang  to  their  feet  together. 

The  Speaker.  I  must  proclaim  order.  (Cheers  from  the  Right.) 
Order  is  the  language  of  Rule.  Without  Rule  there  is  no  true 
liberty.  (Loud  protests  from  the  Left.)  Mu.  BROWN  is  in  pos- 
session of  the  House.  I  implore  MR.  BROWN  to  remember  that  he  is 
an  Englishman. 

Mr.  Jirotcn.  The  SPEAKER  tells  me  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  I 
(ell  him  he  is  another.  (Laughter.) 

The  Speaker.  The  House  knows  that  threats  are  powerless  to 
influence  me.  (Cheers  from  the  Eight.)  And  the  House  shall  now 
learn  that  ridicule,  the  heritage  of  fools  (protettt  from  the  Left,  and 
intcrruptimi) — I  repeat,  ridicule,  the  heritage  of  fools  ( renewed 
itih'rrup/ion,  and  "Hear.1  hear.'"  from  the  Right)  is  equally 
powerless. 

Mr.  llnnrn.  I  move  that  the  Early  Closing  Bill  l>e  read  a  Third 
Time,  and  pass.  It  has  been  read  a  First  and  Second  Time  without 
provoking  a  discussion. 

Mr.  Kinith.  There  was  once  a  grandmother  who  lived  in 
Putney 

Mr.  Jirnirn.  We  do  not  want  history. 

Mr.  Nmith.  No,  von  do  not— neither  you  nor  your  party.  (Loud 
cheers  fnim  tin'  Rightj  and  great  excitement  amongst  the  Left.) 
Your  party  has  made  History  a  record  of  blood  and  shame.  (Frantic 
excitement  <m  the  Left.) 

Tin-  Nm-aker.  I  must  call  MR.  SMITH  to  order.  The  dignity  of 
this  House  will  not  permit  Mieh  ;i  statement  to  go  forth.  The  history 
ot  tin1  mvatest  nation  on  the-  earth  -cheerinii  on  the  llight),  the  home 
of  civilisation  (cheering  on  the  Left),  and  the  pride  of  the  ocean 
(general  cheering) — in  fact,  England  (tumultuous  applause  in  til! 
parts  of  the  Chamber)  cannot  be  described  as  "  a  record  of  blood  and 
shame."  ("  Xo,  no.'") 

Mr.  Smith.  I  do  not  speak  of  History,  but  of  a  Grandmother. 
(Loud  laughter.)  This  Grandmother  lived  at  Putney,  and  was  very 


stupid.  (Protests  from  the  Left.)  She  had  a.  Grandson,  and  he 
was  called  MR.  BROWN.  (Frantic  excitement  amongst  the  Members 
of  the  Left,  who  shake  their  fists  at  MR.  SMITH.) 

Mr.  Brown.  An  insult  is  only  damaging  when  it  emanates  from 
a  worthy  man.  MR.  SMITH  is  not  a  worthy  man.  (Shouts  of 
applause  from  the  Left.) 

The  Speaker.  I  cannot  permit  such  a  discussion.  I  call  both  the  } 
Members  who  have  just  spoken  to  order.  (Protests  from  all  sides  of 
the  House.)  We  must  not  forget  that  if  we  all  of  us  have,  or  have 
had,  Grandmothers,  most  of  us  will  have  Grandsons ;  and  those 
Grandsons  will  be  Englishmen.  ("  Hear  !  hear  .'"from  the  Right, 
and  protests  from  the  Left.) 

Mr.  Robinson.  I  tell  the  SPEAKER  deliberately  that  he  insults 
posterity.  (Immense  tumult,  shouts  and  shrieks  from  Right  and 
Left,  and  "  Hear  !  hear  !  "  from  the  Cross  Benches.) 

The  Speaker.  Were  I  not  here  to  preserve  decorum  and  peace, 
I  would  strike  MR.  ROBINSON  to  the  ground  ! 

Mr.  Robinson  (rising).  I  am  waiting  for  the  blow.    (Excitement.) 

The  Speaker.  I  shall  wait  until  you  leave  this  chamber.  If  you 
fall  here,  you  will  fall  on  honourable  ground.  The  proper  place 
for  the  slanderer  is  the  gutter.  (Loud  and  prolonged  sensa- 
tion.) 

Mr.  Robinson.  Posterity  will  avenge  me. 

Mr.  Brown.  Then  posterity  will  not  have  much  to  avenge. 
(Laughter.) 

The  Speaker.  I  call  MR.  BROWN  to  order.  This  House  is  not  the 
place  for  recrimination.  (Cheering  from  all  parts  of  the  Chamber.) 

Mr.  Tompkins.  And  yet  MR.  BROWN  sometimes  rides  in  a 
Brompton  and  Islington  Omnibus.  (Protests  from  the  Left,  and 
"It  is  true!"  from  the  Right.) 

Mr.  Brown.  A  sneer  can  be  endured  when  the  sneerer  neglects  to 
pay  his  butcher's  book !  (Great  excitement  below  the  Gangway.) 

Mr.  Tompkins.  This  is  not  the  first  time  that  I  have  been 
slandered.  I  demand  that  my  Butcher  be  called  to  the  Bar  of  this 
House  to  be  questioned.  (Loud  Laughter  from  the  Left.) 

The  Speaker.  MR.  TOMPKINS  is  within  his  rights.  As  Speaker  of 
this  House,  I  command  that  all  business  be  suspended  until  the 
Butcher  of  MR.  TOMPKINS  has  been  examined.  ("  Well  done .'"  from 
below  the  Gangway.) 

Mr.  Smith.  Then  your  command  will  not  be  obeyed.  (Immense 
chei'ring  from  the  Right.) 

The  Speaker.  To  endure  is  to  be  noble,  hut  nobility  has  its  limit--. 
I  am  here  to  preserve  order,  but  when  my  authority  is  questioned  I 
can  only  do  one  thing.  I  can  only  take  oif  my  wig  f  (Immense 
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Scores  of  Members  rush  up  to  the  Chair  to  dissuade 
the  Speaker  from  carrying  out  his  intention.)  Gentlemen,  my 
mind  is  made  up,  but  before  I  go  I  would  ask,  is  there  any  Act  that 
requires  passing  ? 

Mr.  Broicn.  The  Early  Closing  Bill  requires  passing. 

The  Early  Closing  Bill  (which  provides  that  every  Englishman 
shall  keep  within  the  limits  of  his  own  premises  between  the  hours 
of  live  P.M.  and  seven  A.M.)  was  then  read  a  Third  Time,  and  passed 
without  provoking  any  further  discussion. 


"OUR    REPRESENTATIVE"    IN    INDIA. 

(Containing  some  Account  of  the  Chapter  of  the  Star,  and  how  it 
was  managed,  with  much  novel  information,  and  many  interesting 
details.) 

EAKSlR, 

0  WHAT  a  day  we 
are  having  in  India!  Ivever 
were  such  times!  I  am 
bursting  with  news,  over- 
flowing with  intelligence 
—  as  I  always  am — even. 
you,  Sir,  must  admit  that 
— and  I  scarcely  know 
•where  to  commence.  Shall 
I  tell  you  about  Ceylon  ? 
or,  as  I  said  to  my  Amiable 
and  Illustrious  Friend, 
"shall  I  take  this  seal  off 
my  lips  to  tell  him  about 
this  Ceyl-on  ?  " 

My  Gifted  Companion 
did  not  see  this  joke  at 
first;  but  when  he  did, 
nothing  save  my  own  in- 
flexible patriotism  could 
have  prevented  him  from 
creating  me  a  Peer  on  the 
spot.  But  I  wouldn't  have 
it ;  because,  on  return- 
ing home,  it  would  be 
such  a  bore  to  keep  up. 

"  The  Jew  wouldn't  be  worth  the  scandal,"  as  somebody  said. 
"Well,  Sir,  shall  it  be  of  Ceylon,  or  of  Kandy  —  sweet  Kandy  ? 
As  I  remarked  to  my  Royal  Co-Explorer,  "If  I  speak  of  sweet 
Kandy.  I  must  be  candid."  "That  joke"  my  Illustrious 
and  intelligent  Friend  returned,  "  ought  to  be  preserved." 
"  0  pickles !  "  I  replied,  sharp  as  a  knife,  on  the  instant ;  for  I  was 
not  to  be  outdone,  even  though  Royalty  (  like  Femininality,  ought 
to  be  allowed  the  last  word  to  the  end  ot  the  chapter.  Chapter  !— 
that 's  it !  I  '11  begin  with  that ; »'.  e.  with  some  account  of  the  Chapter 
of  the  Stars  of  India,  which  my  Condescending  and  most  Illustrious 
Leader  held  the  other  day  at  Calcutta.  Its  success — and  it  was  a 
success — was  mainly  owing  to  the  admirable  forethought  of  Tours, 
Truly ;  for  in  these  matters  the  ordinary  Staff  are  nowhere, — in- 
cluding LORDS  C-GT-N,  B-R-F-D,  and  the  DUKE  OF  S-IH-RL-ND, — 
who  is  what  the  Australians  call  a"  damper  " — which  is  aflat  cake — 
where  a.  feu  dejoie  is  concerned.  But,  though  I  say  it,  who,  perhaps, 
should  not,  when  there  is  a  real  difficulty, ""  Je  suistout  Id"  and  my 
motto  is,  as  my  amusing  Friend,  the  BARON  DE  LESSEPS  used  to  say 
to  the  KHEDIVE,  "  Nil(e)  desperandum  !  "  Mais,  qu'tl  etait  drok 
ce  cher  LESSEPS  ! 

Well,  Sir,  when  the  notion  was  first  started,  my  preface  to  this 
first  Chapter  was  the  following  suggestion: — "Sir,  these  Rajahs, 
Maharajans,  Jamjams,  Jellybhoys,  and  other  Princes,  will  come  in 
such  gorgeous  costumes,  that  we,  in  merely  our  European  uniforms, 
will  be  nowhere :  we  shall  be  worse  than  insignificant,  and  the 
British  Rule  in  India  will  be  imperilled."  A  shadow  passed 
across  the  open  brow — (it  is  becoming  moie  and  more  open  every 
day) — of  my  Exalted  Friend.  The  Staff  were  mute. 

What,  then,"  he  asked,  "  do  you  propose  ?" 
"  Sir,"  I  replied,  "  simply  this :  MR.  CHARLES  MATHEWS  is  coming 
out  to  Calcutta.  Let  us  telegraph  to  him  to  call  at  S.  MAY'S,  the 
Theatrical  Costumier's,  in  Bow  Street,  and  before  that  estimable 
person  is  too  busy  with  his  Christmas  Pantomimes  to  attend  to  us. 
let  us  have  all  the  most  resplendent  costumes  that  his  wardrobe,  and 
my  experience,  can  supply."  Sien,  tris  lien,  from  the  left.  Joy 
was  restored  to  every  countenance. 

"  I  played  Aladdin  when  I  was  at  the  University,"  suddenly  cried 
out  I  .inn)  C-R-GT-N,  with  all  the  gusto  of  a  young  Polonius,  recall- 
ing his  performance  of  Ceesar.  "  It  was  a  magnificent  dress !  I  '11 
send  for  that !  " 

It  was  arranged.  I  made  out  the  list,  and  before  the  Veteran 
Comedian  left  England  he  had  received  his  Secret  Instructions.  Not 


a  word  of  this  has  been  breathed  till  now.  I  made  out  the  list,  and 
when  we  arrived  at  Calcutta  we  found  the  boxes  awaiting  us,  with 
the  following  dresses  carefully  packed,  arranged,  and  labelled : — 

One  Sardanapalus,  with  sword  complete.  One  Richard  Occur  de 
Lion,  with  flat  King  John  Helmet.  One  Captain  Crosstree,  with 
extra  largo  silver  epaulettes,  and  double-sized  cocked-hat.  One 
Richard  the  Third,  with  boots,  sword,  and  crown.  Box  and  Cox, 
one  of  each,  with  three  hats  for  Cox.  One  King  of  the  Peacocks. 
Two  Sprites,  spangled  tights.  Three  Brigands,  with  russet  boots, 
belt,  pistols,  and  combat  swords  complete.  N.B. — Swords,  if  not 
wanted,  to  bo  returned  at  once.  Harlequin's  Dress,  Clown's  and 
Pantaloon's  ditto,  brand  new,  with  Red  Hot  Poker  lent  for  the  occa- 
sion, with  Mu.  CHATTERTON'S  compliments,  only  used  in  last  year's 
Pantomime,  and  to  be  returned  immediately  if  not  required. 
Banners,  with  emblematic  devices  worked  on  one  side  only.  N.B. 
Care  must  be  taken  in  carrying  to  keep  this  side  constantly  facing 
the  audience.  One  Doge  of  Venice  (by  kind  permission  of  MR.  and 
MRS.  BANCROFT,  who  have  no  further  use  for  it.  N.B. — Can  be 
bought  a  bargain).  One  Dancing  Barber  in  satin,  with  trick  tails  to 
work.  One  Mephistopheles,  with  a  Faust  disguise  cloak  and  second 
dress  to  match.  Six  Pairs  of  Fleshings,  in  case  they  might  be 
wanted.  Five  Petticoat  Trousers  for  Smugglers,  Red  Rovers,  and 
Black  Wills.  One  Clancarty,  one  Buckingham  (complete).  Alad- 
din's Uncle.  Two  Big  Heads  for  Courtiers,  not  required  in  the 
Covent  Garden  Pantomime,  with  MR.  RICE'S  best  regards.  One 
Earl  of  Leicester  (Kenilworth).  One  Henry  the  Eighth  (with  jewels). 
One  Shah  (with  plumes  and  scimitar).  Two  Guests  (Noblemen) ,  in 
Lucrezia  liorgia.  Ditto,  Monks  in  Favorita.  Full  Suit  of  Armour, 
with  white  tunic,  as  worn  by  Jean  in  Le  Prophete.  And,  in  case 
of  accidents,  one  Mr.  Golightly,  in  Lend  Me  Five  Shillings,  and 
one  Spriggins  in  let  on  Parte  Francois.  One  Osrick.  One  Tyrolean 
Peasant,  and  one  Jeremy  Diddler,  and  a  Harlequin.  One  Miles 
na  Coppaleen.  One  Venetian  Nobleman,  and  one  Swell  in  a  Pan- 
tomime, with  Dundreary  Coat  in  canary  yellow.  Wigs,  by  MR. 
CLARKSON,  the  Theatrical  Perruqiiier,  to  match,  including  one  Red 
Scratch,  one  Brutus,  one  Trick  ^Wig,  one  Light  Sparse,  two  Scalps, 
three  Short  Blue  Crops,  and  a  Middle-Aged  Eccentric. 

Here  was  a  choice  !  Here  was,  as  we  say  in  India,  a  Caste  ! 
Lords  C.  and  B.  had  a  tremendous  row  as  to  which  should  be  Cox 
and  which  Sox.  But  I  stopped  that,  and  locked  away  the  farce 
dresses  and  the  Big  Heads  in  my  bedroom.  I  was  so  afraid  that  if 
they  had  been  worn,  some  religious  prejudices  of  the  lower  orders 
might  have  been  offended.  As  for  myself,  I  simply  came  out  as 
the  Earl  of  Leicester,  and  carried  the  Red  Hot  Poker,  for  I 
couldn't  intrust  it  to  any  of  the  younger  members  of  the  Staff, 
who  might  have  been  inclined  to  upset  everybody  bv  playing  the 
fool  with  HORRAO  DADO,  of  Outdore,  or  old  RAJAH  STUMJAK,  who 
has  the  very  deuce  of  a  temper,  and  is  a  thorough  martinet  m  all 
matters  of  Court  ceremony.  My  Illustrious  Friend  put  himself 
in  my  hands,  and  the  effect  of  a  mixture,  admirably  selected, 
of  Aladdin,  King  of  the  Peacocks,  Richard  the  Third's  Crown, 
and  Manrico's  White  Cloak  (from  Trovatore,  you  remember?),  was 
simply  magnificent. 

He  was  followed  by  two  Cavalier  Pages  with  ringlet  wigs,  and 
preceded,  as  I  have  already  intimated,  by  myself  as  Earl  of 
Leicester,  bearing  the  Red  Hot  Poker.  A  thrill  of  envy  ran 
through  the  brilliant  throng  as  we  strode  towards  the  Dais.  Sra 
AUGUSTUS  SALAH  JUNG  and  SIR  JAK  HOLKAR — the  Holkar,  as  he 
is  called  here  —  burst  out  into  involuntary  applause,  which, 
however,  at  a  hint  from  me  (with  the  Poker),  was  immediately 
suppressed.  The  extra  costumes,  such  as  Box  and  Cox,  Golightly, 
the  Brigands,  and  so  forth,  which  we  couldn't  use,  I  let  out 
to  some  of  the  smaller  swells  at  so  much  an  hour ;  but  I  had 
a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  getting  them  back,  and  more  trouble 
in  collaring  the  ready  cash.  The  stout  little  RAJAH  OF  POJJYPORE 
had  got  into  the  Harlequin's  Dress — Heaven  knows  how ! — and 
as  we  couldn't  get  him  out  of  it,  except  by  cutting  it  off  him,  he 
was  compelled  to  buy  it.  He  gave  me  two  lakhs  of  rupees  down 
on  the  nail,  and  I  left  him  inside  the  dress.  He  will  have  to  wait 
till  he  is  thinner  to  get  out  of  it  again.  He  thought  himself  no  end 
of  a  swell,  but  as  he  could  move  neither  hand  or  foot,  he  had  to  be 
carried  by  eight  Bungalows  (i.  e.  a  kind  of  Yeomen  of  the  Guard)  * 
who  supported  him  during  the  ceremony. 

In  the  evening  we  had  a  little  music  with  SING  RUMTUM  TIDPI- 
DIIOY  and  DOREM  IFAR  DEEP,  accompanied  by  the  GUITAR  and 
SIR  BASSOON  HOEHOY.  Then  the  MAHARAJAH  OF  PUNNAH  (a  regular 
old  Indian  JOE  MILLKR,  and  rather  a  bore  after  a  quarter-of-an- 
hour  of  him),  dropped  in  with  a  funny  story  to  tell  us.  But  for- 
tunately the  BOSHAR  or  POOHPOONAH,  was  present,  who  knows  all 
the  Maharajah's  jokes  by  heart,  and  shuts  him  up  without  cere- 
mony ;  so  we  were  spared  that  infliction,  and  finished  a  merry  and 
exciting  day  with  a  quiet  Indian  rubber.t 


*  We  do  not  think  Bungalow  is  a  Yeoman  of  the  Guard.     Languages  do 
undergo  some  change,  and  he  may  be  right.— Eu. 
•r  We  cannot  understand  why  this  account,  which  seems  to  bear  all  the 


JANUARY  15,  1876.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   <  II A  K I  \Alil. 


Next  day  we  held  a  private  encampment  of  our  own,  and  created 
two  of  the  suite  Knights  of  By-George  and  By-Jingo. 

My  Illustrious  and  Musical  Friend  lias  taken  it  into  his  head' to 
learn  the  Tom-Tom.  A  native  Professor  from  Banjopore  comes 
every  morning  and  evening.  I  have 'protested  against  the  lessons 
being  given  after  I  am  in  hed,  and  before  1  awake.  If  this  cnursr 
of  instrnrtinn  in  /H-rsis/ftl  in,  »n/  Jtni/n/  Companion  will  I" 
trotted  and  raluable  srrrmit.  Should  you  see  me  at  your  office 
sooner  than  you  had  expected,  do  not  question  me :  merely  hand 
me  the  cheque  due  ,  >/""  iri/l  know  tchy  I  hurt:  returned. 

On  Saturday  we  had  a  visit  from  RAJAH  BUNDLAR  SEGAR  SMOKAR, 
of  the  Bacoa  district.  He  is  of  a  rich  brown  colour,  very  strong, 
ami,  by  the  way,  draws  admirably.  He  came  in  his  steam-yacht, 
which  is  commanded  by  his  Admiral,  EIKZAK  DACCA  STOPAH,  who 
was  presented  to  us  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon.  We  sat  round 


TWELFTH    NIGHT. 


.Imv-rle  salmon,  which  would  scarcely  bear  exportation. 

Yesterday  we  visited  several  manufactures.  Among  other 
curiosities  I  took  my  Illustrious  and  Noble  Companion  to  see  the 
machinery  employed  in  extracting  the  cocoa-ant  juice.  My  Intel- 
ligent anil  Royal  Friend  was  much  struck  on  my  pointing  out  how 
the  ultimate  object  of  this  process  accounted  for  the  peculiarity  of 
the  presence  of  the  milk  within  the  cocoa-nut,  though  it  appears 
that,  even  in  our  advanced  stage  of  civilisation,  we  are  as  far  as  ever 
from  the  solution  of  the  problem  suggested  to  all  thoughtful  minds 
by  the  presence  of  the  hair  outside. 

Our  prospective  arrangements  are  thus,  subject  to  alteration.  Two 
il:t\s'  elephant  shooting,  and  other  sport,  with  >"  \w.\n  GHUKKY 
BAXO  Siu'TAK ;  a  Banquet  given  by  the  Indian  Legal  Luminaries, 
with  SIR  JAK  HOI.KAK,  the  Holkar,  in  the  chair ;  a  Ball  rlu-z  the 
lii:<:i-M  OF  I'III.KAR;  two  days  to  change  cheques,  I-H  route, 
at  Bankipore  in  Cashmere  :  then  on  a  Mission  of  Peace  to  the 
It.UAii  MUST  HAT  A.  Row  and  RAJAH  URAU  NUTHKK,  who  have  deter- 
mined to  accept  the  decision  of  our  Royal  Solomon. 

You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  Gold  Umbrella  has  been  found, 
at  least,  the  ticket  has,  with  the  name  of  SMITH  on  it.  The  Native 
Police  have  traced  it  as  far  as  Pawnee.  1  do  not  attribute  any  im- 
portance to  the  fact  (which  will  soon  be  made  public),  in  connection 
with  this  strange  umbrella  episode,  that  LORD  NOBCTTBBOOK  will 

retire  in  favour  of but  no,  I  couldn't  undertake  it,  or  it  would 

undertake  me  in  a  very  short  time.  Of  course  I  refused  point 
blank.  "Don't  ask  me,  Sir,"  I  said.  "Give  it  to  Lyrrow ;  he'll 
like  it,  and  tie  wants  it  inure  than  I  do."  And  so,  as  you  will 
shortly  hear  t— but  it  is  a  secret  at  present— /<«  has  it ;  and  I 
remain, 

As  I  am, 

YOUB  VERACIOTTS  I 

(In  India). 


RKCOMMEXDED  FOR  IMITATION.— Great  guns  are  advertised  on 
"the  choke-bore  system."  If  the  great  guns  of  debate  were  on 
this  system,  how  the  Session  would  be  shortened ! 


internal  evidence  of  truth,  was  delayed  in  transmission,  as  our  readers  must 
have  already  seen  in  most  of  the  daily  papers  full  and  detailed  accounts  of 
this  striking  eerenimiial,  which,  to  a  certain  extent,  differs  from  that  of  our 
esteemed  Correspondent.  \\  c  have  not  yet  had  time  to  call  and  verify  the 
facts  at  the  Costumier's  in  How  Street,  but  w«  shall,  and  for  the  satisfaction 
of  our  readers  we  will  add  that  if  we  do  not  find  the  above  information  cor- 
roborated, we  shall  pay  another  visit  in  Bow  Street,  and  ask  the  sitting 
Magistrate's  advice.  We  are  not  to  be  trifled  with,  and,  by  the  way,  it  is  now 
<lirt»  weeks  since  we  sent  out  our  boy  with  half-a-sovereign  to  buy  a  new 
Indian  Dictionary.  "We  have  determined  to  be  patient,  and  give  the  boy 
some  law — and  when  we  are  in  Bow  Street  we  will.  N.B. — Boy  at  a  distance 
will  please  accept  this  intimation. — IM>. 

*  We  have  had  recourse  to  our  old  Dictionary.  Somebody's  wrong  some- 
where. We  find  that  Hookam,  which  our  Correspondent  describes  as  "a 
Royal  Tent,"  is  "  an  order  or  command."  JIwol  is  "  an  elephant's  housing," 
and  Jemadar  is  "  a  Sepoy  sergeant."  We  merely  point  out  the  impossibility 
of  slaking  one's  thirst  with  "  iced  elephant's  housings,  and  pounded  Sepoy 


ilrraku;  and  tins  hypothesis  would  suffice  to  explain  "a  small  slice  of  Goru," 
(lorti  being,  in  oitr  Dictionary,"  a  teacher  cr  priest,"  One  thing  we  do  not 
understand,  and  that  is  Our  Correspondent's  description  of  Goru  as  "Jungle 
Salmon."  Surely,  surely,  there  arc  no  salmon  in  a  Jungle  !  We  speak  under 
correction,  never  having  been  ourselves  in  India,  yet  we  must  confess  we 
are  as  astonished  to  hear  of  a  Jungle  Salmon,  as  we  should  be  were  a 
friend  to  send  us  a  Tweed  Fox,  or  a  Moorland  Herring.  Still  he  may  be 
right. — Er>. 

t  We  begin  to  believe  him.  LORD  NORTHBHOOK  ha*  retired,  Lour. 
LYTTOK  has  been  appointed.  Had  our  Correspondent's  letter  not  been 
delayed  in  transmission,  we  should  have  received  this  intelligence  before, 
instead  of  after,  the  event. — ED. 


treatise  on  Folk- 
Lore  informs  us,  in- 
te*  alia,  that  at  this 
season,  if  tw«lv»- 


persons  are 
bled  together  in  a 
room  with  a  south- 
east aspect ,  at  twelve 
o'clock,  on  Twelfth 
Night,  the  tw*fcftk 
person  should  be 

studiously  careful  not  to  put  any  question  (except  in  a  whiter), 
involving  an  answer  from  that  person  in  the  company  who  Xas 
twelve  letters  in  hrs  same — if  he  wishes  to  preserve  his  self-respeet, 
and  to  be  safe  from  the  fire-engines,  during  the  next  twelve  months. 
If  Twelfth  Day  happens  to  fall  on  a  Thursday,  the  last  comer  of 
the  party  must  not  fail  to  look  earnestly  towards  the  door  «f  the 
room  while  the  clock  is  striking  twelve, 

In  ordering  a  Twelfth  Cake,  take  the  confectioner  aside,  and  ask 
him  (in  confidence),  whether; he  has  a  young  man  OB  his  staff  with 
an  artificial  limb.  If  he  replies  in  the  affirmative,  you  must 
countermand  your  order  with  a  significant  smile,  and  purchase  th« 
cake  at  some  other  establishment,  where  you  are  satisfied  thaw-  w 
no  defect  in  the  physical  construction  of  the  employ  ft. 

To  spill  the  salt  is  at  all  times  an  occurrence  of  ill  omen  ;  but  to 
spill  it  on  Twelfth  Night  betokens  the  gravest  consequent*!, 
particularly  if  the  ash  that  year  was  in  leaf  before  the  elm.  There 
are  well-authenticated  instances  of  such  a  saline  disaster  bewg 
followed  by  a  landslip  is  an  adjoining  parish,  and  a  great  fall  »f 
snow :  and  a  Correspondent,  whose  address  we  are  unabl*  to 
decipher,  assures  us  that  he  knows  of  one  case  in  his  own  tamiry , 
where  the  table-cloth,  the  scene  of  the  lamentable  occurrence,  w«*t, 
at  nmal ,  to  the  laundress,  but  never  came  back  again. 


ACADEMY  REFORMS. 
(As  proposed  by  the  li.A.'s.) 

THAT  the  number  of  R.A.'s  shall  not  be  increased. 

That  the  Associates  shall  be  kept  in  their  proper  place's. 

That  every  R.A.  shall  be  ex  officio  a  Privy  Councillor. 

That  the  number  of  Pictures  exhibited  by  an  R.A.  shall  fe«  in- 
creased from  eight  to  sixteen. 

That.  1'ietures  by  outsiders  calculated  to  create  anything  sd  Vulgfcr 
:ts  :i  "  sensation,"  shall  be  at  once  rejected. 

(As  proposed  by  th«  A.Jt.A.'i.) 

That  an  Associate  shall  take  equal  rank  with  an  Academician. 
That  the  number  of  Associates  shall  not  be  increased. 
That  Outsiders'  Pictures  shall  not  be  admitted,  unless  very  bad. 

(As  proposed  by  Outsiders.) 

That  the  line  shall  be  divided  in  thirds  among  Academicians, 
Associates,  and  Outsiders, 

That  a  jury,  nt  'one-halt'  li.A.'s  and  A.R.A.'s  and  o»e-half  Out- 
sider*, shall  sit  a-s  a  Committee  of  Solee.tion  on  all  pictures  whatsoever. 

That  no  R.A.  or  A.K.A.  exhibit  more  than  two  pictures. 
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A  CATECHISER  CATECHISED. 

MR.  PUNCH  has  had  the  pain  of  perusing  certain  extracts,  in  the 
form  of  question  and  answer,  declared  to  be  taken  from  a  little 
book,  entitled,  Some  Questions  of  the  Church  Catechism  and  the 
Doctrines  Inrnlred  briefly  Explained,  for  the  Use  of  Families  and 
Parochial  Schools.  Mr.  Punch  would  fain  believe  this  agreeable 
compilation  to  be 
apocryphal,  and 


1 


hopes  to  find  its 
principles  generally 
repudiated.  The 
spirit  which  it  mani- 
fests, however,  is 
only  too  palpable  a 
sign  of  the  times. 
The  extracts  made 
public  have  special 
reference  to  those 
sinful  and  idolatrous 
heretics,  "who  go  by 
the  general  name  of 
Dissenters."  In  the 
view  of  the  author  of 
this  work,  that  gene- 
ral name  would  ap- 
pear to  be  a  mere 
alias  of  Antichrist. 
The  bearers  of  it  are 
explicitly  said  to 
"  Worship  God  ac- 
cording to  their  own 
evil  and  corrupt  ima- 
ginations, and  not 
accordingto  His  re- 
vealed Will,  and, 
therefore,  their  wor- 
ship is  idolatrous." 
Dissent  is  declared 
to  be  "  a  great  sin," 
the  sharers  in  which 
are  only  saved  from 
excommunication  by 
the  culpable  laxity 
of  the  law  of  the  land 
as  opposed  to  that  of 
the  Church.  To  enter 
' '  a  Meeting  House  " 
at  all  is  affirmed  to 
be  "  wicked,"  and 
the  quotation  of 
Church  prayers  by 
Dissenting  teachers 
is  denounced  sinful 
and  presumptuous. 

Mr.  Punch  is  lost 
in  admiration  at  this 
outburst  of  clerical 
Common  Sense,  and 
Charity.  Admira- 
tion naturally  moves 
to  emulation,  and  he 
is  impelled  to  try  his 
hand  at  catechetical 
composition.  He 
dares  hardly  hope 
that,  with  his  lay- 
man s  pen,  he  may 
compete  in  charity 
of  spirit  or  in  co- 
gency of  argument 
with  his  clerical  ex- 
emplars ;  but  mind- 
ful of  the  maxim, 
that  imitation  is  the 
sincerest  form  of 
flattery,  he  hopes,  by 

framing  his  on  their     

own  lines,  to  conciliate  the  compilers  of  this  catechetical 
Way  with  Dissenters." 


'Short 


Q.  We  have  amongst  us  certain  Dissenters  from  the  accepted  and 
Established  Church  Customs  of  the  Country,  who  go  bv  the  general 
name  of  Ritualists.  In  what  light  are  we  to  consider  them  ? 

"  A.  People  of  sense  prefer  to  consider  them  as  little  as  possible. 
Too  many  of  them  arc  vindictive,  vainglorious,  vituperative,  and  in 
our  Litany  we  expressly  pray,  as  strangely  enough  do  they  in  theirs, 


to  be  delivered  from  the  sins  of  '  envy,  hatred,  and  all  uncharitable- 
ness.' 

"  Q.  Is,  then,  their  form  of  worship  a  reasonable  Service  ? 

"  A.  No,  because  they  worship  according  to  their  own  fantastic 

imaginations,  strenuously  denying  to  others  the  right  to  adopt  a 

simpler  and  more  serious  ceremonial;  and,  therefore,  neither  the 

form  nor  the  spirit  of  their  worship  can  be  said  to  be  in  accord  with 

sober  sense  or  good 
feeling. 

"  Q.  Is  Ritualism 
great  folly  ? 

"A.  Yes;  it  is  in 
direct  opposition  to 
our  duty  towards 
our  neighbour. 

"  Q.. How  comes  it 
then,  in  the  present 
day,  that,  in  some 
quar  ter  s,  it  is 
thought  so  highly  of  ? 
"  A.  Partly  from 
ignorance  of  its  great 
absurdity,  partly 
from  men  and 
women  being  more 
zealous  for  forms, 
fashions,  finery,  and 
the  indulgence  of 
their  own  fancies, 
than  for  serious,  and 
sometimes,  arduous, 
spiritual  realities. 

"  Q.  But  why  have 
Ritualists  not  been 
excommunicated  ? 

"  A.  Because  the 
wholesome  law  of 
the  land  does  not 
allow  the  will  of 
ecclesiastical  zealots 
to  be  acted  upon ; 
but  many  Ritualists 
have  virtually  ex- 
communicatedthein- 
selves  (or,  in  other 
words,  sent  them- 
selves to  a  sort  of 
clerical  Coventry), 
by  setting  up  a 
standard  ot  act  and 
speech  which  is 
abhorrent  to  all  per- 
sons possessed  of 
courtesv,  candour, 
and  Christian 
charity." 

Mr.  Punch  does 
not  venture  to  follow 
his  priestly  pioneers 
further,  having  a 
dread  of  presumptu- 
ous profanity,  which 
they  do  not  appear 
to  share.  For  ex- 
ample, he  hesitates 
to  declare,  ex  cathe- 
drdj  that  the  most 
rabid  Ritualist  is 
"not  in  a  state  of 
salvation,"  to  rigor- 
ously limit  the  use 
of  any  prayer  to 
priestly  lips,  or  to 
pronounce  it  wick- 
ed;  though  he  may 
think  it  unprofit- 
able, to  enter  at  all 
one  of  those  places 
where  "Mass  in  masquerade"  is  most  elaborately  "performed.  But 
he  would  call  the  attention  of  the  compilers  of  the  Brief  Explanation, 
to  the  fatal  facility  with  which  the  catechetical  form  of  dogmatism, 
may  be  turned  to  what  they  would  doubtless  consider  base  uses  ;  and 
would  invite  a  reconsideration  on  the  part  of  all  reasonable  Ritualists, 
of  the  policy  which  finds  issue  in  such  impotent  outbursts  of  malig- 
nant bigotry  as  this  Anti-Christian  Catechism  "for  the  use  of 
Parishes  and  Parochial  Schools  !  ' 


TWELFTH-NIGHT    ON    THE    BRAIN. 

Eva-ngdine  (as  Ote  Offertory  bag  is  coming  round).    "  0,  AUNTY  !    1  z>o  HOPE  I  SHALL  GET 

THE  QUEEN !" 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.—  JANUARY  15,  1876. 


TINKERING ! 


FIBST  TINKEB.  "  IT  'LL  HOLD  WATER  NOW,  I  THINK  !  " 

MB.  PUXCH  (aside).  "  NOT  IT  !     ALL  THE  TINKERING  IN  THE  WORLD  WON'T  MAKE  A  JOB  OF  IT  !  !  " 


JANUARY  15,  1876.] 
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ON  THE  OLD  WAYS. 

(By  an  Ancient  and  Quiet  Churchman.) 

"  There  is  a  remarkable  instance  of  longevity 
at  present  among  the  officials  at  the  parish  church 
of  Kirkburton,  Yorkshire.  The  vicar,  the  RET. 
K.  COLLINS,  M.A.,  is  in  his  eighty -second  year, 
and  lias  been  officiating  there  for  a  period  of 
thirty-eight  yean ;  the  parish  clerk,  MR.  I.  FIT- 
TON,  is  in  his  seventy-fifth  year, and  has  occupied 
his  position  also  for  thirty -eight  years ;  the  sexton, 
JOHN  ARMITAOE,  is  eighty-four  years  of  age;  and 
the  verger,  JAMBS  HOYLB,  ia  in  his  seventy-sixth 
year.  Their  united  ages  are  316  years,  giving  au 
average  of  seventy-nine  years.  They  are  all  in 
good  health  except  the  sexton,  whose  duties  are 
performed  by  his  son.  The  schoolmaster,  MK.  A. 
HARORBAVEB,  who  was  teacher  at  the  Church 
Schools,  died  u  few  weeks  ago,  aged  seventy-eight 
years." 

WHAT  a  lone-lived  parish 

Must  Kirkburton  be ! 
Instances  ore  rarish 

Of  such  longevity. 


In  rhyme  'tis  hard  to  state  years ; 

But  there 's  the  Vicar,  who, 
Serving  thirty-eight  yours, 

1 1  ,i-,  reached  Eighty-Two ! 

Parish  Clerk  is  younger ; 

Still  he  is  alive, 
Witt  a  healthy  hunger 

For  fees  at  beventy-Five. 
Sexton  chants  a  merry  hymn, 

Though  it  be  a  bore. 
Some  boy  must  some  day  bury  him- 

He  's  only  Eighty-Four ! 

Verger  keeps  in  order 

Schoolboys  at  their  tricks, 
Close  on  Fourscore's  border — 

Being  Seventy-Six. 
Schoolmaster  has  yielded 

His  ferule  up  to  Fate, 
Sceptre  having  wielded 

Up  to  Seventy-Eight. 

Verger  who  has  listened 
Threescore  years  and  ten 


To  Vicar  while  he  christened 
Babies,  now  old  men ! 

Parish  quite  ideal 
Baled  by  elders  sage ! 

Can  the  tale  be  real 
In  this  headlong  age  ? 

When  these  ancients  travel 

To  another  sphere. 
Mysteries  to  unravel 

Which  perplex  us  here, 
Should  the  ruling  prelate 

Let  Kirkburton  go 
To  a  heady  zealot, 

High  of  Church,  or  Low ! 

Full  of  bile  and  bitter  hate, 

Breathing  brawl  and  breeze, 
Some  raw  semi-literate 

Buzzer  of  St.  Bees 
Pace  grows  quick  and  quicker, 

Old  ways  youth  eschew, 
But  give  me  the  old  Vicar, 

Hale  at  Eighty-Two! 


SPECIMEN  PAGE  OP  PUNCH'S  GEOGRAPHY  FOE 
CHILDREN. 

(Dedicated,  without  parmusion,  to  the  School-Board.) 

Q.  What  is  Geography, 
my  dear  ? 

A..  Geography  'is  that 
science  which  teaches  us 
the  correct  use  of  The 
Globe,  and  the  Atlas  omni- 
buses. 

Q.  What  is  the  Ruler  of 
Turkey  called  ? 

A.  The  SULTAN. 

<2.  Has  he  any  other 
title? 

A.  Yes ;  in  the  City  he 
is  often  called  thief. 

Q.  Where  is  Peru  ? 

A.  In  South  America. 

Q.  What  is  the  nature  of 
its  government  ? 

A.  Very  bad. 

Q.  Do  we  not  find  guano 
in  Peru? 

A.  No  ;  that  is  just  what 
we  don't  find. 

Q.  Tell    me   what    you 
know  about  Honduras. 
.4. 'Nothing.    But,  if  you  wish  for  information  on  the  subject, 
enclose  a  stamped  envelope  to  CAPTAIN  BEDFOKD  Put. 
Q.^What  are  the  chief  products  of  Egypt? 
A. .  Khedives,  Donkeys,  and  Bad  Debts. 
Q.'What  do  you  know  about  Paraguay  ? 
A.  Jits  Representative  was  not  asked  to  the  LORD  MAYOR'S  dinner. 


SHORT   COMMONS   FOR   SOLDIERS. 

PEUDENT  MR.  PtrNcn, 

WE  must  not  be  too  lavish.  Sir — "  Equi  et  poeta  alendi,  non 
snginandi  sunt."  The  rule  prescribed  by  CHARLEMAGNE  for  horses 
and  poets  has  been  in  part  at  least  persistently  applied  to  the 
British  Army  with  the  best  results.  Our  private  Soldiers,  happily 
for  ourselves, 'are  not  fattened.  Certain  grumblers  say  they  are 
only  half-fed.  Because  Civilians  about  Christmas  are  accustomed 
to  eat  ajittle  more  meat  than  is  good  for  them,  this  is  the  time  that 
has  been 'chosen  by  Gentlemen  discontented  with  the  diet  of  others 
to  complain  that  Soldiers  do  not  get  food  enough.  They  come  out 
with  Christmas  Appeals  on  behalf  of  the  Army. 

The  REV.  'H.  P.  WRIGHT,  Chaplain  to  the  Forces,  states  in  the 
Times  one  of  the  Soldier's  many  grievances,  which  in  the  aggregate 
account"  for  continual  desertion,  to  be  insufficiency  of  food — his 
daily  ration  of  meat  in  particular  falling  short  of  a  pound. 

DR.  FARQUHARSON,  late  Assistant  Surgeon,  Coldstream  Guards, 
does  not  scruple  to  endorse  this  statement,  not  only  urging  that  the 
men  ought  to  be  allowed  more,  but  also  declaring  that  the  Army 
Medical  Department  "  have  for  many  years  pressed  on  the  Govern- 


ment the  necessity  of  making  some  increase  in  the  Soldier's  ration." 
He  even  adds : — 

"  In  the  regiment  to  which  I  had  formerly  the  honour  to  belong  this  point 
was  always  insisted  upon  in  our  Annual  Report ;  and  SIR  GALBRAITH  LOOAN 
endeavoured  vainly  to  induce  the  Authorities  to  consent  to  add  another 
quarter  of  a  pound  of  meat  to  the  daily  allowance." 

DK.  FARQUHABSON  pays  a  compliment  as  merited  as  undesigned  to 
the  civil  Authorities  who  so  long  and  steadily  resisted  even  pro- 
fessional solicitations  to  relax  their  system  of  military  economy. 
Perhaps  he  expects  to  seduce  a  Conservative  Government  from  the 
path  of  parsimony  pursued  by  their  Liberal  predecessors.  He 
appeals  to  their  softer  feelings  in  the  name  of  Temperance  with  the 
following  rhetoric : — 

"  Wlen  we  remember  that  our  troops  have  nothing  to  eat  between  their 
12-30  dinner  and  next  day's  breakfast,  except  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  bit  of  dry 
bread,  we  can  understand  the  craving  for  stimulants  and  tobacco  which 
usually  exists,  and  the  eril  effects  produced  by  adulterated  public-house 
liquor  taken  on  what  is  popularly  called  an  empty  stomach." 

If  the  craving  for  stimulants  and  tobacco  could  be  repressed  by 
recurrence  to  flogging  in  the  Army  for  drunkenness,  the  evil  effects 
produced  by  adulterated  public-house  liquor  taken  on  what  is  popu- 
larly called  an  empty  stomach  would  be  very  much  minimised,  and 
a  hundred  lashes,  or  so,  would  be  vastly  cheaper  than  the  allowance 
of  an  additional  quarter  of  a  pound  of  meat  per  man  per  day,  or 
even  of  an  "  evening  meal  which  might  be  supplemented  in  various 
wajs  np  to  the  nutritive  value  of  another  quarter  of  a  pound  of 
animal  food,  "  as  DK.  FARftUHABSON  insidiously  suggests  with  a 
feigned  deference  to  official  frugality.  DK.  FABWHABSON  is  pre- 
sumably a  Scotchman,  and  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself. 

That  the'British  Soldier's  courage  requires  to  be  maintained  with 
animal  food  is  an  antiquated  idea.  The  Constable  of  fiance  in 
Henry  V.,  says  of  the  English — "  And  then  give  them  great  meals 
of  beef,  and  iron,  and  steel,  and  they  will  eat  Kke  wolves,  and  fight 
like  devils."  To  which  Orleans  replies — "Ay,  but  these  English 
are  shrewdly  out'of  beef."  So  they  were.  Nevertheless  they  fought 
and  conquered  at  Agincourt. 

Everybody  knows  that  foxhounds  have  to  be  dieted  considerably 
below  tne  degree  which  would  appease  their  hunger.  It  is  neces- 
sary to  keep  them  reasonably  lean.  That  is  also  precisely  the 
rationale  of  the  Soldier's  rations.  When  the  kennel  or  the  barrack 
is  mutinous — apply  the  lash. 

It  may  be  objected  that  perseverance,  with  a  view  to  keep  down 
the  Estimates,  in  keeping  the  Soldier  on  short  commons,  diminishes 
enlistment  at  a  rate  which  threatens  soon  to  leave  us  with  an  in- 
adequate Army.  Well,  then  we  can  acquiesce  in  the  Admiralty 
Circular,  and  make  such  other  concessions  regarding  the  "  Comity 
of  Nations,"  that  we  shall  never  find  ourselves  in  want  of  any  con- 
siderable Army,  if  of  any  Army  at  all.  Or  we  can  ultimately  have 
recourse  to  Conscription,  when  we  needs  must.  In  the  meanwhile 
we  can  wait  till  then,  and  save  our  pockets,  and  not  suffer  our 
enjoyment  of  four  meals  a  day,  including  five  o'clock  tea,  to  be  dis- 
turbed by  Christmas  Appeals,  demanding  for  the  men  who  fight 
our  battles  a  whole  quarter  of  a  pound  of  meat  more  per  diem  from 
the  country,  and  the 

COMMISSARIAT. 


WHAT  HEBZEGOvmiANS  Fnro,  BUT  LONTXJX  STOCTBBOKEBS  DON'T. 
— Turkish  Bonds  hard  to  Bear. 
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RELIEF    AND    REACTION. 

Aif  EGYPTIAN  TRAGEDY  IN  Two  ACTS. PAST  L— RKI.IKF. 

SCENE.— A  Saloon  in  the  Palace  of  the  KHKDIVE,  handsomely  furnished.     The  KUKDIVK  and  his  First  Minister  discovered. 

HSDIVK  (gloomily).  Tell  me,  thou  pale-faced 
slave,  have  the  French  Dogs  any  more  cash  to 
lend  me  ? 

First  Minister.  Light  of  Lights  of  Splendour, 
they  keep  their. money-bags  tight-fastened. 

Khedive  (more  gloomily).  And  the  German 
Pigs? 

First  Minister.  They,  too,  Sweetness  of 
Sweet  Waters,  refuse  to  negotiate  our  bills. 
Mar  their  beards  grizzle  in  Gehcnnum ! 

Khedtte  (moat  gloomily).  And  the  Russian 
Unbelievers '? 

firtt  Minister.  Oh,  thou  Elect  of  the  Pro- 
phet, they,  too,  higgle  and  liagglc,  and  (rive 
us  nothing.  May  their  shadows  be  less  than 
nothing ! 

Khedive  (after  a  pause,  despondently).  And 
the  Austrian  Giaours  ? 

First. Minister.  The  same  story. 

Khedive  (interrupting  savagely).  Bungling 
dog,  hast  thou  offered  them  eighty-fire  per 
cent,  t 

First  Minister.  Bulbul  of  the  Garden  of 
Delights,  I  have  offered  them  anything  and 
everything. 

fhedive.  And  titan  Last  failed!  Now,  by 
the  father  of  Bowstrings,  on  my  eyes  be  it  if 
I  be  not  the  death  of  the?  ! 

[About  to  lenience  the  Prime  Minister  to 
instant  ezeeutiim,  when  enter  Second 
Minister  (of  the  Menus  Plaisirs.) 

Second  Minister  Oh,  Pride  of  the  Just,  I 
bring  thee  good  tidings. 

Khedive.  Ha!  (holding  out  his  hand.)  Give 
uic  the  money-^quick  ! 

Second  Minister.  0  Blossom  of  the  Fruit- 
trees  of  Pleasure,  as  yet  it  is  but  promised! 
The  English 

Khedive  (pondering).  The  dogs  are  wealthy ; 
and  yet — thrice  accursed  be  their  ancestors 
and  descendants! — they  dearly  love  money's 
worth  for  their  money.  What  do  they  want  ? 

Second  Minister.  They  offer  £4,000,000,  on 
condition  that 

Khedive  (promptly).  May  Conditions  eat  dirt ! 
Not  another  wordl  Get  the  money.  When 
that  i»  safe,  we  can  speak  of  the  conditions. 
Nut  another  word,  1  say !  The  money— get  the 
money  1 

[Scene  close*  in,  amid  great  rejoicings. 

{Three  m/mths  are  suppased  to  elapse.) 

PART  II.— REACTION. 

BCKKE. — A  Saloon  in  the  Palace  of  the  Khedive, 
still  mare  handsomely  furnished  than 
before .  The  KUEDITE  and  the  First  Minister 
discovered. 

Khedive  (referring  to  a  long  list  which  he  holds 
in  kis  hand).  Most  despicable  of  dogs,  thou 
hast  arranged  about  the  Opera  Season  f 

First  Minister.  O  Pomegranate  of  Sweetness, 
I  have. 
Khedive.  Thou  hast  ordered  the  new  Palace 


and  the  diamond  necklace  for  the— (enter  hurriedly,  Second 
M  mister)— Well,  dog,  thy  news  ? 

Si-rnnil  Minister  (trembling).  Lord  of  Lords,  I  dare  not  tell  thee. 

K/iedire  (iini/rili/).  By  the  Beard  of  the  Prophet,  has  our 
Prima  Donna  thrown  up  her  engagement  r1 

Second  Minuter.  Worse  than  that,  0  Lump  of  Delight !  I  crave 
thy  pardon  on  my  bended  knees  ! 

Khedive  (sacagely).  I  have.it !  The. Viennese  Ballet  Dancers  have 
nut  arrived ! 

Necond  Minister  (frying  piteous!:/) .  Worse  than  that,  O  Lord  of 
the  Faithful !  Worse  even  than  that ! 

First  Minister  (ina/ii-wits/if).  Ha!  I  know  the  cause  of  his  fours. 
The  English  Dog,  called  CAVE,  has  arrived.  The  audacious  infidel 
that  he  (pointing  t«  Second  Minister)  invited  to  our  shores. 

Khi'Jire  (with  terrible  euhnni-sn).  Well,  and  what  is  he  doing  ? 

Xi'coml  Mi/tis/fr  (trembling  with  abject  fear).    He  is  asking  — 


Khedive    (still    terribly  calm).     Proceed!     The  English  Dog  is 

asking P 

Second  Minister  (in  despair).  How  we  have  spent  our  money  ! 
Khedive  (astounded).  What !   Surely  ray  ears  deceive  me!     Say 
it  again,  thou  most  abject  of  beaten  pigs ! — -say  it  again ! 

First  Minister  (maliciously).  He  says — 0  Perfection  of  Wisdom  ! 
— that  the  English  Dog  is  asking  how  we  spend  our  money ! 

Khedive.  Rahut   Inhnim  .'     (iiirra-gnrra  .'    Be  cheshm  !  Salaam 
Aleikoom!   Wallah  BUM,  VitaMoi!* 

[Fearful  explosion,  fiirnrdx,  pixfn/s,  resignation*,  and  awful 
Transformation  Srrne,  inrliuling  all  the  Ministers  of  the 
Khedive.  Ctme  out  <in<l  Care  in.  9toth~JExchang»  Spill 
and  Pelt  on  all  tlic  Hum-sen  of  Europe  (no  rally).  Stam- 
pede of  Hulls  pursued  by  Bears.  Scene  closes. 

*  Egyptian  expressions  too  awful  for  translation. —  ED. 
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A    LIKELY    IDEA. 

'Arry  (not  slicing  the  Captain  in  Mufti  vntheoOicr  side).  "  'SEE  THAT  SOLDIER,  BILL  ? 


'SALOOTED  us!    'TAKES  us  FOR  HORFICERS  ! ! " 
[Rises  in  his  Stirrups. 


JACK  TO  JOHN. 

TEE  Honour !  It  isn't  a  sailor's  way 

To  run  'off  much  jaw  for  croaking  ; 
But  now  I  'm  a-going  to  say  my  say, 

And  it  ain't  exactly  joking. 
Wind,  Wave,  and  War  a  true  Jack  Tar 

Should  take  his  chance  with  gaily, 
But  things  seem  going  a  shade  too  far, 

And  the  look-out  darkens  daily. 

The  dangers  of  the  Sea,  in  course, 

Is  things  within  our  reckoning  ; 
Duty 's  the  word,  though  the  storm  blow  hoarse, 

And  though  Death  may  seem  a-beckoning. 
But  treacherous  Death  in  our  very  hold 

In  the  pay  of  land-sharks  lurking, 
Is  a  sort  of  a  thing  as  the  Jack  most  bold 

May  be  well  excused  for  shirking. 

Which  Wessels  seem  a-becoming  fast 

Mere  Murder-traps  for  Seamen— 
Death-dens,  where  the  Devil's  dice  are  cast, 

The  Winner  some  long-shore  demon. 
What  sailors,  soon,  save  poor  swabs  and  flats, 

Will  man  your  hulks,  well  knowing 
They  are  like  to  be  swarming  with  "  water-rats, 

Or  primed  for  unseen  upblowing  ? 

Them  Coffin-ships,  they  was  bad  enough, 

But  this  Death  by  Clockwork 's  awful, 
And  careless  stowing  of  'splosive  stuff 

Did  ought  to  be  made  unlawful. 
A  cruise  can't  be  just  a  long  carouse  ; 

But  a  ship,  though  dangers  shock  her, 
Need  not  be  a  certain  half-way  house 

To  old  DAVY  JONES'S  Locker ! 


There  seems  a  sort  of  a  long-shore  _league 

'Gainst  Sailors'  lives,  whose  profit, 
Gained  by  such  devilish,  dark  intrigue, 

Might  sink  a  soul  to  Tophet ! 
If  on  each  poor  Jack  he  still  keeps  an  eye, 

In  these  days  of  black  sea-crime,  Sir, 
That  sweet  little  Cherub  as  sits  on  high 

Must  be  having  a  busyish  time,  Sir. 

Yer  Honour  allays  did  love  a  tar — 

Which  likewise  the  same  to  you,  Sir!- 
And  whatever  we  've  wentured  in  trade  or  war, 

We  are  game  again  to  do,  Sir. 
But  we  think  it 's  time  as  you  took  a  turn 

With  the  skunks,  whose  death-plots  thicken, 
Till  it  makes  us  sailors  with  shame  to  burn, 

And  our  wives  with  night-fears  sicken. 


THE  PRINCE   AT  CEYLON. 

MR.  PUNCH  is  authorised  to  state  that,  in  commemoration  of  the 
visit  of  H.R.H.  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES  to  Ceylon,  Point  de  Galle  is, 
in  futur"  to  be  known  by  the  name  of  Point  de  Prince  de  Galles. 


VERY  SORRY  FOR  IT. 

I/)Ri)  NORTHBROOK  is  about  to  return  home  from  India,  brought, 
it  is  said,  by  telegraph  wire.    Or  was  the  wear  and  tear  of  ofh 
beyond  Bearing  ? • 

MOTTO   FOR  THE  DRUHY  LANE  PANTOMIME.-  Voket  rf  prirtrrca 
nihil—  VOKESES,  and  nothing  can  go  beyond  em ! 


ADVICE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR.-Think  before  you  Tank. 


JANTARY  22,  1870.] 
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DISINTERESTED    DRAMATISTS. 


MONG  the  letters  from  distin- 
guished living  dramatists  (in- 
cluding one  in  which  the  author 
modestly  veils  himself  under 
the  name  of  his  creation)  re- 
ceived by  MR.  DISRAELI  since 
the  publication  of  that  written 
by  the  accomplished  Author  of 
The  Shaughraiiii,  we  select  the 
following : — 

The  Duke's  Theatre,  Hottwrn. 
SIB, 

DUBDTO  the  last  nine 
years,  on  and  off  (I  have,  per- 
haps, been  rather  more      on  " 
than  off),  we  have  been  repre- 
senting   before     the     English 
people  in  London  and  the  pro- 
vinces a  most  pathetic  play,  entitled  JB lack  Eyed  Susan,  to  which  is 
appended  a  secondary  title,    The  Little  Bill  that  was  Taken   Up. 
To   commence,  let  me  disclaim  for  the  author  all  idea  that  "  The 
Little  Bill "  bears  any  resemblance  to  the  great  Liberal  ex-Leader, 
"  The    People's  WILLIAM."    No,  Sir.  our  William  is  indeed  the  most 
popular  Bill  that  has  ever  been  introduced  into  the  House  under  any 
Ministry. 

As  a  literary  effort,  the  work  has  a  merit  peculiarly  its  own.  As 
for  its  poetic  clothing,  I  can  only  refer  you  to  the  songs  of  "  Pretty 
See-usan,  don't  say  no,"  "  Susan  make  .Room  for  your  Uncle,"  and 
"  Captain  Crosstree  is  my  name."  The  encores  that  have  invariably 
followed  these  morceaux  must  not  be  taken  as  evidences  of  any 
violent  political  excitement.  It  is  the  simple  story  of  a  young 
English  Sailor  assaulting  an  inebriated  Naval  Officer,  being  tried, 
convicted,  and  eventually  restored  to  freedom  by  a  pardon  granted, 
at  my  intercession,  under  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN'S  Licence,  during 
your  tenure  of  office  as  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury. 

I  call  to  witness  twelve  million  of  the  English  people  who  have 
paid  their  money  to  witness  this  representation  (and  I  shall  be  happy 
to  call  as  many  more  on  the  same  terms),— and  I  call  to  witness  the 
enormous  Free  List  entirely  suspended — I  call  to  witness  the  Public 
Press,  most  justly  excepted,— ^.nd  I  call  the  whole  World  to  witness 
this  spectacle  (it  would  tie  a  big  House  if  they  all  came  on  one  night, 
— and  I  may  add  that  this  "  Spectacle,"  which  I  call  upon  the  whole 
World  to  witness,   does  not  depend  solely  and  only  on  spectacular 
effects,  though  we  do  fire  a  gun  from  a  man-of-war,  and  there  are 
two  "  working  figures  "  in  a  rowing-boat — a  most  movine  sight), — I 
say  I  call  on  The  Whole  World,  ay,  and  his  wife  (children  under 
twelve  half  price  to  all  parts  except  the  gallery),  to  witness  this 
spectacle — the    Government   of    England,    with    a   full    and   noble 
reliance  on  the    loyalty  of  the    English   people,  authorising,   and 
approving:,  through  its  officer  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN,  the  perform- 
ance of  this  play,  in  which  a  gallant  Naval  Officer  (myself)  is  repre- 
sented as  getting  most  unwarrantably  intoxicated,  and,  while  in  that  state,  acting  in  a  manner  unworthy  of  a  British  Tar,  by  laying 
hands  on  a  female  in  distress,  and  being,  thereupon,  cut  down  by  an  A.B.  Sailor,  who  is  forthwith  tried  by  an  incompetent  and  muddle- 
headed  Court  Martial,  thus  inviting,  nightly,  a  Jury  of  the  Entire  Population  of  London  to  come,  if  they  can,  and  pronounce  their 
feelings  not  only  on  a  great  social,  but  also  on  a  great  political,  and  vitally  national  question. 

In  all  countries,  from  the  time  of  Noah's  Ark  to  the  present  day,  the  Theatre  has  oeen  acknowledged  a  sensitive  test  of  public  opinion 
on  Naval  affairs.    It  was,  surely,  not  the  cunning  of  the  dramatist  (it  might  have  been  his  craft,  as  some  of  the  action  is  on  board  ship), 
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nor  the  groat  merit  of  the  actors  (of  one  in  particular,  whose  name 
in v  native  modesty  will  not  allow  to  pass  these  lips),  that  lifted  the 
roof  oil'  several  theatres  where  this  play  has  been  performed,  that 
caused  the  audience  to  shout  with  frantic  delight,  wave  their  hand- 
kerchiefs and  hats,  throw  bouquets  to  me,  Sir,  and  compel  the  actors 
to  repeat  one  song  and  dance  six  times,  and  another  twice,  nightly, 
and  that  cheer  after  cheer  rang  through  the  house  when,  freely  in- 
viting contradiction,  I  asserted  that  Captain  Crosstree  was  my  name  f 
Surely  there  is  no  attempt  throughout  the  play  to  palliate  the 
offence  of  a  Naval  Officer  allowing  himself  to  he  disguised  m  liquor  i 
Why  do  the  spectators  watch  with  interest  my  progress  across  the 
stage,  my  necktie  disarranged,  my  hair  unkempt,  as  1  endeavour  to 
place  a  bottle  carefully  on  the  table  ?  Are  they  actuated  by  their 
love  for  the  bottle,  or  their  regard  for  me  ?  And,  when  an  announce- 
ment is  made  by  Captain  Crosstree  (myself),  at  the  end  of  the  piece, 
to  the  effect,  that  having  taken  the  pledge,  I  am  wearing  a  medal 
given  me  by  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON,  why  are  these  words  greeted 
with  hearty  applause  ?  May  we  answer :  it  is  because  the  great 
English  people  have  begun  to  forgive  the  offence  which  they  have  no 
desire  to  forget  ?  The  question  has  been  asked,  nearly  seven 
hundred  times  in  London  alone,  of  millions  of  people  of  all  classes, 
a«d  has  been  answered  from  the  PRINCE  and  PRINCESS  of  WALES, 
the  QUEEN  of  DENMARK,  the  PRINCESS  THTRA  (in  a  private  box),  and 
their  respective  suites  (in  the  stalls),  down  to,  or,  rather,  up  to,  the 
humblest  mechanic  in  the  sixpenny  gallery,  without  one  dissentient 
roice.  No,  Sir,  out  of  all  this  vast  multitude  not  one  single  soul  has 
risen  in  his  place  to  assert  that  Captain  Crosstree  is  not  my  name.  I 
have  delayed  calling  your  attention  to  this  matter  until  this  moment, 
when  we  are  on  the  eve  of  playing  the  piece  for  the  seven  hundredth 
time,  and  no  charge  for  booking. 

I  am  no  engineer,  Sir,  any  more  than  you  are,  but  if  I  venture 
out  of  my  mental  depth,  it  is  to  ask  you  to  request  Mr.  W.  H.  to  go 
down  in  a  diving-bell  and  raise  the  Vanguard,  then  repair  the 
errors  of  recent  Naval  Court  Martials,  and  the  injuries  of  tie  Iron 
Duke,  and,  finally  recall  the  Second  Slave  Circular. 

Tin 'ii,  Sir,  and  not  till  then,  will  I  cease  to  assert  before  a  loyal 
and  generous  public  that,  with  all  respect  to  you,  Sir,  my  name  is— 

Aboard  II.M.  S.  Polly  Phemus.  CAPIAIN  CROSSTREE,  E.N. 

Bra, 

WE  have  produced  a  Play  of  which  the  universe  has  now 
heard  much.  We  have  called  it  All  for  Her ;  but  believe  us,  Sir, 
when  we  say  that  we  have  had  no  other  wish  in  producing  it  than 
that  of  assisting  the  ill-used  publican.  It  is  All  for  Him  that  we 
haye  now  at  the  present  moment  some  three  thousand  reformed 
drunkards  hammering  at  the  Pit-door.  To  you.  Sir,  the  first  Dra- 
matist in  the  world — for  such  assuredly  you  would  be  if  you  turned 
your  magnificent  talents  to  writing  for  the  Stage — to  you,  Sir,  we 
appeal  on  behalf  of  our  ill-used  countrymen.  Why  should  the 
public-house  be  closed  at  half-past  twelve,  now  there  are  no  more 
inebriates  in  our  noble  city  ? 

Put  on  the  clock,  Sir,  to  two  A.M.,  and  the  millions  of  Londoners 
who  have  flooded  our  boxes  and  stalls  with  their  tears  will  bless 
the  Authors  of  All  for  Her. 

We  have  the  honour  to  remain, 

P.  S.  AND  H.  M. 

SIB, 

To  you,  the  brightest  Star  on  that  Stage  which  is  the  World,  I 
address  myself,  as  I  would  have  you  believe  that  I  love  my  country 
every  bit  as  much  as  MR.  BOUCICAULT. 

I  nave  just  withdrawn  for  ever  my  historical  Play  of  Buckingham. 
Thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  of  Judges  and  Jurymen,  from  the 
LORD  MAYOR  downwards,  declared  nightly  for  the  space — well,  for 
a  considerable  period — their  faith  in  the  dynasty  of  the  STUARTS. 
To  you,  Sir,  the  only  poet  of  our  epoch,  I  proudly  point  as  the  man 
who  has  it  in  his  power  to  remove  the  reigning  House  from  the 
Throne  and  so  do  tardy  justice  to  the  Irish  branch  of  the  STUARTS, 
which  the  voices  of  a  million  admirers  have  elected  to  the  Throne  of 
England.  For  this  I  have  struggled  ;  for  this  I  penned  my  Charles 
the  First ;  for  this  I  ran  down  CHOMWELI,,  and  threw  the  halo  of  a 
chaste  but  ardent  imagination  around  BUCKINGHAM.  That  play  will 
never  appear  again  ;  but  my  convictions  will  remain  the  same  until 
I  lose  my  head  as  the  great  CHARLES  did  before  me. 

I  am  writing  another  piece  in  honour  of  the  STUARTS,  for  which 
all  the  stalls  and  boxes  are  retained  for  one  hundred  nights  in 
advance. 

I  have  the  honour  to  remain 

Your  obedient  Servant, 

W.  G.  W. 


SIR, 


Vaudeville  Theatre. 


For  ovor  three  hundred  nights  the  English  people  have 
witnessed  at  this  theatre  a  play  called  Our  Jliit/x.  In  that  play  two 
young  men  endeavour  to  earn  their  living  by  the  literary  craft, 
wherein  you  are  the  most  distinguished  living  adept.  They 
starve,  Sir — they  are  rescued, — they  are  amply  provided  for,  and 


cheer  after  cheer  shakes  the  walls  of  the  theatre.  Sir,  there  are 
many  young  men  in  London  in  a  similar  predicament.  Kescue 
these  struggling  authors,  provide  them  with  pensions,  and  your 
heart  will  not  feel  the  worse  here  or  hereafter  (although  the  public 
purse  may). 

Your  very  obedient  servant, 

H.  J.  B. 

gjjj  Opera  Comique. 

TRIAL  hi/Jury  is  received  nightly  with  great  applause.  If 
we  were  asked  what  it  is  that  evokes  the  generous  enthusiasm  of 
the  audience.'wc  should  answer  .that  it  is  the  fact  that  the  Judge 
nobly  marries  the  Plaintiff  in  a  Breach  of  Promise  suit.  Make  this 
:i  law,  Sir !  In  future,  compel  all  judges  in  this  class  of  cases  to 
marry  the  Plaintiffs,  and  high  as  is  the  esteem  in  which  you  are  now 
held  by  the  people,  of  Great  Britain,  thirty  million  hearts  in  thirty 
million  bosoms  will  beat  still  more  warmly  towards  you. 
Your  very  obedient  servants, 

W.  S.  G, 
ARTHUR  S. 


COVER    YOUR    HEADS." 

ONSIDEKINf, 

that  Mr.  Jack 
Frost  appears 
to  be  much 
inclined  to 
look  in,  or, 
rather,  to 
look  out  upon 
us  every  now 
and  then,  it 
seems  a  great 
pity  that  the 
young  and 
lovely  of  the 
weaker  sex 
(courtesy 
title)  should 
insist  upon 
wearing  rink 
hats  and  bon- 
nets (cour- 
tesy title 
again)  cocked 
a  -  top  of 
their  pretty 
little  heads. 
The  saving 
"  beauty  un- 
adorned is 
adorned  the 
most"  is  all 
very  well  in 

the  Summer  time,  when  the  sun  is  powerful  and  the  sky  cloudless, 
but  when  Winter  brings  his  snow,  frost,  and  cruel  winds,  to  freeze 
our  fingers  and  to  tint  our  noses,  "defence  and  defiance"  should 
become  our  motto. 

If  a  lover  knows  that  the  unprotected  ear  of  his  mistress  is  the 
victim  of  an  attack  of  neuralgia,  how  can  he  comfortably  whisper 
soft  nothings  into  it  ?  The  Imps  of  Rheumatism  and  influenza 
should  be  seen  only  in  the  openings  of  our  Pantomimes.  They  should 
never  be  allowed  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  our  sisters,  our 
sweethearts,  and  our  wives.  Selfish  man  has  his  Ulster,  with  £ts 
hood;  but  woman — lovely  woman — claims  only  the  protection  .of 
that  falsest  of  friends,  Madam  Fashion.  And  what  has  Madam 
Fashion  done  for  her  votaries  ?  Little  good  and  much  bad.  It  was 
by  the  command  of  this  hardest  of  task-mistresses  that  maidens 
assumed  robes  of  arsenic  green,  and  robbed  the  poor  little  Dicky 
birds  of  their  pretty  plumage.  It  was  by  her  command  that  hoops, 
dyes,  and  false  hair  were  rummaged  out  of  the  lumber-rooms  of 
the  Past  to  figure  once  again  in  the  drawing-rooms  of  the  Present. 

Contempt  follows  close  upon  disgust  when  it  is  found  that  Madam 
Fashion  is  not  only  cruel  but  stupid.  The  poison  of  the  arsenic 
might  have  been  condoned  had  the  colour  of  its  green  been  becom- 
ing. Kink  hats  and  dolls'  bonnets  might  be  tolerated  were  they  only 
pretty.  But  neither  the  dye  nor  the  head-dress  could  show  the 
hall-mark  of  good-taste.  The  mysterious  is  closelv  allied  to  the 
lovely,  and  the  girl  who  displays  her  face  too  fully  forfeits  half 
her  charm.  What  would  a  transformation  scene  be  without  its 
gradual  changes  r*  What  would  the  paintings  at  the  Royal  Academy 
lie  without  their  fitting  frames?  It^may  not  be  very  gallant  to 
liken  the  face  of  a  Lady  to  a  picture,  and  yet  faces,  like  pictures, 
require  their  setting.  A  sensible  bonnet  should  act  as  the  frame  to 
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the  work  of  Nature,  even  as  the  golden  beading  acts  as  a  frame  to 
the  work  of  Art. 

Nothing  is  prettier  than  a  sweet  face  peeping  out  of  a  V 
luMid,  ami  vet  Madam  Fashion  prefers  a  sugar-loaf  hat  or  a  buiieli 
of  artificial  Mowers  tacked  on  to  a  square  inch  of  st raw  or  a  morsel 
of  muslin.  She  gives  up  charming  frames  for  grotesque  and  u-ly 
capitals.  Under  these  Circumstances,  Mr.  1'inirh  advises  his  fair 
friends  to  make  Madam  Fashion  their  slave  in  lien  of  their 

mistress.     During  the  winter,  at  least,  Ladies  should  wear  h U  or 

warm  bonnets  which  maybe  made  eminently  becoming  instead  of 
the  tasteless  and  useless  abominations  which  now  usurp  tin-  11:1111. •. 
They  will  find  the  change,  they  may  take  Mr.  I'mirlCs  word  for  it, 
not  only  better  for  their  health',  Imt  (what  is  far  more  important  in 
their  eyes),  decidedly  conducive  to  their  attractiveness. 


INSTRUCTION    FOR    THE    UNIVERSE. 


OST    1 

Mli.  PfNCH, 

You     had     better 
look  to  your  laurels, 
as  the  reporters  say. 
There  exists  an  Uni- 
versal   Oracle 
where,   Sir,   than  at 
sr,,       Fleet      S- 
Above  another  portal 
than     your      otliee- 
door  it  may  now  be 
written  :— 
"  Hie  stupor  est  mimdi 

qui   scibile    discattt 
omne." 

Moreover  that  other 
Astonishment  of  the 
World  knows  all  he 
talks  about,  as  well 
as  you  do.  Omni- 
science, said  to  have 
been  the  late  Pi:. 
WUKWKI.L'S  foible, 
is  another's  forte, 
as  well  as  yours. 
Who  is  that  other  ? 

You   are   told    in  the    following    paragraph  of   news,    if   truly 
reported : — 

"CAKOTVAL  MAN-NINO  last  night  opened  the  Aeademia  of  the  Catholic 
religion  in  Manchester.  The  object  of  this  institution  is  to  promote  the  study 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion,  to  oppose  the  errors  of  the  day,  to  preserve 
the  young  from  the  influence  of  such  errors,  and  to  provide  lectures  on  literary, 
historical,  and  scientific  subjects  in  connection  with  Catholicism.  In  the 
course  of  the  proceedings  the  Cardinal  delivered  an  address,  in  which  he 
maintained  that  the  Catholic  Church  is  the  true  exponent  of  revelation, 
science,  history,  politics,  and  morals." 

Of  course,  J/c.  Punch,  this  Oracle  has  always  been  at  the  service 
of  Christendom,  though  nobody  knew  that  till  1S70,  when  the  Vati- 
can Council  declared  the  Poi'i:  infallible.  The  Universal  Oracle 
has  always  existed  at  Home  in  the  form  of  the  Pope  for  the  time 
being.  There  Infallibility  and  Holiness  combined  have  ever,  from 
the  pontificate  of  St.  Peter  downwards,  impersonated  the  Infallible 
Church — infallible  in  its  dogmas  not  only  de  fide  ft  inoribus,  but  also 
de  rebus  cii»ctis  et  atdlnindiim  ii/iix. 

Now,  thanks  to  the  electric  telegraph,  for  the  invention  of  which, 
primarily,  mankind  are  indebted  to  the  only  true  exponent  (besides 
yourself)  of  all  science  and  all  truth,  whether  sacred  or  secular,  the 
Oracle  of  Home  has  branch  Oracles  in  sundry  places,  notably  at 
Manchester,  where  CARDINAL  MANNING  opened  the  Academia,  and 
in  Westminster,  where  be  resides.  The  A  urn  msnon  or  CANTERBURY 
can  grant  degrees,  but  is  not  supposed  to  pretend  to  know,  for 
instance,  how  far  a  recipient  is  qualified  for  the  diploma  of  Doctor  of 
Medicine.  There  the  AKCIIKISIIOP  OP  WESTMINSTER  has  the  advan- 
tage of  him,  through  connection  of  the  local  with  the  central  Oracle. 
Unluckily,  any  degrees  lie  might  be  authorised  to  confer  would 
perhaps  not  be  recognised  by  the  Medical  Council.  It  is  deplorable 
that  bigotry  should  impede  the  rapid  advancement  in  scientific 
Medicine,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  and  all  the  collateral  sciences, 
which  would  necessarily  result  from  due  concession  to  an  infallibly 
true  exponent  of  science,  no  less  than  of  revelation,  history,  politics, 
and  morals. 

The  true  exposition  of  History,  3fr.  1'i'xc/i,  you  will  allow,  is 
conditional  on  the  true  exposition  of  Science.  The  former  and  the 
latter  taken  together  will  set  the  story  of  OAI.ILKO,  for  instance,  in 
tin' right  light ;  and  demonstrate  that  astronomical  truth,  like  all 
other,  originated  from  Home. 


Now  that  the  Aeiulemia  of  the  Catholic  lleli'-rion  U  established  at 
Manchester,  PKOFKSVOKS  TYSHAU,  and  llrxu.y,  Mit.  DAUWIX,  and 
all  the  re  -t  of  our  nat  uraliMs  and  philosophers,  had  better  go  there 
to  school.  So  hud  MR.  OAfitTLE,  who  is  not  too  old  to  learn ;  so  had 
Mit.  Fuoi  !>i:.  so  had  every  other  historian;  so  had  both  MR.  GLAD- 
STONE and  MR.  DlHLUOJ  especially  Mu.  GLADSTONE  ;  so  had  all 
politicians;  so  had  every  moralist  except  von. 

Perhaps  no  long  time  will  elapse  before  tie-  <  'atholie  Aeademia  of 
Manchester  shall  have  published  a  Catholic  Encyclopedia  for  our 
instruction  in  all  tbinifs,  particularly  on  the  subjects  of  the  liegin- 
ning  of  Life,  Development,  and  Origin  of  Species,  the  Agent'  Man- 
kind, the  Antiquity  of  the  World,  the  Functions  of  the  Krain,  and 
Physiology  and  Q-eofogJ  at  large.  In  this  publication  wo  may  also 
expect  that  the  true  exponent  of  History  will  unfold  the  annals  of 
Chemistry,  F.leclrieity,  Steam,  and  Mechanics,  and  show  that  the 
modern  great  conquests  of  Nature  by  means  of  Science  were  none  of 
them  the  exploits  of  Protestant.  PICII-XI  I.KVS,  PAWS,  FAII \DAYH, 
WATTS,  STKIMIKVSONS.  WIIKATSTONES,  or  any  heretics  wlmmsoey  r, 
but  all  so  many  victories  won  by  soldiers  of  the'  Faith.  And  surely 
the  compilers  of  this  useful  volume  will,  while  they  are  about  it, 
not  forget  to  pro vc  {by  infallible  assertion)  that  the  initiative  of  all 
great  moral  reforms,  which  have  elevated  humanity,  signally  that 
of  the  Aliolition  of  Slavery  and  the  Slave  Trade  was  taken  by  tin- 

"ii.  'exponent  of  everything  that  is  good,  either  in  an  Allocu- 
tion, or  an  Encyclical,  or  a  Brief,  if  not  a  Bull.  Infallibility  cannot 
conflict  with  Infallibility,  otherwise.  Sir,  you  might  perhaps  he 

•  d  to  consider  whether  you  had  not  better  be  beforehand  with 
its  other  Claimants  in  bringing  out  a  Pietionary  of  Universal  Truth, 
for  the  diffusion  of  knowledge  and  enlightenment,  and  the  acceler- 
ation of  PRO*.; 

THE  MONITOR  OF  THE  OPPOSITION. 

"  Vernon  nunquam  virct." 
(To  the  great  Tr'dorjical  Druid,  Punch  greeting.) 

T.VSH,  SIR  PEMOOMTCB  HARCOUHT,  laughing  philosopher  rude, 
from  afar  court  ere  on  their  grasp  it  obtrude. 
Sharp  and  sagacious  physician,  vour  diagnosis  is  right — 
No  plague  of  Opposition  like  itch  for  ill-chosen  tight: 
Men  who  their  buckrams  or  grograms  would  change  for  purple  and 

gold 

Go  hawking  about  their  programmes  on  paper,  marvellous  bold ; 
Pert  and  pestilent  praters,  confounding  to  do  and  to  say, 
And  scorning  Fabius  Cunctators,  who  wait  for  the  right  time  of  day. 
Why  weave  intrigues  sinister  for  whirling  parties  about '' 
Wait,  and  the  ablest  Minister  is  sure  to  turn  himself  out. 
Whether  Lib'ral  or  Tory  the  tar  whose  trick 's  at  the  helm, 
On  to  her  port  of  glory  he  '11  steer  Old  England's  realm. 
Blunders — of  course.      Would   the    Nation   one    Party  in   power 

entrench  ? 

'Tis  blunders  bring  healthy  rotation  of  crops  on  the  Treasury  Bench. 
But  are  there  no  questions  that  burn  on. next  Session's  liberal  li-t, 
That  you,  sharp-sighted  SIR  VP:RNON.  come  out  as  a  Negativist '' 
True,  better  aught  than  maintain  Mob  for  king  with  his  toadies  and 

tools, 

And  with  husks  for  good  grain  fob  off  the  hunger  of  fools, 
Yet  'twere  well  to  protest  against  telling  the  world  to  stand  still ; 
Of  eloquence  where  is  the  test  like  fruit  of  work  with  a  will  ? 
England,  the  Empire  Nation— mtife  p<irdnns,  other  Great  Powers— 
Brooks  natfui'iit'tint's  station  in  these  hurried,  headlong  hours  ; 
And  he  that  'mong  England's  leaders  aspires  a  place  to  seek, 
Needs,  to  win  followers  and  readers,  the  power  to  do  more  than  speak. 


"A  CHARMING  FELLOW." 

IT  is  not  every  Gentleman,  or  Gentleman's  Gentleman  either,  who 
can  say  as  much  for  himself  as  does  this  modest  advertiser  : — 

WANTED,  a  Situation  as  Butler  and  Valet,  or  Travelling  Servant. 
Used  to  the  Continent.    Speaks  four  language*.    Understands  hunting 
things. 

A  useful  servant  this,  no  doubt ;  but,  with  a  view  to  an  engage- 
ment, he  might  be  more  explicit.  For  instance,  why  does  he  not 
name  the  languages  he  speaks  r1  Suppose  he  is  a  Welshman,  and  is 
conversant  with  Hindostanee,  Hebrew,  and  Chinese ;  his  knowledge 
of  four  languages  would  really  be  remarkable,  though  not  pecu- 
liarly serviceable  in  Continental  travel.  Then  again,  what  are  the 
"  things  "  which  he  understands  hunting  ?  Are  they  rats  and  mice, 
and  such  small  deer ;  or  elephants  and  tigers,  and  other  nobler 
animals  ?  Or  can  he  be  conveying  a  delicate  allusion  to  the  "things" 
which  are  unnameable,  but  which  are  so  commonly  hunted  after 
nightfall  by  tourists  on  the  Continent,  and  indeed  are  too  well 
known  to  need  more  identification  '' 
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A    MOTHERLY    PUFF. 

Manoeuvring  Mamma  (anxious  that  her  Daughter's  chief  attraction  should  iwl  escape  the  notice  of  the  itery  eU'jibk  Young  Man  who  is  taking 
her — the  daughter — down  to  supper).  "MARIA  !  MAUIA  !!"  Maria.   "  YES,  MAMMA!" 

Manasuvring  Mamma  (in  loud  whisper).  "TAKE  YOUR  EYELASHES  OUT  OF  TANQLE,  DABLINQ  !  " 


THEORY  AND  PRACTICE. 

A  Vision  of  (let  us  hope)  an  imaginary  Future. 

SCENE — A  Room  in  Pall  Mall.    Great  Military  Reformer  discovered 
carefully  examining  two  rifles.    Private  Secretary  in  attendance. 

Great, Military  Reformer.  And  you  do  not  know  the  difference 
between  them,  even  f 

Private  Secretary.  No,  Sir.  (Explaining.}  I  did  not  take  up 
Fire-arms  for  my  examination.  My  subjects  were  Latin 

Oreat. Military  Reformer  (interrupting).  Thank  you.  Bo  kind 
enough  to  ask  the  COMMANDEE-IN-CHIEF  to  step  this  way. 

Private  Secretary.    Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Great  Military  Reformer  (reading  text-book).  "  In  1874  the  Mar- 
tini-Henry superseded  the  Snider  Rifle."    Yes.  that 's  all  right.    I 
have  got  one  of  each.    Stupid  people,  why  didn  t  they  label  them ! 
[  Continues  his  examination  of  the  fire-arms. 

Enter  the  CoMMAXDEB-lN-CiHEF. 

Commander-in-  Chief.  I  think  you  sent  for  me  ? 

Great  Military  Reformer.  0  yes.  I  want  to  discuss  the  Mobili- 
sation of  the  Army  Scheme  with  your  Royal  Highness.  But,  before 
we  begin,  will  your  Royal  Highness  kindly  tell  me  which  of  these 
two  rifles  is  the  Martini-Henry  and  which  is  the  Snider. 

Commander -in- Chief.  Certainly.  This  (pointing  to  one  of  the 
rifles)  is  the  Martini-Henry,  and  that  (pointing  to  the  other)  is  the 
Snider. 

Great  Military  Reformer.  0  thank  you  so  much!  You  see  I 
have  promised  to  deliver  a  lecture  at  Sheffield  this  evening-  on 
"  Modern  Fire-arms — their  History  and  Manufacture,"  and  I  like  to 
be  accurate.  And  now  may  I  beg  your  Roval  Highness  to  be  seated. 

Common der-in-  Chief.  Thank  you,  Sir,  I  prefer  to  stand. 

Great  Military  Reformer.  As  I  am  about  to  give  you  a  short 
account  of  some  of  my  Reforms,  I  really  think  you  had  better  take  a 
chair.  "Well,  then,  Your  Royal  Highness,  since  I  have  had  the 
honour  of  being  Secretary  of  State  for  War  I  have  made  several 
alterations  in  the  Army. 


Commander-in- Chief.  So  I  have  been  told  by  [all  the  Officers 
'ommanding  Districts. 

Great  Military  Reformer,  Ah,  you  must  not  listen  to  them.  You 
must  know  that  I  have  had  to  interfere  with  some  of  them  con- 
siderably. 

Commander-in-  Chief.  Quite  so.  The  Inspector-General  of 
Recruiting  informs  me  that  his  office  is  now  a  sinecure. 

Great  Military  Reformer.  Well,  certainly,  we  do  not  get  quite  so 
many  men  under  the  new  system  as  we  did  under  the  old,  but  que 
vuulez-rous? — a  sacrifice  must  be  made  somewhere. 

Commander-in-  Chief.  Pardon  me  if  I  am  wrong,  but  I  was  under 
the  impression  that  you  came  to  the  War  Office  to  increase  our 
Army,  not  to  cause  it  to  fall  off  in  numbers. 

Great  Military  Reformer.  Your  Royal  Highness  is  perfectly 
right,  but  remember  I  am  feeling  my  way.  I  have  several  systems 
at  work  in  different  parts  of  the  country.  For  instance,  at  Sheffield 
(thanks  to  the  Act  passed  last  Session,  giving  me  unlimited  powers), 
I  am  carrying  out  the  Prussian  plan.  I  make  service  compulsory, 
and  the  saving  in  the  pay  of  the  soldier  is  something  enormous. 

Enter  PRIVATE  SECBETABY,  with  a  letter. 

Prirate  Secretary.  This  has  just  come  by  the  country  post,  Sir. 

Great  Military  Reformer.  Thank  you.  (Takes  the  letter,  and 
rends  it.  His  face  falls.  To  Secretary,  angrily.)  Really,  MR. 
TENTOFOUR,  I  wish  you  would  not  interrupt  me  when  I  am 
discussing  matters  of  national  importance.  You  can  go,  Sir. 

\_Exit  Private  Secretary. 

Commander-in- Chief.  No  bad  news,  I  trust? 

Great  Military  Reformer.  0,  nothing  very  serious.  The  Sheffield 
manufacturers  refuse  to  undertake  a  contract  I  offered  to  them. 
They  declare  that,  since  Compulsory  Service  has  been  in  force, 
the  labour  market  has  been  drained,  and  trade  has  gone  to  rack 
and  ruin.  So  silly  of  them !  If  they  are  ruined,  it  will  increase  the 
work  at  the  Bankruptcy  Court.  So  what  is  bad  for  them  will  be  good 
for  the  lawyers.  It  will  be  only  carrying  money  into  another  branch 
of  industry. — To  continue :  At  Dublin  I  have  abolished  the  Army  in 
favour  of  the  Militia.  We  do  not  want  two  distinct  forces  to  defend 
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i.ur  country,  you  see.  (Enter  Private  Secretary,  with  ,1  telegram.) 
lleally.  Mi:.  I  IAKIKOL-K,  1  think  I  said  I  did  not  wish  to  bo 
disturb 

I'ri'riit,'  Heeretary.  Very  sorry,  Sir,  but  I  think  the  matter  must 
IK  important. 

(,'n  nt  Mi/itnrif  Itefnrnii -r.  Give  it  me.  (Takes  telegram,  reads  it, 
and  makes  a  grimace.  .(I'fir  a  hug  pause.)  I  really  think  you  had 
better  tell  COI.OM:I.  II  r.xuri;sn\  to  order  the  A  Division  of  Police  to 
hold. themselves  m  readiness  tor  immediate  embarkation. 

[Exit  Private  Secretary,  hurriedly. 

('oinniiinder-iii-Chief.  Nothing  wrong,  I  hope  • 

(Iri'iit  Militar;/  .liefiir  iner.  Well,  it  is  annoying.  The  fact  is,  the 
Militia  Regiment  stationed  in  Ihiblin  has  mutiin 

CiiHinitinder-in-('hief.  I  (ear  me!  Very  si  range!  The  Militia 
used.to  bo  a  very  loyal  force.  Kxcellent  raw  material,  aiid  capital 
officers. 

(•'rent.  Military  Reformer.  Yes;  but,  you  see,  I  dismissed  tin 
officers,  and  don t  quite  know  how  to  deal  with  the  raw  mate  'rial. 
liut  it  will  be  all  right  when  the  Police  arrive.  To  continue:  In 
Scotland  I  have  abolished  the  Militia  in  favour  of  the  Army. 
(Enter  Private  Secretary.)  Really,  MR.  TENTOFOUK,  tliis  repeated 
intrusion  is  absolutely  indecent. 

Private  Secretary.  I  am  very  sorry,  Sir,  but  they  say  they  won't 
go  away  until  they  have  seen  you. 

(Irrdt  Military  Reformer.  They  ?    Who  f 

Prirnte  Heeretari/.  The  CLAYMOKK  OK  MACGOKKAN,  Sn:  Uor/oAL 
MACTAVISH,  HOB  KOY  MACGKEGOB  of  that  Ilk,  the  LAUU>  or 
(  i:  uoiK-liURN,  the 

Great  Military  Reformer.   Stop,  stop!    What  do  they  wont? 


Have    you   made  them  put  down  the  purpose   of    their  visit  in 
writing  f 

I'riniti-  Nft-rel'iri/.  Yes,  Sir.  \Jttoding  from  paper.}  "To  invite 
the  SKCM/I  u:v  or  Smi.  101;  \V.\u  to  restore  the  ancient  Scottish 
Militia  instantly,  or  to  discuss  the  mutter  with  tin  m  alter  the 
fashion  of  their  Highland  ancestors." 

(treat  Mil'lnri/  ttifnriiirr.  ')  this  is  most  irregular! 

I'rirnte  Xeeretary.  So  1  said,  Sir.  liut  I  can  do  nothing  with 
them.  The  LAIKD  OF  CH.MI.II;  I'rux  has  got  an  immense  two- 
handed  sword  and  -  [/,-•/«/  Wsc  1,,-nril  wit  hunt. 

Great  Milituri/   llefuriner.  Mil.  TKXTOFOI'K,  will  you  kindly   (ind 
out  the   cause  ot    ihe  diMuvliance,   and    ttife)    I    shall    feel 
obliged  to  you  it  you  will  will  me  a  Hansom. 

[Exit  Private  Secretary. 

C'ommander-iti-  Chief.  Yon  were  saying  - 

[Vpriinr  outside.     Enter  hnrrii  <//</  I'l  ivate  Secretary. 

Private-  Seereturi/.  The  three  Sentries  have  been  o\  .  i  ;>owered,  Sir, 
and  an  angry  mob—  recruits,  apparently,  from  all  classes  oi  society, 
are  asking,  :'  What  you  intend  to  do  next."  (Axiile.)  The  hansom 
is  at  the  door,  Sir. 

Ortat  Military  lieformer.  Tliank  you.  Will  you  kindly  telegraph 
to  Sheffield  to  say  that  1  shall  be  unable  to  deliver  my  lecture  this 
evening.  Good  morning,  Your  Royal  Highness. 

('nniinandttr-in-Cliief.  liut  1  thought,  Sir,  that  y«u  wished  to 
discuss  the  Mobilisation  Scheme  of  the  Army  with  me. 

(li-etit.  Militar;/  lieftiriiu-r.  On  second  thoughts,  your  Royal  High- 
1  think  I  had  better  leave  that  matter  in  the  hands  of  my 
successor.    Now,  ME.  TENTOFOTTR,  the  cab,  if  you  please. 

[Hurried  retreat  of  the  Great  Military  1'teformer  to  Hackney. 


OUR    REPRESENTATIVE"    IN    INDIA. 

(Why  we  Didn't   See   Banguloif — Tha   True" Reason — A    Grand 
Affaii — An  Ecemng  with  a  Chwtuh.) 

JTE  best-laid  plans,  dear  Sir, 
.  will  mis-carry.  I  had  got 
up,  privately,  and,  as  a 
matter  of  personal  spec.,  a 
first-rate  reception  for  my 
Illustrious  Friend  at  Ban- 
galore. My  Royal  and 
Respected  Companion  had 
expressed  his  intention  of 
doing  Bangalore.  Banga- 
lore has  not  been 'done,  but 
I  have.  I  had  engaged  all 
the  beet  Eastern  Swells, 
troupes  of  Nautch  Girls, 
Jugglers,  fireworks,  and  all 
sorts  of  games,  regardless 
of  expense,  and  you  can't 
do  these  things  for  nothing. 
You  can't  get  a  genuine 
Rajah  and  suite  for  one 
night  Tinder  a  lakh,  and,  if 
they  aren't  paid,  they  have 
their  knife  into  you,  lite- 
rally. However,  I  didn't 
make  the  engagements, 
luckily,  myself,  but  put  the 
whole  show  into  the  hands 
of  a  Native  Entrepreneur, 

the  Snt  SORPHTJEE  SORBAR- 
BHOT.  who  can  smooth  over 
a  difficulty  with  his  com- 
patriots, where  I  should 
only  get  deeper  into  the 
mire.  The  feature  of  the 

show  was  a'Bcvy  of  the  Beauties  of  Bangalore  forming  a  Royal 
Arch,  and  the  loveliest  of  their  sex  advancing  in  line  and  sing- 
in?,  "  Let  line.  Kiss  him  for  ft  in  Mother."  The  RAJAH  MiszKrr 
KBIMCABSTHB  would  have  held  aloft  an  artificial  bunch  of  Mis- 
tletoe, andjthe  ceremony,  to  Native  music,  would  have  been  carried 
out  in  detail.  The  only  person  in  the  secret  was  my  dear 
friend  the].Assistant-Secretary,  who,  at  the  last  moment,  rushed 
in  to  me  with  a  telegram  from  England,  dated  Scotland,  to  this 
effect : — 

"Meeting  of  Anglo- Christian  Union.  Row  about  H.R.ITs 
doings.  DR.  Duff's  speech.  Natiteh  girls  not  respectable. 
Adn'xi'rs  of  Prince  to  be  censured.  Parliamentary  proceedings, 
Old  Bailey,  Newgate,  threatened.  British  Throne  in  danger. 
Drop  animal  fights,  idols,  and  ^'dutches.  More  Parsons,  less 


Parsees.     Look  out    fur   i/mtr  Bal-morah.       What  on  earth   in 
DUCKWORTH  about  ! 

Signed  D—i  OF  E— 


There  was  no  help  for  it.  My  Royal  Friend  was  indignant  at 
first,  but  he  soon  recovered  his  spirits,  and  pointed  out  that,  in  any 
ease,  all  the  blame  would  fall  on  me  and  the  Assistant  Secretary,  and 
then,  in  his  clear,  ringing  voice,  my  Gay  and  Noble  Companion  sang 
out  I  never  go  East  of  Bangalore,"  which  was  immediately  taken 
up  by  the  Suite,  Ixwds  C  —  or—  N  and  B—  SF—  D  leading,  and  after  a 
snort  dance,  we  sat  down,  laughing,  but  exhausted.  It  is  the  only 
approach  to  a.  fiasco  that  has  happened  since  we  Ve  been  out  here  on 
the  tour  with  the  Star  of  India. 

COLONEL  HOGG  invited  us  to  some  pig-sticking,  but  you  've  had 
enough  of  that.  My  Illustrious  Co-Sportsman  speared  all  the  pigs 
bar  one,  for  I  could  not  stand  it  any  longer,  but  stepping  forward, 
exclaimed,  — 

"  Woodman,  spare  that  pig  !  " 

and  he  did.     That  was  the  only  incident,  t 

We  had  another  good  day  in  the  preserves  of  His  Highness;  MEEK 
GREENOAJEE,  Jam  of  Larstere,  ana  in  the  evening  we  were  invited 
to  the  Taykn  Mandoum  Club  by  SIR  ROWJEE  FUSSTBHOT,  who  must 
have  his  finger  in  every  pie.  There  was  to  be  a  great  reception,  and 
I  managed  to  fetch  some  of  my  other  Native  swells  from  Bangalore  jnst 
in  time.  This  was  the  order  of  the  Procession,  which  wasToy  a  great 
way,  the  most  characteristic  thing  that  's  been  done  as  yet  :  — 

The  GKAND  ZEND  AVESTA 
(carrying  a  cushion  which  he  could  eit  down  upon  when  ha  was  Ured  —  I  found 

I  must  give  him  something  to  hold,  as  he  was  so  awkward  with  hii  hands). 

The  DKIVAK  or  PEKKUMRI.  HU  Excellency  TUPPENNIB  BUSJCADDI. 

His  Highness  KHANJEE  BUTTEE  WONTJEB, 

Nawab  of  Jogalongo  (mounted). 

SIR  SftCEJEME  TOAJELLYBBOY.  MoHAMED  SfEERLI  ALT 

(attended  by  four  Nautch  (The  Native  Historian,  attended 

Girls).  by  Secretaries). 

An  Elephant,  painted  Green  and  Bed,  with 
Fireworks  on  his  Tusks  and  Tail. 


Jugglers  Snake  Charmers 

(doing  tricks  with  Knives),     (with  real  Snakes). 


Jugglers 
(swallowing  Sword*). 


*  We  art  not  quite  obit  to  raxmcile  the  data.  Such  a  meeting,  under  the 
presidency  Of  DR.  DUFF,  was  held  in  Edinburgh,  and  reported  in  the  Daily 
Telegraph  only  last  week ;  but  how  could  Our  Correspondent  have  received 
the  news  in  time  to  write  and  send  an  account  of  it  to  Enpland  •  On  second 
thoughts,  perhaps,  the  difference  in  clocks  bci  uj  uud  India  might 

account  for  it ;  or,  he  may  be  alluding  to  some  previous  meeting  of  a  similar 
character.  We  confess  we  are  not  prepared  to  disTpifm  an.  old  and  valued 
Correspondent  merely  for  a  difference  in  clocks. — Ei>. 

f  In  a  recent  telegram,  we  find  "The  Prince  spared  one  pig."  This,  to 
our  mind,  spoke  volumes  for  the  veracity  of  our  Correspondent.  On  our 
calling  at  the  office  of  the  journal  in  which  the  telegram  appeared,  we  ascer- 
tained that  "spared"  was  a  printer's  error  for  "speared.  But,  still,  it 
shows  that  Our  Representative  must  have  been  on  the  spot,  which  is,  in  fact, 
the  only  thing  we  have  ever  had  any  doubt  about  during  his  n>i 
dence. — ED. 
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A    SPELLING    B. 

As  an  independent  test,  Mr.  Butlcrtub  (Churchwarden  and  Overseer)  is  invited  to  put  some  questions. 
Mr.  B.  "  CAN  ANY  o'  YOU  BOYS  SPELL  TKEMENJEOUS  ? "  ! ! 


Snake  Charmers 

(supporting  a  real  live 

Cobra.) 

Rhinoceros 
(with  Keeper). 


The  Snake  Charmers 

REV.  CANON  DUCKWORTH     (with  Rattlesnakes 
(reading  a  Book) .  and  Vipers). 

A  Bengal  Tiger  Rhinoceros 

(held  by  Five  Boys).        (with  Keeper). 


The  RAJAH  OF  KOLLEE  WOBLAR  The  JAM  OP  NOWAR 

(attended  by  his  Physician,  (attended  by  Three  Ninkum  Poopahs 

DR.  SEN.NATEE  DOBABHOY).  in  full  costume). 

Full  Band  of  Tom-Toms,  Kat  Guts,  &c.,  led  by 

SIR  BASSOON  HOBHOY. 
Chorue  of  Girls,  under  the  direction  of  His  Highness  HEEKAN  SINGJEE. 

Natives  MYSELF  Natives 

(on  all  fours).  (carrying  Coins) .  (on  all  fours) . 

Then  the  Suite  in  our  remaining  costumes,  and  in  the  centre 
H.R.H.j  our  Illustrious  Star  of  India,  covered  with  Orders  and 
Decorations,  and  walking  under  the 

GOLD  UMBRELLA, 

Carried  alternately  by  SIR  JAK  HOLKAB— the  HOLKAB— and  SIR 
AUGUSTUS  SALAB,  JUNO.  AfewTom-Toms,  Pypars,  Bengal  Lights,  and 
others  that  I  had  no  place  for  in  the  procession,  brought  up  the  rear. 

The  people  of  Singleloo  were  delighted,  as  the  whole  affair  was 
got  up  in  a  couple  of  hours,  and  took  them  quite  by  surprise.  They 
gave  us  an  excellent  dinner  at  the  Club ;  and  my  Gorgeous  and 
Hearty  Friend  ate  fifty-two  curries,  three  dozen  mangoes,  and  drank 
half-a-dozen  bottles  01  fine  old  Shuter-suwar,*  and  so  did  I. 

I  regret  that  the  evening  did  not  end  so  pleasantly.  I  must 
unwillingly  record  a  scandal.  But  it  is  better  for  you  to  have  the 
true  version  of  it  through  me,  than  to  trust  to  vague  telegrams, 
rumours,  and  unauthentic  dispatches. 

We  sat  down  after  dinner  not  to  our  rubber,  but  to  ecarte,  with 
two  strangers,  apparently  native  swells.  One  was  introduced  as 


•  Shuttr-fmcar,  in  our  Dictionary,  is  "a  camel-carrier."  This  is  nothing 
to  drink.  But  we  cannot  pronounce  with  certainty  until  the  boy  returns 
with  the  new  Dictionary.  He  has  been  away  for  one  month,  and  the 
Christmas  holidays  are  over.  Odd ! — ED. 


ALT  AREGLAR  DHOO,  a  Mahometan  Banker,  and  the  other  was  the 
CHEETAH  OF  SINGLELOO,  a  magnate  of  some  consideration  in  this 
district.  Fortunately  for  us  my  Royal  Friend's  private  Card 
Detective  was  on  the  spot,  and  when  my  Esteemed  Companion 
was  losing  his  fifth  lakh  of  rupees — I  had  prudently  backed  the 
CHEETAH,  and  so  was  a  considerable  winner — SHARPUS,  the  Detective, 
suddenly  seized  the  CHEETAH  by  the. throat,  shook  his  sleeve,  and  out 
came  King,  Queen,  and  Knave  as  neat  as  ninepence.  ALI  AREGLAR 
DHOO  wanted  to  make  a  fuss  about  it ;  but,  on  seeing  INSPECTOR 
RUNNUMIN  BOSTREETYBHOY,  of  the  Native  Police,  enter  the  room, 
his  face  became  three  shades  paler,  and  he  leapt  out  of  the  window 
on  to  the  terrace'beneath,  a  matter  of  ninety  feet  or  so,  and  vanished. 
As  for  the  CHEETAH,  his  pockets  were  emptied,  and  he  was  kicked 
out  of  the  Club  by  a  herculean  young  Gentleman,  MR.  H.  ARDASSAR 
NAYLEBEE,  who  sent  him  flying  into  the  moonlight.  I  was  afraid 
that  there  would  have  been  a  free  fight,  as  the  CHEETAH  had  his 
confederates  in  the  Club  that  night.  But,  fortunately  for  the 
Europeans,  the  Old  Rajah,  HOLDYERJAH  NOYSEEBHOY,  was  present, 
whose  friendly  disposition  towards  the  English  residents  is  so  well 
known  as  to  have  passed  into  a  proverb. 

The  Old  Rajah  had  but  to  clap  his  hands,  and  his  band  of 'Native 
BOKSABS  would  have  rushed  in  and  cleared  the  room  in  a  second. 
The  Rajah,  who  is  a  sort  of  Unpaid  Magistrate,  told  us  that  if  the 
CHEETAH  was  brought  before  him,  he  should  order  him  to  receive 
twenty  krakhs  (blows  on  the  head),  thirty  bakwakhs  (lashes,  but  not 
necessarily  on  the  head),  and  be  fined  seventy  lakhs.  Knowing  that 
the  CHEETAH  might  be  still  about,  I  trembled  for  the  Gold  Umbrella, 
which,  for  a  second  time,  had  been  thoughtlessly  left  by  SIR  JAK 
HOLKAR — the  Holkar — in  the  Hall. 

However,  it  was  safe.  I  am  glad  this  Gold  Umbrella  has'  been 
found — but,  if  LORD  NORTHBROOK  has  retired,  he  has.  not  been 
recalled.  \  remain  in  haste,  your  truthful 

REPRESENTATIVE 
(In  India). 

A  "HACKNEY'D"  SUBJECT. — Army  Reform. 
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CONSOLATORY    SUGGESTION. 

Son  of  Clever  Parents  (who  has  a  theory  that  genius  is  hereditary). 
HKKK,  Ou>  KELLEK  !— A  FKLLBR   CAN'T  BE  A  VSWY  OWEA.T  Fooi,  WITH 

SUCH   A   FATHER    AX1>    MOTHER    AS  I'VB    OOT,    OAST    HE  ?       NOW,     HOW     DO    YOU 
NT   FOR   MY   HKASTLY   Luctt  IN   ALL  I   UNDKBTAKB  ?  " 

7/7.1  Pricnd  (who  has  a,  theory  that  Ea/rlstoood  is  chiefly  peopled  by  the  offspring  of 

•  •s).  "S-nir  ABIT — HAPPY  THOUGHT  ! — HOORAY 1-i-PEiiiiAJ's 

YOUR  FATUKU  AND  MOTHER  WE»K  Fijtsr  Covsumf" 


CELLS  FOE  OUR  SPELLING  BEE. 


Tin:  PitiNTKOF  WAI.F-S--   Feudatories. 

The  I'niNi  i:ss  OK  WALES— Agreeable. 

The  SULTAN— Herzegovina. 

The  KiiEDm:  -Embarrassment. 

The  COMMAXDEH  -  IN  -  CHIEF — Man- 
"•uvring. 

The  SECRKTAI:Y  AT  WAR— Mobilisa- 
tion. 

The  Fntsr  LOKD  OF  TII  i:  A  DM i  I:AI,TY — 
Tarpaulin. 

Tile  I,OI:D  Pi;i:smi?NT — Veterinary. 

The  Si-KAKKii-  Tarliamcntary. 

The  LORD  MA  YOB    Eleemoeynary. 

Mi:.  l>isi;\]:u     Scntuagenarian. 

MB. GLADSTONE    Welsh,  Vatieanism. 

The  Manager  of  the  Westminsti  r 
Aquarium — Anemone. 

Mit.  FRANK  BLCM.A.MI  Acclimatisa- 
tion. 

The  Manager  of  the  Crystal  Palace— 
Pynitechnics. 

Mi.-.  It.uiwiN     development. 

LORD  l)KliT)Y~K(iuanimity. 

The  Mansion  House  Floods  Com- 
mittee- Cataclysm. 

The  Chairman  of  the  Great  Western 
Kail  way— -Gauge. 


COLONKI.  II i:xiir.i;.sox— Surveillance. 

PEOFESSOU      HUXLEY  —  Anthropo- 
logical. 

MB.  IBVTNO— SnAKEspEAiiE. 

M.  FERDINAND   LESSEPS  —  Mediter- 
ranaaa. 

LORD  LYTTON— Hindustani. 

CARDINAL     MANNING  —  Ultramon- 
tanism. 

The  Leader  of  the    Opera  Band — 
Ophieleide. 

The    President    of   the    College   of 
Physicians — Pharmacopoeia. 

H'AKIW  KoTiisi-iin.K     Millionaire. 

ME.  KUSKIS — Connoisseur,  Dilettan- 
te! sm. 

M  11.  TKXXYSON— Pihythmical. 

The  C'hnirinan  of  the  London  ^ 
Board  —  Undenominationalism. 

Our  Butcher — Aitch-bone. 

Our  Greengrocer — Potatoes. 

Our  Special   Heterodox    Aversion — 
I.atitudiuarianism. 

Our  Youngest  at  a  Christmas  Tree— 
Krstasy. 

MR.   CAKLYLE— Unparalleled,   Octo- 


AN  EPICUKirs  EXPOSTULATION. 

"  I  conclinle  that  tin;  best  diot,  tlie  one  beet  adapted  to  the 
humiin  gonttttatioa,  und  to  suntain  tlic  liijjliest  vigour  of  body 
and  mind,  is  one  composed  nf  lirnnl  uml  fruit,     liv  bread  I  mcuu 
nil  the  Rniins,  iilaniii:;  » !n-!it  at   their  Iicad,  and  iiii-lvnlii 
tors,  yams,  ami  the  like,  lor  the  eimked  potuto  is  an  inferior  sort 
of  bread,  so  is  the  chestnut.     With  bread  and  fruit  as  pivut-,  \n 
may  t»kf  milk  and  e^gn  simply,  or  in  ( •imibiiuitiiiii,  as  in  cakca 
anu  puddings,  or  milk   in  its  forms  nf  cream,  butt. 
.  .  .  Flesh  is  the  purt  of  diet  tl  iiy  don,,  with- 

out, while  bread  in  some  form  is  almost  indispensable." — How  to 
Life  on  /toy.     Iiy  T.  L.  NICHOLS,  JI.I).,  l-'.S.A. 

GKKAI  Heavens !  what  a  most  preposterous  planner 
Of  sham   I  u-.t  this  donkey  be  ! 

To  sh.'i-k  a  Hiiier  in  this  dreadful  manner 
!        •   ' •  _•  i:  '.     monstrous  ot  tlie  mad  M.D. 

Are  there  no  n  striction-, 
i  Hi  rampant  rubbish  ':     I!y  CAI[I'.,MI:  and  LJ>K, 

\Ve  inigiit  to  lay  a  tax  on  t'ninti 


Subversive  tll'-nl- 

And  yet,  1  i 
To  read  t:h. 


h     VII     iltVliH*J    111  L  lllll». 

uml  crotchets  crude! 
•ss,  my  mind  it  tickles 
of  this  NICUOLS. 


"  On  Bread  and  Fruit  !  "    Paradisaic  truly  ! 

And  man  a  "  cooking  animal,"  forsooth  1 
The  theory  might  suit  tha  wilds  of  Thule, 

Or  mortals  minus  palate,  tongue,  or  tooth  ; 
But  men  in  modern  i/tenut  vened  —  Good  gracious  ! 

We  might  as  well  go  back  to  pulse  and  paint. 
I  do  protest  these  dogmatists  audacious 

Would  tax  the  patience  of  a  well-fed  Saint, 
While  any  peccable  —  and  peckish  —  sinner 
Would  swear,  at  thought  of,  meal  and  yams  for  dinner. 

The  pseudo-scientific  sumph  !     I  'd  ask  him 

If  men  are  all  granivorous.     I  think 
To  turn  the  edge  of  that  retort  would  task  him  ! 

To  feed  on  pears  and  penny  loaven,  to  drink 
Water,  is  best,  declare  our  new  advisers. 

If  that  be  so,  I  wonder  what  we  do 
With  such  a  show  of  molars  and  incisors. 
_I  own  that  time  has  left  me  very  few, 
Yet  I  make  shift,  though  valetudinarian, 
very  far  from  vegetarian. 


I  've  dinod.^a  simple  spread  of  some  four  courses,  — 

And  here  's  a,  fellow  tell*  me  'tis  the  thins 
To  feed  on  meal  (like  Scots)  or  "  mash"  (like  horses), 

Washed  down  with  water  from  a  —  London  ?  —  spring. 
TrashJ     It  might  suit  a  TIMON,  or  a  CATO, 

A  NEWMAN,  or  a  XICHOLS,  F.f>;A., 
To  din*  on  porridge  and  a  cold  potato, 

But,  Heaven  be  thanked,  /'ve  never  learned  the  way 
To  sit  and  sup.  with  visage  smug  and  placid, 
On  bread  that  s  "  raised    with  muriatic  acid. 

Yes,  NICHOLS,  you  may  argue  and  adjure  us,.— 

But  'twere  to  turn  one's  back  on  I  V.i\  i.l.-acp 
To  shun  life's  dainties.     Shade  of  Kpieurus, 

Inspire  these  dunderheads  with  soV-r  sense! 
''  With  Bread  and  Fruit  as  pivots"  they  'd  be  turning 

The  Gourmet's  menu  to  a  hermit's  earia, 
For  frumety  and  fruit  all  nesh-l>ots  spurning-; 

But  while  we  've  Clubs  and  culinary  art 
How  vain  their  vegetarian  whims  and  wishes. 
Who  'd  preach  the  vanity  of  Human  —  Dishes! 


London   Improvements. 

LKICKSITI:   Siji  u:i:  having  proved  such   a  sur 
ia>  been  resolved  to  beautify  other  equally  inflected  sites. 

Golden  Square  is  to  be  restored  to  the  original  magni- 
ieenee  which  its  name  indicates.  This  locality  i>  oi 
ii-torical  interest,  as  having  been  the  square  of  which 
IticnARJ)  WniTTi.vi.ro.v  had  received  the  brilliant  re- 
Mjrts,  which  induced  him  to  undertake  his  celebrated 
ouriicy  to  town.  As  if  in  memory  of  WIHTTI.M; TUX, 
Jolden  Square  is  at  night  devoted  almost  exclusively  to 
'ats. 

Printing  House  Square  will  also,  it  is  said,   undergo 

lion  :  and  the  centre  will  be  appropriate!] 
iicd     by    an    entirely    now    and    elegant    Fount  —  of 
1'yi'e. 
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BLARNEY. 

Tall  Yankee  (just  arrived).  "  GUESS  YOUR  LEGAL  FARE  is  JUST  SIXPENCE " 

DutUn  Carman.  "SURE,  MB. LORD,  WE   TAKE  SOME  CHAPE  JACKS  AT  THAT-BUT  I  WOULD^T  DISGRACE  A  GINTLEMAN  AV  "i 
LORDSHIP'S  QUALITY  BE  DRIVIN'  HIM  AT  A  MANE  PACE  T'ROUGH  THE  PUBLIC  STHREBTS-SO  I  TUK  UPON  MYSELF  TO  CITE  YOUR  LOR 
A  SHILLIK'SWOHTH  BOTH  AV  STOYLE  AN'  WHIPCARD  ! ! " 


LES  COGUES  BEISE'S. 

SINCE  the  production  of  ME.  GILBERT'S  Broken  Hearts  so  much 
ultra-sentimentality  has  found  a  vent  in  Belgravia,  that  the  following 
sad  cases  of  incipient  insanity  have  been  registered  by  the  medical 
gentlemen  whose  fashionable  Victorias  may  be  seen  any  day 
careering  wildly  down  Orosvenor  Place  : — 

LADY  THEODOSIA  SPINDLESHANKS,  impressed  too  vividly  with  the 
beautiful  idea,  of  a  sympathetic  exchange  of  affection  with  inanimate 
objects,  has  set  up  a  large  sable  muff  in  her  boudoir,  which  she 
declares  reminds  her  but  too  dearly  of  her  faithless  CHARLEY  in  the 
Blues.  Alas,  poor  muff !  he  is  warm-hearted,  it  is  true,  but  cannot 
squeeze  her  hands  as  her  dear  one  did.  LADY  THEODOSIA  burns  two 
candles  (long  fours)  continually  before  it.  She  is  at  present  occupied 
in  embroidering  a  cover  for  her  pet  muff. 

THE  HONOURABLE  MARIA  FRISKYFOOT  sees  no  one.  Her  many 
admirers  (she  is  a  widow,  and  rich)  have  all  to  leave  their  cards  and 
turn  away,  unblessed  with  a  sight  of  her,  from  her  doors.  She  has 
devoted  all  her  ardent  affection  to  the  adoration  of  a  spoon,  silver,  it 
is  true,  bearing  an  ancient  coat  of  many  quarterings,  but  still 
undeniably  a  spoon.  The  HONOURABLE  MARIA  has  been  heard  to 
declare  that  the  soul  of  that  barbarous  baronet,  SIR  PAUL  FITZPOODLE, 
hangs  about  that  silver  semblance ;— SIR  PAUL,  who  swore  to  marry 
her  when  she  became  a  widow,  and  who  long  ago  consoled  himseli 
with  a  wealthy  Manchester  manufacturer's  daughter  and  heiress. 
In  vain  she  presses  that  spoon  to  her  lips  ;  there  is  as  yet  nc 
response  from  the  cold  metal,  no  sign  of  emotion  in  those  armorial 
bearings:  still  she  will  love  it  with  all  the  ardour  of  a  fading  beauty, 
and  never,  never,  no,  never,  will  she  cast  her  eyes  on  that  spoon 
without  recalling  her  cruel  PAUL. 

Miss  ETHEL  DE  NiGAUi>,4he  lovely  and  accomplished  daughter  oi 
an  old  Norman  House,  has  left  London  arid  retired  to  the  familj 
mansion  in  Shropshire,  where  there  is  no  one  but  the  Housekeeper 
and  Gardeners  to  interfere  with  her  infatuation.  Every  morning 
she  decorates  with  holly  and  ivy,  and  such  hot-house  flowers  as  can 


>e  obtained,  the  fine  old  Pump  standing  in  the  stable-vard.  She  is 
convinced  that  a  magnetic  chord  exists,  connecting  this  relic  with 

,he  Member  for ,  to  whom  she  was  devoted,  and  from  whom  she 

expected  a  proposal  of  marriage  all  last  season.  That  Pump  is  the 
object  of  her  worship,  and  the  recalcitrant  M.P.  little  thinks  what 
image  reproduces  him  to  the  mind  of  the  little  ETHBL  he  was  proud 

a  flirt  with  in  Society. 

"We  believe  that  the  accomplished  author  of  Uroken  Hearts  is 
responsible  for  all  these  aberrations  of  intellect,  and  we  beg  of  him 

a  consider  under  what  a  fearful  weight  of  responsibility  he  exercises 

ais  great  powers  of  imagination  and  invention. 

DREAM  OF  A  SPELLING-BEE. 

MENAGERIES  where  sleuth-hounds  caracole, 
Where  jaguar  phalanx  and  phlegmatic  gnu 

Fright  ptarmigan  and  kestrels  cheek  by  jowl 
"With  peewit  and  precocious  cockatoo  ; 

Gaunt  seneschals,  in  crotchety  cockades. 
With. seine-nets  trawl  for  porpoise  in  lagoons ; 

While  scullions  gauge  erratic  escapades 
Of  madrepores  in  water-logged  galleons : 

Flamboyant  triptychs  groined  with  gherkins  green, 
In  reckless  fracas  with  coquettish  bream, 

Ecstatic  gurgoyles,  with  grotesque  chagrin, 
Garnish  the  gruesome  nightmare  of  my  dream ! 


THE  LARGEST  PIECE~OF  PORCELAIN  IN  THE  WORLD.— The  great 
Wall  of  China. 

EVERYDAY  OCCURRENCE.— A  Ministerial  Crisis  in  France. 


Printed  by  Joseph  Smith,  of  No  30,  T  orBine  Road,  Hollriway.  in  the  Parish  of  ft.  Mary,  Islington,  In  the  County  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Printing  OIKees  of  Messrs.  Bradbury.  Acnew.  &  Co. ,  Lombard 
street,  in  the  Precinct  of  "Whitefriars,  in  thf  Ctty  ul  Londo   ,  and  published  by  him  lit  3-5  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish  of  frt.  Bride,  Ci'y  of  LowftOB.— ttAVVBDAY,  Janu*ry,^,  IHyb. 


JANUARY  29,  187C.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


21 


LEO    LOQUITUR. 


- 

\ 

>\\ 


SCHOLASTIC  INTELLIGENCE. 
0,  I  say  Punch,  old  fellow,  here 's  a  jolly  bit  of  news : — 

"  FAIRS,  who  is  pronounced  to  be  incomparably  the  best  rfiequct-player  of 
the  day,  has  been  appointed  master  of  that  art  at  llton." 

So  you  see  that  racquet  play  now  ranks  among  the  Arts,  and 
FAIRS  may  style  himself  M.A.  like  any  other  Eton  master.  I  wonder 
now  if  other  public  schools  will  follow  in  the  fashion.  Harrow  ought 
to  start  a  Master  of  the  noble  Art  of  Cricket,  and  Rugby  might  set 
up  a  Master  of  the  Art  of  Football.  Degrees  might  be  conferred  for 
prowess  in  such  Arts  ;  and  the  initials  M.A.H.  and  M.A.F.G.  might 
distinguish  men  proficient  in  the  Art  of  Hockey  or  in  that  of  Fly- 
the-Garter.  TOMMY. 


VOL.  1JUC. 


ONKET8  and  men !    DARWIN  must  sure  have  leisure 

For  work  of.  purest  supererogation. 
When  he  spends  time  bringing  to  rule  and  measure 

The  upward  steps,  or  downward,  in  creation, 
Between  the  human  and  the  simian  kind : 
That  one 's  in  cages  and  one  out  I  find. 
To  other  difference  'twixt  them  I  am  blind. 

What  d'ye  say?  "Tails?"  True,  Simiae  of  some  countries 

Display  those  useful  caudal  prolongations, 
While  man-kind,  'mongst  their  other  gross  effront'ries, 

Say  their  spines  have  no  such  continuations. 
But  who  knows  if  their  petticoats  and  trousers 
Hide  not  from  observation  tails — and  rousers !  — 
Like  those  of  feline  man-eaters  or  mousers. 

What  are  you  gaping  at,  you  two-legged  babies  ? 

The  flitting  of  your  prisoners  carnivorous  '< 
Doomed  henceforth  to  digest  our  restless  rabies 

In  the  new  Lion-House — whence  luck  deliver  us ! 
Wheel  up  your  barred  trap  ;  have  choice  tit-bits  flung : 
Keep  us  unfed,  till,  with  mad  hunger  stung, 
We  rush— then  to  our  new  cells— old  and  young ! 

Had  ever  felines  such  accommodation ! 

A  roof,  warm-water-pipes,  two  feet  more  range 
Lengthwise,  and  four,  at  least,  by  mensuration, 

From  back  to  front!  sure,  a  delightful  change ! 
Are  we  less  prisoners,  that  we  can  pace 
Twelve  weary  paces  more,  and  own  the  grace 
Of  some  more  cubic  feet  of  breathing  space  ? 

Tell  me  of  clamorous  indignation-meetings 
O'er  Fugitive-Slave-Circulars !    Come  here, 

And  count  our  weary  hearts'  indignant  beatings, 
We  close-caged  playthings  of  your  Sunday  cheer ! 

Your  anti-slavery  sympathies  extend 

From  biped  up  to  quadruped,  my  friend  : 

Of  cages  grant  more  than  a  change — an  end  ! 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHAKIVA1U. 


29,  187G. 


ON    GUARD! 

THE  folio-wins  communica- 
tions, headed  '  '  The  Brigade 
of  Guards,"  and  apparently 
intended  for  the  columns 
of  a  respected  contem- 
porary, have,  recently  found 
l]i.ir  way  into  Mr.  Punch's 
Letter  Box  :  — 

January  22,  1870. 
SIR, 

I  AM  proud  to  suy 
I  belong  to  the  old  school, 
and  hate  your  new-fangled 
notions     about    humanity, 
kindness,   and   the  rest  'of 
it.     Why   should    not   the 
Guards  take  their  "  Sentry 
go"  with  the  rest  of  the 
Service  J"   The  Duke,    Sir. 
wouldnever  have  permitted 
men  to  shirk  their  duty. 
liy  degrees  we   are   losing 
everything.     Stocks,    and 
the    tine     old     regulation 
knapsack,      are      already 
things  of   the   past,    and, 
doubtless,  before  my  name 
is  erased  from  the  Army 
List,  the  chaeo  (spell  it  that 
way.   Sir,  ride  the   Queen's 
Jli'ij  illations)  will  also  have 

d  to  exist. 

Remember,  Sir,  that  Soldiers  are  not  Boarding-School  Misses. 
They  should  be 
everywhere  at  a 
not?    Remember    ,.  ________  .__ 

Sir.    Give  the  Guards  lots  of  night  sentry  work.    Yes,  and  let  'em 
do  it  without  their  great  coats. 

You  may  ask  me  if  I  have  ever  done  anything  of  the  sort  myself. 
The  question  is  impertinent,  but  I  answer  you.  No,  Sir,  I  have  not. 
I  am  a  General  Officer,  Sir,  and  have  spent  the  greater  part  of  my 
life  at  Bath  and  Cheltenham.  There,  Sir  ! 

Yours,  indignantly, 
The  Pump  Room.  RETIRED  HALF-PAT. 


grH 


January  22,  1876. 


IN  these  days  of  progress  we  cannot  pay  any  attention  to 
the  old-fashioned  traditions  of  the  past.  Of  course,  I  know  that 
history  (a  subject  I  had  to  take  up  many,  many  months  ago)  records 
the  glorious  doings  of  our  Army  when  it  was  ill  fed,  ill  clothed,  and 
(from  an  educational  point  of  view)  badly  officered.  But  then  our 
victories  were  won  when  an  ensign  scarcely  knew  the  difference 
between  an  angle  and  an  angel.  In  my  opinion,  night  sentry 
duty  is  utterly  useless.  Were  the  sentry-boxes  fitted  up  as  studies, 
or  lavatories,  the  case  would  be  different.  If  a  Private  could  devote 
a  few  hours  of  the  night  to  reading  chemistry,  and  the  higher 
branches  of  mathematics,  1  would  be  the  very  last  man  in  the 
world  to  say  him  nay  ;  but  merely  to  march  up  and  down  a  beaten 
path  without  purpose  and  vaguely  is  quite  repugnant  to  common 
sense.  I  am  well  aware  that  the  General  Officer  commanding  the 
district  in  which  my  regiment  is  stationed  disagrees  with  my  con- 
clusions ;  but  then,  although  his  experience  may  be  somewhat  larger 
than  mine,  I  do  not  think  he  could  compete  with  me,  with  any 
prospect  of  success,  in  an  examination  carried  on  with  a  view  to 
testing  our  respective  knowledge  of  Hebrew,  Greek,  and  modern 
languages. 

1  may  say,  I  have  devoted  a  considerable  portion  of  my  life  to  an 
analysis  of  this  important  question.  I  —  but  here  I  am  obliged  to 
break  off,  as  the  Adjutant  has  just  conveyed  to  me  the  commands  of 
my  Colonel  to  immediately  present  myself  in  the  barrack  square  -for 
tin-  purpose  of  acquiring  some  knowledge  of  a  rather  difficult 
military  manoeuvre.  I  allude  to  the  exercise  called,  in  civilian 
circles,  "the  Goose  Step." 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Yours,  very  faithfully, 

Mudborough  Barracks  A  SUB-LIEUTENANT. 

and  the  New  Junior  University  Club. 

January  22,  1876. 

I  AM  finite  afraid  to  write  to  you  !  And  I  would  not  see 
my  nnnif  in  the  papers  for  in,rldx  .'  lint,  then,  I  do  so  like  the 

that  I  cannot  help  feeling  some  sympathy  for  the  Men.  I 
know  1  am  >;•>•>/  silly,  but  I  do  think  that  night  sentry  duty  is 


u-rong.  Of  course,  in  the  day  time,  there  should  be  Soldiers  at  the 
gates  of  Marlborough  House  to  salute  the  Prince  and  the  dear 
'Princess,  and  the  darling  Royal  Children.  If  there  were  not,  how 
could  they  turn  out  the  Guard,  or  whatever  it  is,  when  a  Royal 
carriage  passes  ?  But  at  night  no  one  can  see  the  sentries,  and  they 
are  therefore  useless — now  are  they  not?  I  am  sure  the  dear 
Princess  can  care  very  little  for  all  this  State  on  her  return  from  a 
ball  or  Hie  opera.  I  know  /  don't  care  a  bit  for  the  coachman's 
touch  of  the  hat  when  /get  out  of  the  carriage  at  two  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  Of  course  the  Guard  being  turned  <»d  is  much  nicer  and 
ill-tinder,  but,  then,  what  is  the  use  of  it  if  you  can't  sue  it  ? 

I  think,  unless  the  sentries  can  be  lii/htcd  11/1  with  the  lime-light, 
or  something  of  that  sort,  at  night,  they  ought  to  be  discontinued. 
Don't  //mi  .' 

Yours,  very  sincerely, 

South  Kensington.  A  Yorara  LADY. 


BXK, 


January  22,  1876. 

NIGHT  sentry  duty  is  a  decided  mistake.  It  makes  our  men 
discontented,  and  sends  them  into  the  hospital.  Give  them  three 
e\1ra  meals  of  meat  a  day,  and  let  them  have  one  hundred  and 
lil'teen  extra  reading-room's,  and  the  Brigade  will  never  be  at  a  loss 
for  recruits. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  yours  obediently, 
Army  and  Nary  Club.  AN  Kx-GuAKDs'  SURGEON. 


SIR, 


January  22,  1876. 

NIGHT  sentry  duty  is  an  excellent,  thing.    It  makes  our  men 
heroes,  and  is  an  admirable  remedy  for  coughs  and  colds.     Give 
them  rather  less  food  and  close  the   exercise-destroying  reading- 
rooms,  and  the  Brigade  will  never  be  at  a  loss  for  recruits. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Yours,  obediently, 
Army  and  Xary  Club.  LATE  A  SURGEON  IN  THE  GUARDS. 

g  January  22,  187G. 

THE  whole  Brigade  of  Guards  consists  of  875  men.  Out  of 
these  875  men,  no  less  than  17,643  are  constantly  in  hospital,  on 
account  of  night  sentry  duty.  Surely,  these  figures  speak  for  them- 
sclves  !  \ours,  accurately, 

Hackney.  A  GREAT  ARMY  REFORMER. 

g  January  22,  1876. 

NIGHT  sentry  duty  is,  undoubtedly,  bad  for  the  Guards. 
The  men  are  deprived  of  their  beds  three  nights  out  of  six.  In  the 
Line  one  guard  night  in  seven  is  the  usual  average.  Besides  this, 
London,  Windsor,  and  Dublin  life  has  its  temptations.  Might  not 
a  Line  Regiment  occasionally  relieve  the  Guards  ?  Out  of  the 
season,  for  instance,  why  should  not  the  Highlanders  come  to  Town, 
and  thus  permit  the  Bearskins.to  have  a  glimpse  of  Bonnie  Scotland  ? 

Yours,  authoritatively, 
London  and  Elsewhere.  COMMON  SENSE. 


ACTORS  AT  HOME. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  'at  Florence  has  lately  favoured  a  London 
journal  with  details  of  SALVINI'S  domestic  life.  This  will  render 
the  following  facts  all  the  more  interesting  :— 

MR.  PHELPS,  the  veteran  exponent  of  so  many  grand  Shakspearian 
characters,  it  is  not  generally  known,  has  apartments  at  the  top  of 
the  Lambeth  Shot  Tower.  He  lives  here  in  comparative  loneliness, 
with  fifteen  grandchildren,  to  whom  he  gives  lessons  in  elocution 
during  six  hours  of  the  day.  In  his  ordinary  conversation  his 
utterance  is  very  rapid,  and  delivered  in  a  shrill  counter-tenor, 
which  has  a  peculiar  effect  on  those  who  hear  him  in  private  for  the 
first  time.  It  has  been  kept  secret  for  a  long  time,  but  we  believe 
we  are  not  indiscreet  in  making  it  public  that  this  tragedian  likes 
nothing  so  well  as  athletic  sports  ;  and  indeed,  when  not  otherwise 
engaged  at  Christmas  time,  he  appears  as  the  Boneless  Wonder  at 
a  popular  Circus.  He  has  two  performing  Poodles  which  he  is  going 
to  introduce  very  soon  to  a  London  audience,  and  which  it  is  expected 
will  be  the  rage  next  Season. 

MR.  CHARLES  MATHEWS,  the  genial  light  comedian  of  this  and 
last  century,  is  popularly  supposed  to  -be  in  Calcutta.  It  really  is 
his  grandson  who  is  now  performing  in  India,  but  the  resemblance 
is  so  striking  as  to  deceive  his  most  intimate  admirers.  MR. 
MATIIKWS  himself  is  now  at  Twickenham,  where  he  may  be  seen  any 
morning  sculling  between  Maidenhead  and  Oxford.  His  constitu- 
tional "pipe-opener"  over,  he  retires  to  his  study,  where  he  is 
correcting  proofs  of  an  annotated  edition  of  PLATO'S  Dialofites,  with 
an  interlinear  translation  into  Sanskrit.  At  the  same  time  his  love 
for  the  footlights  will  not  allow  him  to  remain  at  nights  away  from 
the  Stage.  Every  Monday,  Wednesday,  and  Friday  he  takes 
MR.  GEORGE  CONQUEST'S  place  in  the  Crab  at  the  Grecian  Theatre. 

MK.  SOTHKRN,  the  inextinguishable  Lord  Dundreary,  has  home 
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tastes  far  different  from  those  lie  is  usually  credited  with.    Heholds 
a    Spelling    HIT   e\ery  moniini.'   in    liis   quiet    little   home   in  Thistle 
Grove,  wEioh  tin-  Members  of  the   1'ress  are  earnestly  entreated  to 
jdin.    After  luneli,  whii-li  consists  usually  of  a  cold  crumpet  and  a 
of  liquid  magnesia,  he   repairs  to  the   Ymmtf   -Man's   liii]iroyenient 
Society's   Rooms   in    Sloane   Street,   and   frives  a    lecture,  which   he 
:  pri  t'aees  \\ilh  all   extract    from  one  of   BI.UK'S  Sermons.     The 
Series   of    Lectures   now  hrin^   delivered  is  mi  the    "  Privolil 
(iiuiiL,'-    Way    to    I.auirhtcr."       Mit.    SOTHI:I.-N  ftf«    cM-ry 

niorninir,  and    cooks  his  own  simple,   meal  of  oatmeal  porridge  and 
ploy,  , 

Mi;.  TOOI.I:,  whose  verv  name  convulse,  a  London  audience,  in  the 
privacy  of  his  everyday  life  is  of  very  Mcetio  habits,  lie  retires  to 
bed  us  soon  as  lie  leaves  the  (iaiety  a  name  lie  Would  willingly 
change  if  he  could),  in  order  that  he  may  rise  with  the  lark,  to 
pursue  his  favourite  occupation  of  fctchinir  from  the 

suburban  streams  to  till  the  baskets  of  a  i/rateful  tribe  of  coster- 
mongers.  In  the  afternoon  he  ]  the  Cabmen's  Mutual  Aid 
Society,  under  the  name  of  Mit.  I,AWKI:\<  !•:,  and  is  remarkable  for 
his  reserved  and  austere  manner.  It  is  an  extraordinary  fact  that 
Mi;.  TOOI.I:  is  widely  known  under  another  name  as  a  frivat  artist, 
being  probably  the  only  representative  of  the  classical  painters  left 
in  England.  I'p  to  the  present  time,  hi  u  of  a 
si xe  to  keep  them  out  of  the  Uoyal  Academy.  He  is  now  i  n_ 
on  a  picture  thirty-two  feet  l>y  eighteen  :  subject,  "The  finding  of 
what  is  left  of  tile  body  of  HAROLD,"  which  will,  doubtless,  he  the 
hit  of  the  in  \t  exhibition  in  Hurlington  House.  On  Sunday-. 
Mil.  TOOL r.  is  it  constant  attendant  at  tin-  Tabernacle,  and  allows 
himself  one  glass  of  Ipecacuanha  wine  at  dinner. 


ENGLAND'S    BOARD    SCHOOLS    AND    BEEF. 

I',    swear     by 
Roast  Beef; 

but  the  Kn- 
g  1  i  simian's 

food 

Is     bounded 
by  (' 

simple  anil 
rude. 

"V  ;  Too  much 
of  a  good 
thing  is 
not  always 
good— 

Though  it  be 
the  Roast 
Beef  of  Old 
England ; 
Ay.  e'en  the 
Old  English 
Koast  Beef. 

And  now  b. 
grown   so   enor- 
mously deal- 
That  none  but  the 
rich,   every  day 

the1  year 
Can  afford,  if  they 

choose,  such  ex- 
pensive good 
cheer 

As,  O  the  Koast  Beef  of  Old  En-land, 

And  0  the  Old  English  Roast  B 

There  's  need  for  the  working  and  family  man 
To  have1  his  food  made  go  as  far  as  it  can, 
And  'twere  far  from  the  most  economical  plan 

To  buy  the  Koast  lieef  of  Old  En-land, 

The  costly  Old  English  Koast  lieef. 

Then  train  up  young  women  in  Conk  cry  Schools, 
That  people  may  follow  Frugality's  rules,    • 
And  save  money  spent  by  improvident  fools, 

\Vho  L'iir-e  the  Roast  lieef  of  Old  England, 

The  very  Old  English.  Koast  Beef. 

The  School-Hoard  of  London,  in  that  happy  thought, 
Resolved  girls  should  learn  what  of  all  things  they  ought, 
The  lore  of  the  Kitchen  are  havintr  them  tauirht, 

To  cook  the  Koast  lieef  of  Old  England, 

Nor  only  Old  English  Roast  lieef. 


And  Bristol  succeeds  in  the  Capital's  wake, 
And  Bi  i  KM  \STI  K  teaches  her  children  to  make 
All  manner  of  dishes  whereof  to  partake, 

Besides  the  Koast  Beef  ot  'old  En-land, 
The  changeless  Old  English  Roast  li'    ;. 

Their  minds  stored  not  only  with  learning  of  books, 
Whilst  taught  to  lx>  scholars  they  I,  urn  to  be  cooks, 
For  the  wise,  an  attraction  e\  .<!  l.mks. 

\Ve  IOM-  till-  I!".!  mil. 

Yet  don't  always  like  Kiiirlisli  U<M>! 

O  keep  not  to  national  cliildreii  confined 
The  culture  ni"--t  meet  tor  the  feminine  mind, 
As  though  your  fine  Ladies  were  only  designed, 
To" eat  the  Koast   Beef  of  Old  F.n-jland, 
And  much  more  than  the  English  1: 

\or  in  Hoard  Schools  alone  cans,-  young  girls  to  pursue 

The  study  to  females  especially  due, 

Teach  Iii>ardin<r-Sehool  L'irN  how  to  fry,  boil,  ai. 

And  mince  the  lluast  Heef  of  Old  KnglaS^, 
And  so  vary  cold  Knglisii  Koast  B 


THE   SNOB'S  1'KOGRKSs. 

Mi;.  I'rxcit  now-a-days  has  rarely  reason  to  complain  of  the  b 
incut  he  receives  at  the  hands  of  his  contemporaries.     Ycais  ago  his 
articles  used  to  be  pirated  ill   the  most  unceremonious  manner,  but 
>iuce  the  century  has  entered  into  its  second  half  the  ma- 
I'tii'i-h  has  usually  been  attached  to  the  good  iliim-  extracted  and 
reprinted  from  his  immortal  columns.     '[  asc,  it  is  a 

little  annoying  to  find  a  highly  respectable  newspaper  publishing  a 
letter  which   was  .evidently  intended  for  the  London  Charicari. 


. 

Vivrou"  writes  as  follows  :  — 

"  An  ordinary  train  is  tinicil  tn  leave  tl.  tern  Station,  Oxford,  at 

.!  line  ID  Wilnry  and   l-\iirfonl  —  worked  by  the  Great 

i  n  Itailttay  i  '     '  ity  and  regard  for 

of  tlvir  pMengen.     (N.li.  —  This  M  flur  testimony,  und  not 

:«ticle.')     ii  ihe    l.itli  insi.,  tlo>  train  wag  unusually 

full.    The  time  for  starting  arrived,  but  there  was  no  departure.    After  a  ten 

ininutrs'  pause,  passengers  began  to  be  restive,  and  inquiry  to  be  made  ;  and 

a  little  pressure  elicited  the  fact  that  we  were  '  waiting  for  the  HON.  MR.  —  , 

who  had  telegraphed  to  the  Station  Master  to  keep  the  train  for  him.'    It 

further  appeared  that  the  '  honourable  '  traveller  expected  to  arrive  at  the 

London  and  North-  Western  Station  at  Oxford  fire  minut«i  after  the  Great 

Western  train  by  which  ho  desired  to  travel  should  hare  left  that  station  ; 

and,  as  the  two  stations  are  some  live  minutes'  walk  apart,  a  compliance  with 

this  request  must  involve  a  delay  of  about  ten  minutes,  and  did  in  fact  detain 

the  train  for  twenty  minutes  precisely.     While  this  information  was  being 

obtained,  the  Great  Western  Station  Master  prudently  remained  in  ambush, 

leaving  his  subordinates  to  encounter  angry  reproaches.    But  it  seemed  to  be 

clearly  understood  that  this  twenty  minutes'  detention  occurred  to  oblige  a 

single  intending  passenger,  and  not  by  the  authority  of  the  Superintendent  of 

the  line." 

la  not  this  delicious?  And  yet  this  excellent  story  appears  in 
these  columns  at  second  hand.  The  selfish  kaBevtixMtoe  of  "the 
I  [ox.  MB.  --  ,"  and  the  cringing;  servility  of  "the  official  in  am- 
bush," are  equally  ludicrous.  It  is  strange  so  capital  an  anecdote 
should  appear  in  a  paper  usually  deToted  to  pure  serious  autter. 
Mr.  Punch  knows  wiat  the  story  can  not  be  true,  because  time  and 
trains,  like  to-day,  wait  for  no  man.  And  yet  the  tale  is  related 
with  a  curious  affectation  of  veracity.  What  shall  Mr.  Punch  M»  ? 
Why,  this  :  that  if  the  story  is  true,  it  really  is  liis  duty  to  oall  the 
attention  of  the  (Jrcat  Western  Directors  tothc  conduct  of  their  pro- 
vincial Station  Master,  and  to  declare  the  seltish  ill-bred,  "low- 
form  "  traveller  to  be  none  other  than  that  anything  but  mythical 
personage  "the  HON.  MR.  SNOB." 


Brutes  In  and  Out  of  Boots. 

"  POLICE  Constable.  22  C,  said  that,  while  on  duty  on  Monday  night  in 
Crown  Street,  he  saw  the  prisoner  knock  a  woman  down,  kick  her,  und  jump 
on  her  body.  It  was  elicited  by  the  Magistrate  that  the  prisoner  had  no  boots 
on:  and  the  Magistrate  said,  '  had  the  prison*'  r  worn  boots  at  the  time,  he 
would  have  sent  him  to  prison  for  three  months,  instead  of,  aa  he  did,  for 
two  month*.'" — The  Times,  Wednesday,  Jan.  19, 1876. 

So,  now  the  ronprh  knows  the  tariff.    To  jumping  on  a  woman, 
with  boots  on,  three  months.     To  juinpinp  on   a  woman  wi; 
hoots,  two  months.     No  doubt,  by  a  parity  of  reasoning,  the  amuse- 
ment mip-ht  Ix?  indulged  in  in  slippers  for  a  month  ;  and  in  bare  feet 

for  a  week  ! 

<;n:si;  THAT  TVII.I.  Turkish  Bond- 

holders. 
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WHAT    OUR    WALTZING    IS    COMING    TO. 

Distinguished  Foreigner.  "  VOULEZ-VOUS  ME  FAIRE  L'HONXEUR  DE  DANSER  CETTE  VAI.SE  AVEC  MOI,  MEESS  MATILDE?" 
Miss  Matilda  (an  accomplisJieti  Waltzer).    "  AVKO   PLAISEER,  MONSIEUR.      QUELLE  EST  VOTKU  FORME— LE  '  LURCH  DS  LIVERPOOL,' 
LE  'Dip  DS  BOSTON,''  ou  LE  'KICK  DS  RATCLIPPE  HIGHWAY?'" 

[  We  have  feebly  tried  to  represent  the  "  Batcliffe  Highway  Kiek,"  which  at  present  is  only  danced  in  the  very  best  society,  and  confers  a 
great  air  of  distinction  on  the  performers.  


TURKEY  PIE  (A  PASSAGE  FROM  AN  INTERNATIONAL  DRAMA). 
SCENE — A  Banqueting  Hall.    Table  spread.    The  Three  Emperors  discovered. 

First  Emperor.  And  so,  my  dear  Brothers,  you  have  quite 
exoused  me  for  taking  the  initiative  ?  You  see,  it  had  to  be  done 
by  somebody,  and  so  I 

Second  mill  Third  Emperors  (together).  Oh,  certainly  ! 

First  Emperor.  Permit  me  to  thank  you. 

Second  Emperor.  And  you  neither  of  you  doubt  my  honourable 
intentions  ?  You  do  not  imagine  that  I  wish  to  take  an  unfair  share '? 

First  and  Third  Emperors  (together).  Oh,  certainly  not ! 

Second  Emperor.  Permit  me  to  thank  you. 

Third  Emperor.  And  you  do  not  doubt  for  a  second  that,  in  spite  of 
my  last  highly  successful  war,  I  now  wish  to  keep  the  peace ':  You 
do  not  imagine  that  I  consider  our  alliance  a  convenience  for  the 
moment,  and  not  a  lasting  reality  ? 

First  and  Second  Emperors  (together).  Oh,  certainly — we  mean, 
oh,  certainly  not !  In  fact,  we  mean  what  you  mean. 

Third  Emperor.  Permit  me  to  thank  yea. 

Enter  BRITANNIA. 

First  Emperor  (irith  much  politeness).  Dear  Madam,  we  are  "so 
glad  to  see  you.  We  thought  you  would  come.  Pray,  sit  down. 

Britannia  (firmly).  But  my  little  business-transaction  with  the 
KHKDIYE  V 

First  Emperor.  Is  forgiven — nay  approved ! 

Britannia  (hesitating).  And  my  traditional  policy? 

First  Emperor.  Is  forgotten.  And  if  all  our  kind  friends  in  the 
rest  of  Europe  are  but  pleased  with  our  present  disinterested  and 
altogether  unselfish  arrangements,  why  then  Austria 

Second  Emperor.  And  Russia 

Third  Emperor.  And  Germany Britannia.  And  England  ? 

The  Three  Emperors.   Ought  to  live  happy  ever  after ! 

(Tableau.     Curtain.     End  of  Prologue.) 


"ECCE  NOS  RURSUM." 

(Pantomimes,  Circuses,  and  Theatres.) 

"  Now,  by  our  troth,  but  we  must  see  this  Surrey,"  says  Some- 
body in  Somebody's  historical  play.  Mr.  Punch  repeats  it  in  refer- 
ence to  the  Pantomime  at  the  theatre  of  that  ilk — taken  all  round, 
and  VOKESES  apart,  emphatically  the  best  this  year.  That  is,  of 
the  theatrical  Pantomimes  proper.  Punch  must  be  allowed  to  keep 
a  special  niche  in  his  affections  for  the  high-chivalric  lling-Panto- 
mime,  Valentine  and  Orson  (with  such  a  beard),  at  HENGLER'S 
Circiue,  where  BIBB  the  Inimitable  almost  succeeds  in  ousting 
"  SANDY"  himself — now  a  Sangerian  instead  of  a  Henglerian — from 
our  dear  loves.  The  two  stand  like  a  brace  of  Circus  Arcadians, 
"  Et  cantare  pares  et  respondere  parttti,"  the  crowning  clowns  of 
their  generation.  Altogether  HENGLER'S  opens  to  us  a  round,  or, 
should  we  not  say.  circle,  or  circus,  or  cirque  of  delight ;  and  as  the 
joy  of  children  is  the  sauce  royal  for  all  Christmas  feasts  of  fun,  give 
us  one  Circus,  with  a  clown  like  BIBB  or  SANDY,  SANDY  or  BIBB, 
and,  better  still,  three  Circuses — for,  besides  HENGLER'S,  have  we 
not  SANGER'S  at  Astley's,  and  UI/AEKLLI'S  in  Holborn— before  many, 
nay,  before  most,  theatres. 

"Currite  Servi." 

"  At  the  Madras  Club  nine  different  curries  flavoured  by  as  many  different 
chutneys,  were  served  to  His  Koyal  Highness." 

"  Our  Own,"  with  the  Prince. 

THREE  times  three  curries  thrice  three  chutneys  flavour ! 

Byculla's  plats,  if  not  their  plots,  so  thicken, 
One  thing  the  native  Cooks  won't  curry — favour, 

By  surfeiting  the  Prince  with  curried  chicken ! 


ADVICE  ox  THE  BUBIALS  BILL.— Bury  your  animosities. 
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CAVEAT    NAVIGATOR. 


M.MF. 


torpedoes  should    have   been 


recent    rovola- 
have  rendered 

it  almost  impera- 
tive that  intending 
voyagers  by  any 
ocean  steamers,  with 
the  exception  of  cer- 
tain favoured  ones, 
upon  which  Mr. 
Punch  occasion- 
ally, Camillalike, 
"skims  the  main," 
should  make  care- 
ful investigations 
and  arrangements 
1»  'tore  purchasing 
their  tickets. 

Themtendingpas- 
senger  should  claim 
the  right  of  exa- 
mining the  entire 
cargo,  in  order  to 
ascertain  whether 
any  dynamite  is  on 
board. 

After  this,  a  care- 
ful inspection  of  the 
coals      should     be 
made,  in  case  any 
introduced  among  them.      As  each 


lump  would  have  to  ho  examined  separately,  this  might  occupy 
some  time,  but  to  the  apprehensive  mind  it  would  be  indispensable. 

This  done,  the  water-tight  compartments  should  be  carefully 
examined,  the  intending  passenger  claiming  the  right  to  close  them 
and  fasten  thorn  with  padlocks,  the  keys  of  which  he  should  imme- 
diately place  in  his  pocket. 

A  descent  into  the  lower  hold  would  then  be  necessary,  in  order  to 
ascertain  whether  any  mechanical  "  rats  "  were  at  work,  or  ready  to 
begin  their  work  of  boring  holes  through  the  ship's  bottom. 

Presuming  that  all  had  gone  well  so  far,  an  arrangement  should 
be  made  with'the  captain,  by  which  the  intending  passenger  should 
be  at^liberty  to  see  that  every  light  is  extinguished  on  board  at  a 
given  "hour,  while  insisting,  besides,  on  the  right  of  keeping  for 
himself  a  private  look-out  ahead  as  a  precaution  against  collisions, 
particularly  in  quarters  frequented  by  "Her  Majesty  a  cruisers. 

After  being  rowed  round  the  vessel,  in  order  to  inspect  the  load- 
line,  it  would  be  advisable  that  the  intending  passenger  should  go 
ashore'and  make'his  will,  at  the  same  time  taking  >  tender  farewell 
of  his  friends,  and  relatives. 

These  few  preliminaries  being  adjusted,  there  would  be  no  objec- 
tion to  paying  for  the  ticket  and  proceeding  again  on  board,  it 
being,' of  course  xinderstood  that  the  intending  passenger  has  a 
Hnyton  dress,  or,  perhaps,  a  collapsible  boat  in  preference,  and  (if 
his"  means  permit)  has  chartered  a  private  steamer,  or  stout  sea- 
going tug,  to  sail  in  company  with  the  vessel  in  which  he  is  going, 
in  case  of  accident. 

Other  precautions  might,  of  course,  be  taken,  but  the  above  would, 
we  believe,  go  far  towards  trauquillising  a  nervous  temperament,  and 
even  ensuring  sound  sleep,  at  more  or  less  widely  separated  intervals 
of  time. 

EXPERIMENT  IN  STREET-CLEANING. 

READERS  of  the  Rock  will  probably  rejoice  to  find  it  therein  stated 

that— 

"  A  Carman  was  brought  on  Tuesday  before  tho  Lour>  MAYOR,  charged 

with  unluwt'ullv  uslns  profane,  indecent,  and  obscene  language  ill  Billings- 
gate Market.  'Ihe  oharge  was  made  at  the  instance  of  a  Committee  appointed 
at  a  recent  warduiote  for  the  purpose  of  endeavouring  to  put  down  the  practice 
of  using  foul  language." 

This  Carman  might  as  well  have  carried  coals  tn  Newcastle,  as 
bad  taagnspe  to  Billingsgate.  We  are  told  he  was  dismissed  with  a 
caution  from'his  Lordship,  which  we  hope  may  render  him  more 
cleanly  in  his  speech. 

Perhaps,  when  Billingsgate  is  purified,  and  the  neighbourhood 
adjacent,  the  Committee  may  exteud  their  work  to  the  West  End. 
A  stroll  on  Sunday'in  the  Parks,  or  the  thoroughfares  contiguous, 
might  convince  them  that  bad  language  is  not  confined  to  Billings- 
gate, and  that  juvenile  offenders  need  to  he  corrected  quite  as  fully 
as  adults.  Filthy  words  are  used  by  children  of  both  sexes,  who 
appear  to  take  a  pleasure  in  bawling  them  aloud.  How  to  cleanse 
these  little  foul  mouths  is  a  great  social  question,  which  we  fear  that 


the  Committee  (to  whom  we  wish  good  speed  most  heartily)  will  find 
it  hard  to  solve.  In  morals,  as  in  medicine,  a  foul  tongue  is  a 
certain  indication  of  disease,  and  when  children  are  afflicted  with 
it,  they  may  he  bettered  sometimes  by  a  dose  from  Dr.  Birch. 


A  WARNING    I' ROM    M'lTIVE. 

BRITANNIA!  Hoy!  Belay,  mv  lass !  What  's  all  this  yarn  1  hear 
About  this  last  new  notion  of  the  go-ahead  Kii'-nnccr  '•: 

Come,  take  a  seat  here  at  my  feet,  whei ft  you  've  sat  :md  heard 

Your  old  salt-sea-sire's  voice,  whose  ring  your  blood  has  CUT  >t  irrcd. 

Of  late  you  've  used  me  snurvily.     I  've  blushed  for  very  shame 
At  things  that  brutes  and  bunglers  have  dmie  to  s,,il  your  name  : 
Scuttled  ships,  sunken  seamen,  and  Shuc-Circul: 
The  sort  of  tilings  to  feed  my  pride,  or  keep  your  blue  from  blot. 

Borrow  and  WEBB  I  winked  at.     I  liked  the  Union's  grit. 

It'  the  Yankee's  gutta-percha  suit  seemed  to  ///<•  a  mistit, 

We  '11  pass  all  that.     But  this  new  game  is  coming  it  too  strong. 

Take  NF.I-'S  advice,  and  stop  it,  girl;  tho  C.K.'s  are  all  wrong. 

The  best  gift  you  owe  destiny  is  old  NKP'S  emerald  ring, 
'I'n  break  it,  for  whatever  bribe,  will  never  blessing  In 
Your  Kii'-'incers  are  clever,  but  they'll  serve  you  ill  who  seek 
To  rob  you  of  the  safeguard  of  your  guarding  Silver  Streak. 

I  set  you  'midst  my  subject  seas  and  girdled  in  with.foam 

Your  isle  for  freedom's  fortress,  its  altar  and  its  homo. 

Beware,  lass,  how  you  break  the  spell !   Think  not  my  words  a  joke,— 

'Tis  sea-bonds  clinch  the  fibres  or  your  English  Hearts  of  Oak. 

To  bore  beneath  or  build  above  the  barrier  set  by  me 

Between  your  bastion  cliffs  and  foes  and  rivals  over-sea, 

Is  casting  carelessly  away  your  citadel's  best  guard, 

Where  patriot  vigilance  should  keep  its  keenest  watch  and  ward. 

Eh?    "  Selfish  insularity  "?    BRITANNIA,  my  lass, 
Don't  be  the  fool  of  phrases !     Helpful  sympathy  will  pass, 
By  lightning  flash,  or  force  of  cash,  or  steel — should  need  arise  ; 
You  will  not  want  a  Tunnel,  girl,  to  carry  such  supplies. 

But  foot-dry  passage  fixed  and  fast  might  bring  your  foes  to  you, 

Or  help  your  mutineers, — such  may  be  in  every  crew. 

You  're  far  more  stout  than  ready,  watching  's  less  your  line  than 

fight, 
And,  should  they  take  you  by  surprise,  old  NEP  can't  help  your 

plight ! 

In  vain  your  ships  might  scour  the  seas  should  some  dull  blunderer 

doze, 

And  let  rogues  snatch  your  street-door  key  under  his  snoring  nose. 
You  've  had  some  lubbers  in  your  crew.  How  would  a  Nelson  feel 
With  foes  who  'd  slip  from  shore  to  shore  beneath  his  very  keel  ? 

Though  all,  in  piping  times  of  peace,  are  welcome  to  your  land, 
Remember  that  Achilles'  heel  could  lame  Achilles'  hand. 
Seeing  old  NEP  has  served  you  well  by  setting  you  apart, 
The  safety  Nature  gave  you  do  not  you  give  up  to  Art 

Why  should  you  ?    What  are  doubtful  gains,  in  cash  or  comfort, 

weighed 

With  ne'er  so  faint  a  chance  of  foes  within  your  walls  conveyed? 
Are  shores  inviolate  a  boon  to  risk  with  calm  content, 
For  boo-hoo  of  sea-sick  tourists  or  bait  of  cent,  per  cent.  ? 

Nay,  let  the  Silver  Streak  still  roll  unbridged,  unbumnrBd  still, 
Still  girdle  with  its  shifting  sheen  stout  heart  and  strenuous  mil, 
Though  cosmopolitans  declaim  and  engineers  devise. 
It  means  security  from  shock,  and  safety  from  surprise. 

Self-centred,  billow-circled,  let  BRITANNIA  still  abide, 

Though  insular  not  isolate ;  swept  by  no  sudden  tide 

Of  foeman  or  of  fever-lit  from  any  foreign  shore, 

When  the  Red  Spectre  raves  abroad  or  war's  slipped ibau-dogs  roar! 

On  Opposite  Sides. 

MR.  PUNCH,  the  general  Arbiter  Elegautiarum,  being  asked  his 
opinion  of  the  present  Ladies'  dress,  with  his  usual  taste  and  readi- 
ness replied,  "I  highly  approve  the  present  fashion,  comprehending 
as  it  does  the  highest  graces  of  two  of  the  most  distinguished  types 
of  female  beauty— modelled  in  front  on  the  Venus  de'  Medici,  behind, 
on  the  Venus  de  Hottentot!  " 


WESTMINSTER  AQUAnnrM  THEATRE  (Programme).  —  Orerture : 
Tuiici-fili.  Fish  Out  of  JJ'tikr.  Sa'kiiiff  Plaice.  Whitebait  at 
firt-t'tiicich. 
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RECRIMINATION. 

Inhabitant  of  UM.  "I  SAY,  THEY'LL  PE  SPEAKING  FA-AR  PETTER  ENGLISH  IN 
UIST  THAN  IN  STYORNAWAY." 

Lass  of  the  Lewis.  "  PUT  IN  STYORNAWAY  THEY  'LL  NOT  PE  CAA-IN'  FUSH 
'  FEESH,'  WHATEFKR  ! " 


THE  LATEST  CREED. 

"  Let  MR.  ••••*»•  write  me  a  letter — a  calm  letter— and  .>«>/ 
lie  belief et  in  the  Devil,  and  I  will  give  him  the  Sacrament." — 
A  certain  Vicar.  Sec  Times,  Jan.  20. 

0,  CHURCH  of  England,  whither  dost  thou  wend, 
Driven  by  heady  Bishops,  Hectors,  Vicars  '•: 

Whose  altar-name,  ere  it  to  Heaven  ascend, 
Via  the  sulphurous  mouth  of  Hades  flickers. 

Your  life  in  charity  and  virtue  spend ; 

Abstain  from  rant  and  cant,  cigars  and  liquors ; 

Live,  like  Stylites,  on  the  loftiest  level — 

In  vain,  unless  you  own  a  personal  Devil. 

There  are  innumerable  devils,  surely  : 
The  printer's  devil  hath  his  share  of  fame  ; 

There 's  Menhistoplieles,  who  tempts  impurely ; 
There  's  sly  Asmodeus,  gossip-demon  laim-  : 

Old  Nick  from  a  bright  eye  may  peep  demurely  ; 
There  are  blue  devils,  devilled  biscuits,  game — 

Punch,  who  has  known  more  than  one  atheist, 

Would  stare  to  meet  an  adiabolist. 

0  Vicar,  if  the  Devil 's  in  the  Creed, 

Is  he  the  Attorney-General  of  JOB, 
Who  is  allowed  his  run  of  ADAM'S  seed, 

A  dignitary  clad  in  wig  and  robe, 
Ornate  in  manner,  plausible  to  plead, 

The  Public  Prosecutor  of  the  globe  ? 
Or  has  he  horns,  tail,  hoofs,  whichj  if  you  scan  'em  all, 
Combine  into  a  graminivorous  animal  ? 

It  seems  a  satire  upon  things  religious, 
When  two  Archbishops  and  the  Chancellor 

Have  to  decide  betwixt  two  folk  litigious 
Whether  the  Devil  is  or  is  not,  or — 

Seeing  the  might  of  Love  and  Power  prodigious — 
How  the  deuce  he 's  to  be  accounted  for. 

The  cleric  mind  in  quarrels  seems  to  revel : 

Devil  or  none,  some  clerks  will  play  the  Devil ! 


QUITE  IX  THEIR  LINE. 

THE  question  has  been  asked  why  MR.  HOLMS  selected 
Sheffield  as  the  place  for  his  first  speech  on  Army  Re- 
form. He  knew  the  people  of  that  busy  manufacturing 
town  must  take  a  deep  interest  in  rank  and  file. 


THE  PLAGUE. 
Ma.  PUNCH, 

I  SEE  by  the  public  prints  that  a  paper  has  been  read  to 
show  there  is  a  "prospect  of  a  reappearance  of  Plague  in  this 
country  and  on  the  Continent  of  Europe.  The  Continent  of  Europe 
I  leave  to  others,  but  I  fearlessly  assert  that  Plague  has  never 
disappeared  from  England.  Mv  proofs  are  set  out  below.  I  challenge 
all  the  Medical  Officers  of  Health,  and  all  the  professional  journals, 
and  all  the  learned  societies,  to  gainsay  or  contradict  them. 

A  SUFFERER  OF  MANY  YEARS'  STANDING. 

What  a  plague  it  is  when  the  boys  are  all  home  for  the  holidays, 
and  there  comes  a  week  of  wet  weather ! 

What  a  plague  it  is  when  the  house  has  to  be  cleaned ! 

What  a  plague  tiresome  children  are ! 

What  a  plague  Kates  and  Taxes  are ! 

What  a  plague  Bills  are ! 

What  a  plague  Bores  are ! 

What  a  plague  it  is  when  your  wife  and  daughters  insist  on  your 
giving  a  dance ! 

What  a  plague  smoky  chimneys  are ' 

What  a  plague  Beggars  and  Organ-grinders  are  ! 

What  a  plague  Circulars  and  "  Appeals  "  are ! 

What  a  plague  it  is  when  the  Drains  have  to  be  looked  to,  or  the 
pipes  burst,  or  the  kitchen  boiler  gets  out  of  order ! 

What  a  plague—"  the  greatest  plague  of  life  "—Servants  are ! 


Fine  Opening  for  a  Young  Kan. 

IT  is  stated  that  the  vacant  Lordship  of  the  Treasury  is  to  be 
filled  up  by  the  appointment  of  VISCOUNT  CRICHTON.  The  new  Lord 
will  have  an  unexampled  opportunity  of  reviving  in  his  own 
person,  by  the  most  strenuous  devotion  to  the  duties  of  his  office, 
the  proud  title  of  the  "  Admirable  CKICHTON." 


THE  WEEN  v.  CURLING. 

SOME  young  Englishwomen,  whose  studies  are  limited  to  the  Fashion 
Books,  may,  probably  have  stared  at  the  following  announcement 
in  a  fashionable  Contemporary,  if  they  ever  read  anything  so 
rational  as  a  daily  paper : — 

"  A  DISCOURAGEMENT  TO  ORLERS.— The  Balmoral  Curling  Club,  which 
only  played  its  maiden  game  last  winter,  has  ceased  to  exist,  orders  having 
been  sent  to  all  the  members  of  the  Club  on  the  Koyal  estates  to  discontinue 
the  game." 

That,  however,  the  "  maiden  game  "  of  curling  has  nothing  to  do 
with  any  capillary  arrangement  will  he  deducible  by  the  least 
reasoning  of  young  Ladies  from  what  follows  : — 

"  HER  MAJESTY  is  understood  to  have  disapproved  of  the  game,  owing  to 
its  tendency  to  encourage  a  lore  for  whiskey.' 

It  must  be  obvious  to  the  meanest  capacity,  that  the  discouragement 
to  Curlers,  given,  according  to  the  above  statement,  by  Royal  pro- 
hibition, is  nothing  that  girls  have  any  occasion  to  trouble  their 
heads  about.  Though,  even  if  it  concerned  the  head-dress  at  all,  it 
would  not  concern  them ;  for  curls  are  not  fashionable,  and  it  is 
only  those  girls  who  think,  in  a  measure,  for  themselves,  and  possess 
some  little  mind  and  taste  of  their  own,  that  are  capable  of  curling 
their  hair,  if  curls  become  them  better  than  the  chignon,  or  top-knot, 
or  whatever  it  is  called,  howsoever  grotesque,  which  is  the  general 


PLURAL  AND   SINGULAR. 


IRELAND  has  Home  Rulers.    When  the  Member  for  Hackney  is 
installed  at  the  War  Office,  England  will  have  a  HOLMS  Ruler. 


CONCLUSION  OF  A  CHEESEMONGER. — Mite  is  right. 
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TOLERANCE. 

The  Parson's  Daughter.  "I'M  GLAD  TO  HEAE  THAT  YOU  DON'T  OWF.CT  TO  A,  FEW  CAM>LES 

nr.ixii  VI.ACKD  ox  THK  ALTAR  TJIKSF.  I.AIIK  KVKXINCIS,  .Mi:--.   l'>i:..wx  !" 

T/«!  Sexloness.    "  BLESS  YOU,  Miss,   I  sec  TIIF.V  WASN'T  Jlou.t.v  CANDLES — ONLY 
smrs  r " 


THE  FIEST  CABINET  COUNCIL  OF  THE  YEAE. 

WHAT  TIIKV  DID. 

TUKY  assembled  round  a  largo  fire  -an  admirable  receptacle  for  Admiralty  Minutes  and 
Sl:i%e  Circulars.  Seme  OBQ  added  1ml  In  it:  who  it  was  is  nut  clear.  A  great  waste-paper 
basket  standing  handy  was  also  nut  withmit  its  BOgvestivenew. 

They  talked  a  hunt  |t  lie  weather,  the  Hoods,  shipping  disasters,  thestate  of  the  nation,  and  — 
for  Nome-  of  the  Ministers  had  -walked — of  the  stn 

Then  they  commenced  business. 

~Mn.  DisitAF.i.i  proposed  a  riddle  (like  the  Sphinx),  and  alluded  to  some  Canal  Shares  he 
had  lately  liought.  • 

The  I  ,OKI>  CIUNCFU  011  placed  a  mark  in  one  of  the  many  treatises  on  the  New  Judicature 
Act  which  he  hud  lieen  reading,  and  laid  down  the  law. 

The  DrKK  OK  liiciiMiiMi,  |,I:\NO\.  |>UT,H;NY,  A TD  OOBDOX,  described  the  delightful 
sensation  of  feeling  like  four  single  Dukes  rolled  into  one. 

The  K\nr.  op  MXiareSBOTrt  played  with  a  seal. 

Alu.  SI:<-I:FTAKY  Cnoss  hummed  "  fluinr .'  Sin;-t  l/mnr.'" 

Mi:.  SI:(KI:IM;Y  II  \i;i>v  did  not  hum  "HOLMS,  sweet  llm.Ms!"  On  the  contrary,  he 
startled  his, colleagues  by  uttering  a  loud  War-cry  of  defiance.  Afterward-  he  calmed 
down,  and  asked  the  Council  their  opinion  as  to  the  correct  spelling  of  Mobilisation — 
whether  with  "z,"  or  "s." 

The  F.AKI.  or  ('u:v\i;vn\  was  aagroued  with  Fi;ori>E. 

The  MAKQFIS  01  S\I.ISI;I:RY  related  an.  .'dote-  of  the  Prince's  tour  in  India,  and  minted 
"  OWFN  MKKKTIITII  "  ,1  />nif»is  of  I.OKII  I.YTTOX  going  to  "hear  the  leopard  in  the  hills. 

The  CHASCELLOB  OF  mi:  ExCBaSQUEB  looked  cheerful  and  happy  in  such  Friendly 
>.  Then  a  shade  passed  across  his  face.  Was  he  thinking  ot  the  Deputations  that 
awaited  him  before  Budget  night  :j  Hut  he  soon  brightened  up,  when  he  thought  of  the 
Probate  Duty  payable  on  I'.AKON  KoTHs.-im.n's  Will. 

Mi:,  (i.  \\  \i;i!  llrvr  sat  plunged  in  deep  reverie,  and  was  silent  for  many  (Admiralty! 
minutes  together.  Perhaps  he  was  reflecting  how  for  preferable  was  the  1!> .-u'cli  at  Quarter 

Sessions  to  the  quart <T-dcck. 


I.OKD.IOIIN  M  VNXI  us  didhis  liest  to  swell 
tlie   rrvruw)  of    his  own    department    by 

letter^  :ni.l  tending  tel,-rrains._ 
Tlie    Kuci.  01     IIKUI;!  ,  aiter   a  brief  con- 
sultation with  Ml:.  I>IM:M.].I  anil  one  or  two 
•inswereil    a  not.-   from  a  for.  ign  eor- 
resiiondent.  The  post-mark  was  "  Vienna," 
and  the  signature  "  AMUHS-I." 

llusiii.  ss  lieing  thus  concluded,  all  the 
inistirs  joined  in  a  Spelling  l'»c,  and 
d  it  so  thoroughly,  that,  when  the 
meeting  broke  up,  summon-. -s  w. T.-  imme- 
diately issued  for  another  <'al>im  '  Council 
and  another  Sjielling  Iteej  on  the  tallowing 
day.  

MAMMON'S    MKTAMOIMMI08IS. 

A  llri.l.  and  l!.-ar  foiretle 
In  friendly  and  convivial  chat ; 
•her  they  are  wont  to  sup, 
igh  this  tear  down,  and  that  toss  up  : 
Huth  look  for  i  ld<  n  rain, 

Both  drink  th  '  champagne  : 

I  loth  can  as, nine  a  human  shape 
More  palpable  than  DAHWIX'S  Ape. 

They  discussed  Stocks  of  all  descriptions. 
Spaniards,  Peruvians,  Turks,  Ki:y|>tian-  ; 
Each  had  his  visions  unsubst •>: ••       . 
And  prated  much  of  -<  hem««  financial, 
Aad  each  beyond  the  ..tin  r  w.  nt 
As  to  the  rijrht  amount  per  cent., 
While  Mr.  I'linch,  the  wise  and  witty, 
Who  does  no  business  in  the  City; 
..:ht  casual  words  (he  scorned  tol 
Watched  the  grim    gossips'    keen 

glisten, 

As  through  tliewo:  hi  they  took  their  range 
From   their  standpoint— the   Stuck  K.\- 

change, 

That  I'nrc  am-  cri-fx  of  Mammon  King — 
That,  fouler,  fatter,  Uettintr  Uing. 
Bull  and  Bear  gone,  Punch  felt  relieved, 
Yet  over  greed  and  folly  grieved. 
He  sipped  his  port  of  many  summers, 
Nectar,  uncorked  not  for  chance  comers — 
For  such  it  were  a  serious  sin 
To  tap  the  Poet  Laureate's -bin — 
And  thought  how  many  weak  outsiders 
Play  flies  to  these  stock -jobbing  spiders. 
Up  go  their  ticklish  wares,  or  down 
There 's  joy  or  panic  in  the  Town  : 
None  seem  to  se_e  that  down  or  up 
Means  nothing  in  an  empty  cup ; 
That  nations  which  their  coin  have  spent, 
Although  they  promise  ten  per  cent., 
Can  noverpay  you  five  or  three — 
Since  "What's  impossible  can't  he." 

Punch,  as  he  smoked  his  last  cigar, 

Blest  his  unspeculative  star, 

Pitied  tlie  fate  of  foolish  folk 

Who  '11  buy  an  egg  with  addled  yolk 

When  knaves  who  sell  with  might  and 

main 

Swear  'twill  one  day  be  fresth  again. 
His  verdict  on  the  case  is  thin  : 
There's  no  such  metamorp 
Till  blood  for  sawdust  out  of  dolls 
You  draw,  Turks  won't  tap  like  Consols. 
Though  Bears  that  hugand  Hulls  that  toss 
May  hocus-pocus  gain  and 
Though  with  their  "High,  Low,  Pmrto, 

,:•' 

Confounding  wits  of  owl  and  ass, 
They  ring  the  change-     In  re  and  t! 
From  Bear  to  Bull,.from  Bull  to  Bear! 


Topics  for  My  Trilogy. 
(Ofered  by  Sm  W.  V—  II—.  M.I1.,  to  hit 

1.    Sl'KT. 

•1.  S,  wage. 
3.  So;- 
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A    GOOD    HEARING    FOR    MASTER. 

(Hoitoui-ed  Quest  at  Vig  Country-house  is  invited  by  a/able  Butler  to  walk  through  the  Cellars.     After  passing  bins  innumerable  of  choicest 

Vintages,  they  come  to  a  cask  marked  "  WfUskey") 

Guest.  "An!  HA!    So  rou'rs  BEEN  LATINO  IN  THE  FASHIONABLE  DRINK,  I  SEE!     THE  DOCTORS  AKE  ALL  MAD  ABOUT  rr." 
Affable  Dialer.  "  YEZZIR— LESS  HACID,  THEY  SAY,   IN  GOOD  MALT  WISKY  THAN  IN  ANY  FOKM  OF  ALCO'OL.     I.'nt  TOOK  TO  IT 

MYSELF.      IN  FACT,    I   MAY  SAY   I  'VE  QUITE  GIVEN  UP  CHAMPAGNES,    CLARETS,    BURGUNDIES,    AND   'OcKS  !  " 


A  GREAT  BARGAIX. 

MR.  PTJITCH  is  prepared  to  sell  for  whatever  they  will  fetch  the 
following  assortment  of  valuable  articles,  being  the  contents  of 
his  waste-paper  basket  for  the  last  fortnight : — 

1347  Jokes  on  the  subject  of  Wales  being  in  India. 

Seven  Comic  Songs  with  the  refrain  of  "Tell  Mamma  we  are 
Happy." 

964  allusions  to  the  name  of  the  First  Lord  of 'the  Admiralty. 

233  Letters  containing  puns  on  the  name  of  MR.  CAVE. 

One  admirable  Riddle  on  the  same.  "  Why  is  the  KHEDIVE  like  j 
a  bear  ? — Because  he  has  got  a  Cave."  N.B. — The  name  and  address  • 
of  the  Author  of  this  production  will  be  included  in  the  Lot. 

One  letter  from  a  Gentleman,  asking  that  he  may  be  put  on  the 
Free  List  of  Punch,  and  be  supplied  with  all  the  back  volumes 
gratis,  on  the  ground  that  his  wife  s  uncle  once  sent  a  joke  to  Punch, 
which  was  not  inserted. 

Two  letters  from  Gentlemen  asking  why  the  "  bloted  arristocrasy  " 
is  not  more  stingingly  pitched  into. 

Thirty-two  Poems  in  praise'  of  various  popular  Actresses. 

Seventeen  Cartoons. 

Seventeen  letters  from  the  Authors  of  the  above  wanting  to  know 
why  they  are  not  used. 

Seventeen  more  letters  from  the  same,  severely  sarcastic,  and 
informing  Mr.  Punch  that  seventeen  horscwhippings  are  in  store 
for  him. 

5976  old  Joes,  cribs  from  back  numbers  of  Punch,  and  [misprints 
copied  out  of  country  newspapers. 


A  CONCISE  CRITICISM  ON  THE  NEW  COMEDY  AT  THE  GAIETY.— 
Sum  Total  =  Sam  Tattles. 


BIRDS  AND  FOWLERS. 

ACCORDING  to  a  letter  from  Rome  in  the  Union : — 
"The  MAKUVIS  OP  RI'FON  was  received  a  first  time  in  private  audience, 
and  attended  on  S«nday  at  his  Holiness' 8  mass  in  lus  private  ohapel.     In  n 
second  audience  his  Lordship  had  the  honour  of  presenting  to  tho  Holy 
Father  LADT  RIPON,  whose  early  conversion  is  hoped  for." 

Not  long  before,  the  MARQUIS  OF  RITON  had  presented  the  Pon: 
with  £10,000.  Some  people  and  their  money  are  soon  parted.  In 
presenting  his  wife  to  the  Holy  Father,  he  cannot  a«yet  be  said  to 
have  made  his  Holiness  a  still  handsomer  present.  That  he  will  bo 
fully  enabled  to  do  so  on  an  early  day,  however,  "  is  hoped  for."  In 
the 'pheasant-cover  it  used  to  be  a  saying  among  sportsmen  that 
"  where  the  cock  is,  the  hen  is  not  far  off."  The  parties  who  hope 
for  the  M.YRCHIONKSS  OF  RIPON'S  conversion  reckon,  perhaps,  without 
their  hostess,  and  pay  a  rational  Lady,  besides,  a  bad  compliment  if, 
in  reliance  on  that  saying,  they  fondly  .expect  that  where  the  gander 
has  gone,  the  goose  will  follow. 


Sic  Vos  non  Vobis  mellificatis,  Apes! 

How  doth  the  little  Spelling  Bee 

Test  orthographic  power, 
And  work  strange  spells  of  grammarye 

Out  of  each  platform-flower ! 

But  Bees  that  buz/  about  agree 

That  'tis  a  shocking  sight 
When  Ladies  of  good  family 

Take  shots,  and  don't  shoot  right. 


DEGREES  FOR  WOMEN. — Fair,  fairer,  fairest. 


Printed  by  Joseph  Smith,  of  No.  30,  Lara'ne  K/-ad  Holloway,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Mary,  Iflinrton.in  th"  Couniy  of  Middle.*-*,  at  th<>  Printing  Office*  of  Mpstrs.  Brndbury,  A  erne  w,  *  Co..  Iximbard 
fc.ieet,  ia  tbe  Prccinut  of  WhitcfrUit,  in  the  Cily  oflx-ndon,  ana  ^ub.isbtd  oy  him  at  N  ^,  S5,  Fltet  Street,  m  tlie  I'aribli  of  Ht.  Bride.  City  of  Lwiidon.— -S \TCRDAT,  JAUuarj-  ;fl,  IttfS. 
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OUR    REPRESENTATIVE"    IN     INDIA. 


route 


/Mirfiriilnr.1  - 

The    I'ie  Intime  —  Pros- 
pects. 
MY  VKUT  DKAH  Sin, 

You  did  not  get 

a  letter  from  me  last  week  because  the  weather  was  so  dreadfully  bad  there 
was  nothing  dump,  at  least  worth  mentioning.  The  Golden  Umbrella  was  of 
tin  nmre  use  against  those  severe  falls  in  Downpore  than  a  parasol  under  Mairara. 
Fortunately  we  were  well  entertained  liy  the  K.u.ui  OK  ixiioiu;,  and  so  did  not 
care  a  IK  nit  going  out. 

\Ve  had  tlie  Punjabbcrs  (native  jesters)  in  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  then  sat 
ilnwii  In  a  Spelling  1'iee.  1  gave  'em  a  word  which  floored.  them  all:  it  was 
"  //".•  I)-  K  OK  S-Tii-KT.-i)  borrowed  a  pocket  dictionary  from  tin 

ant-Secretary,  who  was  jud  on  the  point  of  handing  it  to  him,  when  1 
called  out,  in  excellent  Hindosiamv,  "On  si;  rut!"  and  mv  Accomplished  and 
Uoyal  Patron  observed,  with  more  severity  perhaps  than  the  occasion  actually 
required,  that  "if  they  couldn't  play  fair,  they  shouldn't  play  at  all,"  which 
' 

at  Cambridge. 


, 
intimation,  I  am  "'lad  t«>  :-a\  ,  had  tin   .1,    mil  effect. 

l.-iin  C-u-MiT-x  spelt    il    "  [/"(-/'/«"     ''iii  educated 

' 


"(-/'/ 
" 


L-Kii  It-K-s-K-lU)  spelt  it  "  lf~nrx/>"  and  lost  two  rupee,  liy  having  backed 
himself  to  win.  The  P-i:  OK  S-TII-UI.-ND  was  very  much  annoyed  on  beiii^ 
informed  that  "  /("(«/>"  was  a  mistake,  though  not  bad  phonetically  ;  and 
\V.  H.  K-ss-u,  accounted  for  his  rendering  of  it  as  "  ff7i«/w"  by  informing  us 
that  this  was  in  reality  tie  (',  hie  origin  of  the  word.  We  did  not,  how.\,i. 

five  him  a  -.eeoiid  chance,  and  ultimately  it  was  won  bv  my  •Learned  and 
'.\alted  <'ompaniou,  wlm,  with  tin-  g-mit<  -I  ease,  hit  it  off  correctly  the  very 
first  time  of  asking.  After  this  the  children  of  Sn;  ,|I:KJKK  .Ti'i-jiKHHoY  i-;imc  in 


and  played  hnr-i  s,  while  we  snj  round  the  room  on  cushions,  smokiiijr 

and  sipping  iinismi/i/i-f   a    ml  of  M>CI 1  EquorHJe-water  having  rather  the  Ihivom 

nl'  oysters).* 

After  this  the  children  were  taken  oil'  to  bed  hyStvui  [.II.I.MI  I.I  I.I.MIY,  tin 
Ayah  night-nurse,  who>c  sole  olliee  in  the  establishments  of  the  wealthiest 
Hindoos  is  to  soothe  the  children  to  sleep  with  a  sort  of  dull  monotonous 
snake-charming  melody. 

Then  SIII.TAK  HOI.KM:  tin-  HOI.KU:  licirL'eil  leave  to  introduce  some  love! \ 
Parses  Ladies,  and,  having  received  the  gracious  permission  from  my  most 


*     A     UOlCdaJt    or    Hiiliifn/i    is     MM    elephant'-     e:l>tle.     ailil    Hitsxnlljn;    wlii, 

nt  represents  himself  us  "  si  [.pin-."  i".  in  our  llieti.mary  at  least,  u  ••  t - ,,. 

We  are  IM\\  taking;  steps  I.,  ascertain  the  v.-raeity  ni'  mir  Representative  in  • 
details.     \\  e  have  ralle,!  at  tin-  liritUi  Mns.  um,  where  there  is  a  8[!li  mlid  lin-ii.  n 


h    our 


1'olite  and  Amiable  Cumpaninn,  the  "  most  I'arse,  -aide 
it  the  I'arsee  l.adic-.,"  as  I  whispered  to  my  lO.valted 

.Neighbour  (who  could  scarci  '•  countcaiance,  the 

okc  tickled  him   so  thoroughly),    were  presented    : 
hen,  taking  their  hands,  the  hand  struck  up,  and  we 

"Dan.rd  tin   1' 

Led  liy  the  Hoi  KAU;  " 

whose  height  is  commanding,  hut  who  can  do  hi-  st-  •]!•> 
with  the  grace  arid  light  a  llarlei|iiin.  \\'e  did 

not  unit  the  gay  and  brilliant  scene  until  the  majestic 
moon  had  slu  in  the  heaven.;,  wlp  n  \\esalli.  I 

forth  ill  search  of  mir  coat-,  hats,  anil  tin-  <i'.ld.:i 
I'mbrc-lla,  which  had  he.n  in  tin  kitchen  to  dry. 

On  leaving  the  Rajah's  hospital]  i.  tin  re  «a- 

jiiite  a  scene  between  me  and  the  faithful  slaves.  Tic 
fact  is  that  I  have  lie.  •nine  so  popular  6u1  lure  with  the 
i/liilis  and  oottffdr-Mrnpttht  generally,  who  know  what 

lll-lllllll     nut      ril-/>i;:t"     meall>     Well      elloll'.'h     '.N.I!.     A 

•Iciinin   Inndian  ,to-millah     .illuli  .'     tll's-milldh  .'     On 

nil/  mac  In'  it.'  as  the  Miissiilnien  say  out  here),  that  I 
can  do  titiiin.it  (ini/thinij  irif/i  tin  in,  tin  u  linih/.  If  1 
wished  to  go  in  for  A]  "  What  ho!  Apotheo- 

sis !  "—  Sn  \KSPI:\I;I:  as  I  sai.l  to  my  \\Ml-Kead  and 
Noble  Companion),  I  could  do  it  to-morrow  if  I  liked, 
and  Shiva,  Squiva,  Vishnu,  and  Vish'n-u-raany-happy- 
returns-of-the-day,  would  lie  nowiiere  amonp  the  Indian 
Deities.  They  hav  already  enni|ioMd  a  hymn  in  my 
honour,  lint,  tit  my  lion.  -aid,  7  irmi't  IUIIT  it  ut 

mi;/  jiriri-.     I  ha\.  them  //"/  to  do  it  till  I  am 

gone.     The  hymn  begins  thus  : 

••  (I  ti  rc\  e  ereht  saw  a  gih  ].. 

But  I  will  not  continue  what  in  your  cold  phleg- 
matic Saxon  country  ini"l.t  be  misconstrued  into  mere 
fulsome  adulation.  Still,  nitre  mms,  I  hurr  deserved  it, 
for  I  've  been  lui-isTi  iriffi  tin-  mln.  I  have  not  waited 
for  official  orders  from  head-quarters.  No,  I  have  been 
all  heart  and  pocket,  in  the  interest,  of  course,  of  the 
British  Dynasty  In  India.  So  free-handed  in  this  way 
have  I  been  as  to  have  justly  gained  the  sobriquet  of 
TIPPOO  SAHIB,  i.e.,  the  Sahib  who  tips.  Why,  my  dear 
friend,  with  a  neat  Durbar  twisted  round  my  head,  a 
Serai  in  my  hand,  and  some  walnut  juice  on  my  face,  I 
might  be  Imperial  Shah  of  all  the  Indies  any  hour  of 
the  day.* 

But  far  from  me  be   any  even  ghost  or  shadow  of 
such  an  idea.    No  !    Loyally  I  will  ever  sing  — 
"  Send  her  victorious  ! 
Happy  and  glorious  ! 
Long-to-reign-o'er-i-ous  ! 
God  Sare  the  QUEEN  I" 

But  I  only  mention  the  above  facts  to  show  you  what 
can  he  done  by  u  littli-  attention  to  the  wants  of  a 

naturally  loyal  and  trusting  race. 

Talking  of  "trusting,"  in  consequence  .of  your  re- 
mittances not  having  arrived  in  time,  I  have  been  com- 
pelled to  adopt  the  system  known  in  India  as  that  of 
'/'//,7(.  This  plan,  which,  in  some  eases,  supersedes 
ready-money  payments,  was  imented  by  the  NoBOB  OF 
Onr.MT'lloKi:,  a  celebrated  Indian  financier,  who,  with 
SiiAHPfii,  of  Swindlia-  tin'  Sn.uti'i  n,  as  he  is  called 
here  —  contributed  so  largely  to  the  extensive  failures  of 
some  of  the  biggest  houses  in  Calcutta.  The  Nobob 
bolted,  and  the  unhappy  Snuirti:  was  arrested  at 
Aritsnr  —  a  sad  spectacle  of  another  good  man  gone 


Si  nd  cheque,  or  my  name's  Mister  Lpatne.  Addi'  B 
it  to  me  under  cover  to  my  friend,  the  HUN.  AMI  l!i:v. 
Snu'inM  Siidirr,  the  \Yivektory,  Crav  ^  ml.  It  will 
reach  me  quicker  than  if  you  si  nt  it  Miai^bt  out  lure. 
"  l>o  il'  i  mir  (I  \lil;ir.M.i:  !  "  as  the  old  i-honi:- 

has  it. 

We  are  all  doing  well.  My  Noble  and  Viry  Hard- 
working Friend  (for  he  tines  work  at  this  pleasure,  mind 
you  is  in  lirst-rate  health  :  but  some  of  the  yonnir  'nil  - 
in  the  suite  caught  colds  after  the  dance,  and  got  sore 


vi.-«.  an.l   every  information   aivcii  cm-n-.-tly    i/i-ntis.   and  mi   tli 

ew  with  an  inteli  ,,,|  Yard.     So  mn.'li  , 

''.     Still  it  is  hut  fair  tn  state  that,  as  yet,  we  have  11.1  proof  that  our  (  •    held'  in  his  h  ind  nny 

*••••  '—  rcpiv.-ciii.s  liinisell  a-  lieing,  i'..  .  ill  India.—  El).  Si,: 


*    Jin,-!,,if  inu^t  tic.  we   f  nicy,  a  lni>t:ikc  iii  the  telci_"r:i|iliy  l'»r 

'-.  \vilh.illt  all\    |-r!rlf]i.'(    In  ;i    I  lir(  i.  iliary,  \\  e  ill    Kllirhill'I 
all  kll.uv  hy  thi<  tiinc'what  a  /' 
/'iiinf,  \vc  ilnn't  tliink  lie  can  lie  I 

is  evident  hy  this  j"ke—  lir"au-.'  mir  old  Ilirtimiai  \ 

' 


.lay    we    hud    all     good  "lie,  t,y  tin.'  «  ay)   s:i\-       '  i.ihlillR  for  the 

ulliiacai'  ••eptimi    "V  caravan?,"  \\  liii-li.  "  ' 


is  in  it    \\here  In, 


ililn't  tie 
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POLITICS    AND    PASTE. 

Conservative  Curate.  "  THEN  YOU  THINK  WE  ARE  GETTING  ON  PRETTY  WELL,  MR.  GUMMIDGE  ?" 

Ditto  Billsticker.  "0,  YES,  SIR  1    BLESS  YER,  THE  LIBERAL  PASTE  AIN'T  NOTHINK  TO  OUHN— IT'S  HALF  WATER!!" 


throats  at  Wezerabad  ;  and  the  D-E  OF  S-TH-RL-ND,  who  generally 
has  fire,  not  water,  on  the  brain,  came  in  for  a  thorough  "cold 
id  'is  W,"  in  a  draught  between  Nosore  and  Snezapore. 

"  These  are  mere  trifles,"  as  the  Jam  said  to  SIR  JELLYBHOY,  who 
was  among  his  suite. 

We  are  off  to  Jummoo.  I  pause.  The  Elephant  shakes  too  much 
for  me  to  continue  this  letter  with  comfort.  Excuse  me  a  minute 
or  two.  Jee  Hap  ! 

****** 

Nous  Void!    Jummoo. 

Crowds  to  receive  us.  A  variety  of  colour,  creed,  caste,  and  com- 
pany. .Here  are  the  Nabobs,  the  Nobobs,  and  the  Hobnobs,  all 
fraternising  together.  A  cheering  sight.  Hero  is  a  swarthy  Nobnob 
(or  big  swell)  reining  in  his  fiery  little  Kobkob  (or  native  Indian 
pony)  while  talking  to  a  young  but  wealthy  Sunnob,  who  is  giving 
himself  as  many  airs  as  though  he  were  the  SHAHPUR,  or  even  the 
HOLKAR  himself. 

There,  in  the  corner,  stands  a  lynx-eyed  Bobbee  (or  native  Police- 
man), and  near  him  a  fellow  of  lowest  caste,  who,  I  could  swear,  is 
the  well-known  KROBAR  of  Burraglaree,  who,  it  is  believed,  is  still 
at  large. 

Just  by  the  door  of  the  Shantee  stands,  his  hand  on  his  jewelled 
sword,  the  stately  GHAUT  ;  while  arm  in  arm  with  the  paunchy 
little  Bowua  is  the  aristocratic  BHISTEY,  who  is  not  ashamed  on 
this  occasion  to  drop  hereditary  animosities  and  indulge  in  a  friendly 
ffuzznl  with  a  handsome  representative  of  the  too-often  despised 
FioriJcanti  and  one  of  the  insidious  and  mealy  mouthed  denizens  of 
the  Tatarkan ,  district,  dressed  in  his  ragged  brown  jacket.* 


*  At  this  point  we  have  recourse  to  our  Dictionary.  The  word  Ghaut  we 
cannot  find  in  it.  But  we  would  be  on  our  oath  that  it  is  an  Indian  word, 
and  yet  it  does  not  recommend  itself  to  our  memory  as  meaning  a  human 


being  of  any  kind.    We  may,  however,  be  quite  wrong  on  this  point:  we 
acknowledge  ourselves  in  having  been,  at  least  once,  quite  wrong ;  i.e.,  when 


We  are  to  have  another  grand  ball  to-morrow,  which,  it  is 
expected,  is  to  be  crowded  by  the  natives,  to  whom  I  am  invariably 
told  off  to  do  the  honours.  The  fact  is,  I  have  won  their  hearts,  and, 
by  the  way,  shouldn't  mind  winning  their  diamonds ;  but  no  doubt 
even  this  would  come  in  time. 

I  get  on  capitally  with  the  natives,  specially  at  supper.  But, 
indeed,  on  such  festive  occasions  I  have  never  yet  found  any  natives 
disagree  with  me,  and,  goodness  knows,  I  have  had  large  dealings 
with  dozens  of  'em  in  my  time.  Here  some  of  the  natives  are 
bearded  and  some  not,  and,  though  of  a  retiring  disposition,  I  soon 
manage  to  get  them  out  of  their  shell. 

We  have  been  badly  off  for  sport  lately,  but  at  Lahore  I  managed 
to  bag  three  Nuggars  (a  kind  of  long-tailed  animal,  something 
between  a  fox  and  a  goose),  one  Pathan  (of  the  panther  tribe),. a  fine 
Bclooche  (not  unlike  our  titmouse),  and  a  brace  of  Rajpoots — which 
last  are  of  the  genus  partridge,  only  of  a  brighter  colour. 

I  must  now  leave  off,  as  CANON  DUCKWORTH  wants  me  to  give 
him  a  few  hints  for  his  to-morrow's  sermon,  and  I  have  also  to 
entertain  a  bevy  of  Parsee  Ladies  at  our  five  o'clock  tea,  or  Indian 
Drum,  which  has  become  an  institution  on  Saturday  afternoons. 

CANON  DUCKWORTH  is  an  excellent  fellow,  just  the  sort  of  Parson 
who  ought  to  be  canonised — as  he  has  been.  On  Sundays  he  gives 
us  a  good  burst  of  fifteen  minutes'  eloquence,  and  he  makes  all  the 
points  I  've  given  him  on  the  previous  afternoon.  You  see  I  know 
the  vie  intime  of  his  audience  better  than  he  does,  and  in  arranging 
the  hits  of  the  sermon  I  can  put  in  some  nasty  home-thrusts  now 


we  may  be  in  error.  A  Hindoo,  acquainted  only  with  our  military  terms, 
would  scarcely  imagine  that  a  "  Sergeant"  could  be  a  great  legal  dignitary 
only  one  remove  from  a  Judge,  and  so  it  may  be  with  a  Bhistcy  or  water- 
carrier.  Gitzzul  we  have  looked  out  before.  It  sounds  like  drinking,  but  it 
is  really  "  an  erotic  ode."  A  Florikan  is  not  a  man  of  any  race,  but  "  a  bird 
of  the  bustard  tribe"  As  for  the  "  Tatarkan  district "  we  have  searched  the 
map  of  India  in  vain  for  such  a  place :  yet  it  may  be  there.  A  young  friend 
about  Town,  who  has  just  dropped  in,  asks  us  if  we  couldn't  find  something 
nearer  home  resembling  the  Tatarkan  ?  TVe  cannot  believe  that  Our  Repre- 
sentative is  merely  inventing  a  name.  But  \vehave  our  plan — and  in  another 
week  we  shall  be  in  a  position  to  tell  the  public  more.— ED. 
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INTELLECTUAL    EPICURES. 


STEEPKD  IN"  ESTHETIC  CULTURE,  AND  SURROUNDED  BY  ARTISTIC 
WALL-PAPEKS,  HI.UK  CHINA,  JAPANESE  FANS,  MEDIAEVAL  SNUFF- 
BOXES, AND  HIS  FAVOURITE  PERIODICALS  OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH 
CBRTVBT,  THK  DILF.TTAXTE  DE  TOMKYNS  COMPLACENTLY  BOASTS 
THAT  UK  NEVKI1  KKA1IS  A  NEWSPAPER,  AM)  THAT  THE  EVENTS  OF 
THK  OU1T.K  WoKLI)  POSSESS  NO  INTEREST  FOR  HIM  WHATEVER. 


Betsy  Waring  (who  goes  out  a-cliaring)  anil  is  a  Martyr  to  Rheum- 
atics (what  comes  o'  damp  attics),  expresses  similar  views.      In  her  tncii 

Words: —  "I'VE  OFTEN    HEARD   RUMOURS 

OF  WARS  AND  CONTUMOUKS, 

SEA-SARPINTS,  AND  COMICS  AS  LIGHTS  UP  THK  SKY; 
STEAM-HINGINS  A-BUSTIN  ', 
AND  BANKS  AS  FOLKS  TRUST  ix, 
BUT  THEY  DON'T  NEVER  FRET  A  OLD  'OOMAN  LIKE  I  ! " 


and  then.  I  mark  when  and  where  the  shots  tell.  On  one  Sunday, 
after  the  sermon,  I  recovered  three  rupees  that  had  been  owing  me 
for  a  month .'  It  reminded  me  of  the  absconding  clerk  and  the 
Ticket-of- Leave  at  the  Olympic.  Truly  the  Pulpit  is  a  most  valu- 
able adjunct  to  the  Stage — or  vice  versa.  The  Reverend  Gent  is 
holloaing  for  me  now — so  adoo.  I  am  also  jusqit'  aux  yeux  in  diffi- 
culties as  to  our  programme  for  the  grand  processional  entry  into 
Agra.  The  fact  is,  nothing  would  so  impress  the  native  swells  here 
so  greatly  as  a  regular  Circus  Triumphal  Entry,  with  my  Royal 
Friend  in  uniform  driving  a  van  drawn  by  sixteen  horses,  a  brass 
band  behind  him,  plenty  of  drum,  lots  of  spangles,  a  Courrier  of 
St.  Petersburph,  and  the  Shakspearian  Jester  on  a  Donkey.  If  I 
can  get  it  up,  I  will.  Believe  me,  now  and  ever, 

Youu  TRUTHFUL  REPRESENTATIVE 


(in  India). 


THE  DESECRATED  REVEREND  ! 

"  FAREWELL,  farewell  to  thee.  title  of  '  Reverend  !  '  " 
warbled  a  Kector  on  Cornwall's  bleak  shore  — 


u  v  — 

My  scorn  of  that  desecrate  prefix  shall  never  end  : 
The  '  P.  P.'  of  St.  Petroc  is  '  Reverend  '  no  more  !  " 

A  Street-boy,  wishing  to  insult  an  Elderly  Gentleman,  chalks  up 
on  his  gatepost,  "  Old  BROWN  is  an  ass  !  "  But  Old  BROWN  rarely 
writes  himself  down  an  ass  d  la  Dogberry.  But  what  should  we  say 
if  BROWN,  instead  of  merely  writing  himself  down  an  ass,  were  to 
advertise  himself  as  one  ?  Then  what  are  we  to  make  of  the  following 
extract  from  a  Plymouth  journal  :  — 


NOTICE.— I  request  that  all  communications  to  me  through  the  Post- 
office  be  addressed  as  under  : — 

G.  W.  M.YN7NING,  P.  P., 

St.  Petroc  Minor,  St.  I 

Cornwall. 

Correspondents  who  prefix  to  my  name  the  now  desecrated  epithet  of  "  The 
Reverend,"  will  please  not  be  offended  if  I  reject  tiieir  letters.  &c. 

G.  W.  MANNING. 

Can  any  Clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England  be  so  inflated  by 
self-esteem  without  self-respect,  so  destitute  of  dignity,  charity, 
common-sense  and  taste,  so  devoid  of  all  perception  of  absurdity, 
as  to  be  conceived  capable  of  penning  this  notice  ?  It  must  be  a 
thing  devised  by  the  enemy  " — the  fling  of  hostile  and  unscrupulous 
Sectarians.  Perhaps  they  will  next  advertise  ME.  MANNING  as 
renouncing  the  clerical  black  and  white  tie  because  Wesleyan 
Ministers  wear  them,  and  adopting  coloured  clothes  and  a  bird's- 
eye  fogle  instead. 

It  may  be  that  the  letters  "  P.  P."  are  insidiously  intended  to  be 
taken  for  "  Parish  Priest,"  so  making  out  the  namesake  of  CARDINAL 
MANNING  a  Ritualist  aping  the  style  of  his  Eminence's  Priest- 
hood. Suppose  a  Popish  Priest  were  to  publish  a  request  that 
nobody  should  subjoin  to  his  name  the  letters  "P.  P.,"  now  dese- 
crated in  their  permitted  assumption  by  a  Protestant  heretic  ? 
Would  you  not  consider  him  as  great  an  ass  as  a  Church  of  England 
Clergyman  renouncing  the  title  of  "  Reverend  "  because  it  has  been 
decided  by  the  Court  of  Appeal  that  it  may  legally  be  carved  ou 
the  gravestone  of  a  Wesleyan  preacher  ? 

SHAXSPEABIAN  MOTTO  (by  an  unhappy  Investor  i/t  (he  Credit  and 
Co-tperatii-e  Hank). — "  Hang  up  our  BANNER  on  the  outer  walls." 
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LADY    OF    THE    LAKE    LOQUITUR. 


Till,  scared  by  driving  reek  and  rude  alarms. 
From  their  fouled  path  Pan's  brood  with  all 

their  charms 
Shall  wholly  vanish  ? 

If  Progress  its  far  aims  to  reach,  must  fill 
The  air  with  poison,  choke  the  babbling  rill, 

And  dye  the  limpid  river, 
And  such  compulsion,  as  a  rule,  'tis  vain 
To  challenge,  yet  some  haunts  should  sure 

remain, 
Which  wiser  Man  to   Mammon's    grasping 

reign 
Will  scarce  deliver. 

Seeing  all-liberal  Heaven  has  given  you  here 
Vales  soft  as  those  of  Tempe1  or  Cashmere, 

Still  lakes  and  solemn  mountains, 
Spurn  not  such  largess !    Do  not  drive  awav 
All   Solitude's    shy   nymphs,    whose   hands 

array 
My  banks  with  bowers,  and  keep  in  joyous 

play 
My  floods  and  fountains. 


I  am  the  Lady  of  the'Silver  Lake  : 

I  would  not  have  my  mountain  echoes  wake 

To  shriek  and  snort  incessant. 
And  you  whose  steps  have  strayed  along  my 

marge 
Would    Steam-Fiend's   roar,   gush    of    foul 

mines'  discharge, 
Fit  the  still  scene  where  my  smooth-shining 

targe 
Reflects  the  crescent  ? 

Even  to  cold  Utilitaria's  self — 

Sole  regent  in  these  days  to  thirst  of  pelf 

Given  by  self-dedication, — 
I  make  appeal !    Prudence  forbids  to  spoil 
The  few  fair  spots  on  your  sea-straitened 

soil, 
Where  poet-passion  and  o'erburdened  toil 

Find  consolation. 

Here  have  been  nourished  sons  of  Art  whose 

song 

Or  storied  canvas  shall  your  fame  prolong, 
And  swell  your  pride  and  pleasure. 


"  MH.  BVSKIN  has  issued  an  invitation  to  all  per- 
sons '  who  have  any  regard  '  for  him  or  his  writings,  to 
sign  a  petition  to  Parliament  to  prevent  the  extension 
of  railroads  across  the  Lake  country.  It  appears  that 
longing  eyes  have  been  cost  by  those  who  desire  to 
develop  the  material,  and  especially  the  mineral,  re- 
sources of  the  district,  upon  the  route  which  passes 
th:imgh  Ambleside  to  Keswick.  The  ostensible  reason 
assigned  is  to  bring  the  most  attractive  parts  of  West- 
moreland within  reach  of  the  tourist,  who  now  has  to 
walk  long  distances  or  go  to  the  expense  of  hiring  a 
trap,  liut  behind  this  the  author  of  Modiin  / 
detects,  and  no  doubt  rightly,  the  intention  of  con- 
verting these  pleasant  places  of  rest  into  a  mining 
region."  —  The  Academy,  January  22,  1876. 


1ST 


Let    my    silver   voice 

at  least  be  heard, 
Echoing  that  eloquence  which 

oft  hath  stirred 
Even  Philistine  feeling ! 
Let   not    the   Trade-Gnome 

further  still  intrude 
Within  the  sweet  sequestered 

solitude, 
Whore      Nature's       coyest 

charms     may     yet     be 

wooed 
To  full  revealing. 

Can  you  not  keep  one  inch 

of  all  your  isle 
In   the    unsullied   light    of 

Beauty's  smile, 
Which    dirt    and  discord 

banish  ? 

Must     your    swart    Titans 
thrust  their  iron  arms 


Where  WORDSWORTH  roved  let  not  the  wheels 

of  Trade, 

Unresting  as  Ixion's,  make  fresh  raid. 
Till  Fancy  flees  her  loveliest,  best-loved  shade, 
And  needful  leisure ! 

Grant  in  these  crowded  times  men's  needs 

are  more 
Than   broad   meres,    mountains   high,    and 

forests  hoar, 

Birds'  song  or  rose,  or  lily  ; 
Yet  these,  too,  higher  human  yearnings  crave : 
Were  it  not  well  source  of  such  joys  to  save, 
Nor  wholly  yield  old  Pan  a  helpless  slave 
To  Puffing  Billy? 

Though  Commerce  claim  free    course,   and 

subtle  Greed 
In  mask  of  Progress  her  convenience  plead, 

Should  Wisdom  not  be  chary 
In  casting  Nature's  dearest  dowers  away  ? 
Leave  Lakeland  still  to  elf,  and  faun,  and  fay, 
For  Art  and  Thought  and  Toil  self's  place  of 

play, 
And  sanctuary ! 


Shakspeare   Against   the  Burials  Bill. 
DEAR  MB.  PCNCH, 

WHAT  has  the  immortal  WILLIAM  not  anticipated?  He 
lias  clearly  foreshadowed  MR.  OSBORNE  MORGAN'S  iniquitous  Burial 
Ml,  and  has  given  a  quiet  wipe  at  the  Dissenter — who  schismatically 


]  *~—  "-""    o      *  *  "    **    *l  "•"*-«•    iTi^v    «.v    L'lii^    *jiaa\. mi VI       ^WllU    Ot--illfllIlU,lH;aJ.J  \ 

chooses  his  o\yn  path  to  Heaven— in  the  Grave-Dtgge^t  question  to 
:-,  in  Hamlet,  Act  v.,  "Is  he  to  be  buried  in  Christian 

,...'//'.  .77.. 7.  _     I.'       _  _       7         i-  ,11 


nirade,  ...  —  -----  ,..,  „_„    ,.,      „  „„   ,.. 
burial  who  wilfully  seeks  Ill's  iiirn  s<//,-ii/init  .'  " 


CLERICTS. 


An   Awkward   Ultimatum. 


FOR  a  Prince  to  "call  in  an  Accountant,"  no  doubt, 
Is  a  course  too  like  bankruptcy  favoiu1  to  win  ; 

But  if  the  KHEDIVE'S  bent  on  having  CAVE  out, 
As  one  likely  result,  he  may  have  to  Cave  in. 


Only  Natural. 

(Cook  v.  Jenkins.) 

WHAT  wonder  if  COOK  for  a  Christian  disown 

Bold  JENKINS,  on  Satan  as  mythic  who  looks  ? 
When  his  mission's  from  Satan ;  what  saw 's  better  known, 

Than  "  'Tis  Heaven  sends  us  meat,  but  the  Devil  sends  Cooks  "  ? 

NATURAL  RESULT  OP  MOODY  AND  SANKEY'S  PREACHING  IN  IT. — 
The  Opera  House  is  about  to  be  converted — into  a  Post-Offlce. 


MOTTO  FOR  THE  MANAGER  OF  THE  CO-OPERVHVE  CREDIT  BANK. — 
'•'  Depositi  Tenax."     

THREE  EXCESSES  OF  THE  DAY.— Drink  !    Rink ! !    Ink ! ! ! 


K    EINK. 


\l:v 
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SHADOWS    OF    THE    COMING    SESSION. 

K.   Hur.Ms   will   worry  tlir 
SKCBJ          •  re  n>ii 

\V.\u  with    statistics   th;it 
would  In-  absolutely  -t:n-t- 
il     they    wore    not 
alj-'ilulely  inacei 

Mil.    Ill    I  1     Will    Waste   til. 

pi  the  lions,-  in  im- 
practicable discussion  nt 
lln-  prin  '  Home 

llule,  and   tin-  sclf-eugen- 

,'  livlaml. 

Sn:     \V::  ::.i!)     LAW-OX 
will  trill,  with  : 

temp'  i  lie  Pennis- 

smfBill. 
Mi:.  BiooAii  will  exhaust 

till-  patience    ot"    til,-     1 

by   forgetting  that 

ln-rs     of     Parliament    are 

act'iistontcd  to  the-  - 

•  n. 

M  u  .   will 

prove  totln-  world  that  the 
linn  ,    like 

tin-  rinu:  of   u  circus,   has 
its  own  down. 

Mi:.  \Vn  u  LEY  wi!1 
the  House  with    stories   of   imaginary  grievances  and  impossible 
plots. 

M  i.-.  ?I,IMSOT,L  will  lose  his  temper  in  a  pood  cause. 
SIR  CH  MM  T,S  DII.KI-:  will  picklioles  in  tin-  Hritish  Constitution, 
and  show  ho\v  I,,  mend  them  by  his  private  patent  pro,-- 

MR.  ]>ISK\I:I.[,  in  answering  plain  questions,  will   be  mysterious 
facetious,  or  flippant,  as  the  exigences  ot  the  ease  mav  ivqu! 
never  discourteous,  or  explicit,  or  perfectly  intelligible. 

The  MAKQI  is  or  II  U:IIN<;TO\  will  conduct  the  Opposition,  subject 
to  the  embarrassing  supervision  ot'  MESSES.  GLADSTONE,  Foi:-ri;i:, 
LOWE  and  liliitiilT,  and  the  caustic  comment  of  Sn:  \V.  V.  II  sia  011:1. 
The  above  gentlemen  will  pull  d  i  ll'erent  ways,  "as  'tis  their  nature  to." 
SIK  THOMAS  CHAMIIKIIS  will  prose  away  (for  the  twentieth  time) 
about  the  atrocious  profits  of  the  Civil  Service  Stores,  and  the  griev- 
ances of  the  West  Knd  tradesmen. 

Mi:.  MAcDoNALD  will  do  his  best  by  his  advocacy  to  render 
unpopular  the  cause  of  the  Working  Man. 

And  lastly,  DR.  KKTEAJDY  will— but  no.  let  us  indulge  the  hope 
that  "the  Doctor  "  will  not  appear  at  all  this  Session,  being  too  much 
occupied  in  establishing  a  new  Religion. 


A  VISIT  TO  THE  WESTMINSTER  AQUARIUM. 

"  Uprome  yo  then,  my  merry,  merry,  men, 

For  'tis  our  opening  day.  —  Tfo  Chough  and  Crow. 

(Omitted  from  the  Aquarium  Programme.') 

I  CAN  perfectly  imagine  the  moment  when  the  now  managing- 
director  (pro.  tfi».),  MR.  WYBROW  RoBERTSoy,  returning  rrom  a 
visit  to  the  Brighton  Aquarium,  ria  Victoria,  compelled  to  masterly 
inaction  in  his  Hansom  by  a  block  system  of  complicated  carts,  car- 
riages, cabs,  and  omnibuses,  looked  to  the  right  and  the  left,  and  said 
to  himself ''What  a  good  thoroughfare  for  a  show!  and  nothing 
here  but  the  Abbey,  the  I  louses  of  Parliament,  and  the  Law  Courts ! 
Then  bis  mind  reverting  to  the  Brighton  he  had  so  recently  quitted, 
there  must  have  occurred  to  him  one  of  those  electric  flashes  of  in- 
spiration, now  popularly  known  as  a 

/ln/>/ii/  Thought.  Here 's  the  place  for  an  Aquarium. 

Evidently  the  very  thing !  All  that  London  in  general,  and  West- 
minster in  particular,  could  want  to  complete  its  happiness  was, 
surely,  an  Aquarium.  Then  it  arose  out  of  the  earth  with,  com- 
paratively speaking,  the  celerity  of  Aladdin's  Palace.  An  eminent 
architect  was  obtained  for  the  fabric,  an  eminent  naturalist  for  the 
tish,  and  an  eminent  composer  for  the  fantasias.  Other  eminent 
persons  were  soon  got  hold  of  to  appear  as  Fellows,  so  that  at  last 
for  one  Gentleman  to  call  another  a  fellow,  and  to  receive  the  retort 
"  you  're  another,"  came  to  be,  Aquariumly  speaking,  rather  a  thing 
to  be  proud  of  than  otherwise.  This  short  form  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  St.  Stephen's  became,  as  it  were,  the  Masonic  pass-word 
among  the  Fish-exhibiting  fraternity, 

"Sir,  you  're  a  Fellow!^' 

"  Sir,  you  're  another  !  " 

And  this  was  the  sign  and  countersign  necessary  for  entrance  on 
Saturday,  January  22nd. 


of 


The  Aquarium  was  opened  in  some  sort  of  State.  A  crowd  in 
reserved  and  unreserved  places  wondering  what  was  about  to  happen 
next.  All  eyes  mi  a  set  of  d,  curate,!  private-boxes,  w'ith  tie-  Koyal- 
n  the  middle,  guarded  by  'apparently,  sailors,  who,  in  turn- 
down collars  and  short  jackets,  looked  u  if  they'd  crown  out  of 
that  kind  of  dress,  and  wen-  feeline;  rather  awkward  in  not  having 
been  put  into  --tick-ups  and  tail-  loir.' 

Then  came  a  great  time  for  inquisitive  people  who  always  want  to 
know  all  about  it,  what.  \ ,-r  it  is,  and  well-informed  per-oiis  who 
always  ilo  know  all  about  it,  and  an-  equal  to  any  emergency. 

liii/uiaitii-f   I'isitt.r.    \  say,  why  have  the  sailors  trot  j 

II  i  !l-Lifiiniii  'I  l-'rii'iul.   They're  Naval  Artillery. 

Inquisitive  riaitm-  (milt/  half -convinced).  Oh!  but  artillery  have 
-us,  not  nuns. 

]\',-ll-lnf:.fiiii-il  l-'i-ii-inf.  Ah!  but  these-  are  on  duty,  and  they 
always  go  about  as  tin-  body-guard  of  the  In  hi;  m  IJ.IMU  I;,.H,  the 

In:,  ii ml.  Ah  !  y,-s.  Good  idea  having  them  here  instead 

Soldiers  would  ha\,-  b,-i  n  out  of  pi  lish. 

/  Thouiiht  (fur  Hit-  tilli-  at'  a  new  Imllinl..    Tin-  S,,lilii-r  <n«l 
lis  to  Mi:.  Ai.nn  ic  Sri.uv\x.     It  might  be 

streams. 

Iiiqin'si/ire  Friend  -'uxii/i/  opera-glasses).     I  say,  who 's  that  in  a 
with  lac,   on  hi-  shirt —  P 

/'.  rson.  That  's  a  Sherit)'. 
fnquisitm   l-'rirml.  Oh!  !y resenting  the  intrusion.) 

he  here  • 

jf~ell-Informed_  l',-rxi,u   (nonplussed  for  once  in  hi  a  lif'-].  I  don't 

-.'  oh!  1"  -cause  he  was  asked. 
'tor.   Who's  that  in  a  fez? 

Person  (proud  of  his  xuni ri'or  knowledge}.   That  is 
':  Ambassador. 

Inquisitive  t'isi/or  (an  before}.  Why  's  In-  here  'i 
I'uiiiiy  fji-ii/ti-iniiii  fi'inii  Hi:  Slock  Ej-chitngi  (overhearing  and  an- 
swering). He's  just  t  .     Me 's  here,  as  Hie  repre- 
sentative of  a  d, 

II.it..  oil,  and  end  r  the   DrKi:  oi-'  KniN Ki'iii.ll.     He  stands  up  in 
his  box,  and  somebody  facing  him,  reads  him  an  address.     It  looks 
uncommonly  like  7'n/ii-li   and  Judy,  with  the  squeak  and  the  dia- 
logue left  out,  as  the  voice  part  is  inaudible. 
Tnqyititive  I-'riaxl.  What 's  he  doing  P 
Futtiii/  (li-iilli-iniiii.  He's  hearing  the  Duke  his  Catechism. 
Then  the  Duke  replies,  also  inaudibly,  bows,  accepts  the  paper, 
hands  it  to  somebody  to  put  away  somewhere,  and  then  the  Concert 
begins.    The  songs  are  most  appropriately  chosen ;  the  first,  sung  by 
MADAME  PATET,  being  evidently  intended  as,  somehow  or  other, 
applicable  to  the  DCTKE  OF  EDINBUEOH  on  the  present  occasion, 
commencing, 

"  Gentle  youth,  ah  !  tell  me  why ? " 

which  is  the  sort  of  question  the  Inquisitive  Gentleman  has  been 
putting  with  reference  to  the  presence  of  every  notability  in  the 
building  for  the  last  half-hour. 

MADAME  PATET,  still  singing,  then  goes  on  to  bid  H.R.H.  the 
Duke  leave  the  building  as  quickly  as  possible : — 

"  Far  from  hence,  oh  haste  away ! 
To  the  heart  its  ease  restore, 
Go,  and  never  tee  me  man  .' ' ' 

Which  command,  if  the  accomplished  songstress  represented  the 
Genius  of  the  Aquarium,  was  scarcely  a  cheery  sort  of  welcome  to 
the  Sailor  Prince. 

Then  MADAME  \Vv.vyE,  more  in  harmony  with  the  spirit  of  the 
occasion,  informed  the  Nautical  Prince  that  she  would 
"  Dance  on  the  sands; " 

but  this  smacked  more  of  Margate  than  the  Westminster  Aquarium, 
which  has  not,  as  yet,  obtained  its  dancing  licence  from  the  Magis- 
trates. 

Sins  KEEYES  obliged  the  company  with  "  You  'II  Remember  M'-." 
which  it  is  to  be  hoped  they  did,  handsomely. 

The  great  feature  of  the  Orchestra,  under  MR.  SULLIVAN'S  able 
direction,  was  an  advertisement  stuck  up  over  the  player  of  the  big 
drum,  announcing,  apparently,  the  name  of  the  player  (no  other 
musician  being  labelled  in  this  way)  as  "  POTTEB  &  Co."  Somebody 
said  it  was  the  name  of  the  firm  who  built  the  drum.  The  audience 
refused  to  accept  this,  and  all  tin-  interest  felt  in  that  Concert  was 
centred  in  "Ponn;  ^  Co."  Others  in  tin-  band  might  be  greater 
musicians,  but  few.  except  the  initiated,  knew  them  by  name  ;  and 
so  "  POTTER  &  Co."  had  it,  so  to  speak,  almost  entirely  to  himself. 
The  musical  honours  of  the  dav  were,  undoubtedly,  shared  by  MB. 
SFLLTVAX.  MR.  GODFREY,  and  ''  POTTER  &  Co." 

What  did  "  POTTER '&  Co." — a  most  respectable  elderly  gentle- 
man, by  the  way — care  for  the  vocalists  't  While  they  sang,  be  had 
an  easy  and  luxurious  time  of  it.  Suddenlv,  three  raps  from  the 
/1,1/mi  of  the  Conductor  awoke  "  POTTER  ,V  Co."  from  his  reverie. 
He  was  called  into  action.  No;  he  was  not  wanted  as  yet;  and, 
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DELICACY. 

Edwin  (as  the  Servant  is  present).   "  AH — J'ETTAY  SEE— AH— DISAPPOINTAY  DE  KE  PAS  voo  VWOIIE  A  LA  EIXK  CE  MATTANQ — POOR- 

QWAW  ESKER ?"  Angelina.  "An  WEE,  MALS  MOMMONG " 

Parlour-Maul.  "  HEM  !    BEG  YOUR  PARDON,  Miss ;  BUT  I  UNDERSTAND  THE  LAXGVIDGE  ! ! " 


after  casting  a  glance  of  reproach  at  ME.  SULLIVAN,  he  sank  back 
into  the  repose  from  which  ne  had  been  so  unwarrantably  aroused. 
Ah !  now  /—at  last  his  time  has  come. 

"  The  Procession  March"  by  AETHUE  SULLIVAN.  A  nod  of  recog- 
nition passes  between  the  eminent  composer  and  "  POTTEE  &  Co.,"  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  Now,  then,  I  've  brought  you  into  this.  Wake 
up !  '  England  expects,'  "  &c.  It  was  an  edifying  sight  to  see  the 
calm,  determined,  and  unimpassioned  way  in  which  "  POTTEE  &  Co." 
settled  down  to  work.  No  unnecessary  nourishes  of  his  drumstick, 
as  a  showy,  younger,  and  less  experienced  musician  might  have 
been  tempted  to  •give,  with  such  a  weapon  in  his  hand.  Not  a  bit. 
He  hit  the  drum  as  though  he  loved  it ;  tenderly,  almost  reluctantly 
at  first ;  then  warming  to  his  work,  encouraged  by  the  eye-glass  of 
his  chief,  and  impelled  by  a  stern  sense .  of  duty,  he  came  down  on 
that  drum  so  as  to  make  it  writhe  again,  and  bellow  under  the  thud. 
But  when  his  part  was  finished,  when  dulcet  strains  succeeded, 
then  with  more  than  maternal  care  did  "  POTTEE  &  Co."  pat  and 
caress  the  suffering  instrument,  and  not  a  few  among  the  audience 
but  felt  a  choking  sensation  in  the  throat,  as  they  saw  that  venerable 
man  turn  aside  and  use  his  pocket-handkerchief,  doubtless  to  wipe 
away  a  tear.  Beat  on !  thou  Loving  Heart !  Thy  joys  and  sorrows 
are  appreciated  by  the  public!  Oh!  well  deserved  was  the  dejeuner 
of  "POTTEE  &  Co.,"  when  he  and  his  instrument  sat  down  with  a 
drumstick  between  them. 

Last  Happy  Thought  (but  one)  at  the  Aquarium.  Get  some  fish. 
Or,  why  not  a  pond  with  sticklebacks  for  the  boys  to  fish  in  ? 

Or. — Last  Happy  Thought  of  all.  While  the  Tanks  are  unoccupied, 
wouldn't  it  be  an  excellent  plan  to  turn  them  into  private  baths, 
getting  eminent  individuals  to  bathe  in  them — (pretty  bathing  dresses 
being  provided,  of  course) — and  let  in  the  public,  as  at  present, 
to  stare  at  them  through  the  glass  fronts  ?  It  could  easily  be  adver- 
tised. For  example:  Saturdays,  MB.  GLADSTONE  (Tank  No.  1),  from 
10  till  1.  ME.  DISEAELI  (Tank  No.  2),  from  2  till  4  ;  and  so  on— the 
Band  playing  all  day,  and  refreshments  handed  round.  There  ought 
to  be  some  special  attraction  pending  the  arrival  of  the  still  absent 
Octopus  and  the  Fish  of  the  Future. 


JOURNEYS  "PERFORMED." 

THE  Manchester  Examiner  states  that  the  Lancashire  and  York- 
shire Railway  Company  have  resolved  to  paint  their  first-class 
carriages  yellow,  the  second-class  brown,  and  the  third  blue.  The 
tickets  will  be  of  the  same  colour  as  the  carriages.  This  will  give  the 
trains  a  nice  and  lively  appearance,  it  is  true,  and  may  serve  to  beguile 
the  minds  of  anxious  passengers  ;  but  it  must  be  admitted  that  for 
certain  lines  of  railway  the  most  appropriate  colour  for  the  carriages 
would  be  black,  with  feathers  for  the  first-class  and  other  less 
costly  marks  of  mourning  for  the  second  and  third.  The  tickets 
might  be  black-edged,  and  ornamented  with  a  funeral  urn.  The 
Guard's  costume  should  resemble  as  closely  as  possible  that  of  an 
undertaker,  and  the  journeys  should  be  "performed  "  as  much  like 
funerals  as  possible,  with  all  the  chances  of  cremation  included. 

Of  course  an  undertaking  should  be  given,  and  kept,  that  all 
trains  will  carry  an  experienced  surgeon,  and  that  a  proper  propor- 
tion of  ambulances,  with  all  the  necessary  surgical  appliances,  will 
accompany  every  excursion  and  express. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  LABORATORY  OF  LA  GRANDE 
CHARTREUSE. 

"  it.  i.  p. 

DOM  LOUIS  GARNIER, 
Pour  cinquante  ans  Superieur  du  Couvent,  ct  Chef  de  La  Fabrlque." 

FOE  fifty  years  of  dexterous  distilling 
And  deep  devotion  here  DOM  Louis  swayed : 

In  the  grave's  still-room  here  to  rest  he 's  willing, 
While  in  the  cellar  his  pure  spirit's  laid. 

Let  all,  when  cups  with  fragrant  Mocha  brim, 
Who  Chartreuse  verte  orjaune  for  chasse  prefer, 

Say  new  Superiors  may  succeed  to  him, 
But  no  superior  to  his  liqueur. 


VKY  :>,  1876.] 
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YOUNG    CHELSEA    V.    OLD. 


V 


0,  tell  me  not,  in  cold  an- 
ticipation, 

Next  Session's  horo- 
scope porfetiffs  stagna- 
tion, 

While  Chelsea's  Baronet 
o'er  vasty  deeps, 


The  Stormy  Petrel  of  the  Future,  M\ 
Or  among  birds  is  Petrel's  fligh'ttob  narrow  '- 
Should  we  not  rather  call  him  .lava  Sparrow:' 
From  that  far  isle  tttie  day  we  hear  his 

twitter, 
The  next  at  Chelsea  he  shows,  brisk  and 

bitter. 
The    liveliest     "  spamr "     if    a    wildish 

hitter. 

Pardon   the  puu — let  "  sparrojo  "  be  pre- 
ferred 

For  him  who  skims  o'er  subjects  like  a  bird, 
And  wider,  wiser,  than  e'er  bird  that  flew, 
The  world  embraces  in  a  bird's-eye  view. 
Xot  the  bird's-eye,  of  course,  in  smoke  that 

end-, 

Kill  that  \\hieh  luttiest  elevation  lends, 
'I'n  liidk  down  on  (lie  British  Constitution  - 
Old  wheel-work,  but  still  good  I'or  Devolu- 
tion ! 

After  swift  survey,  hear  him  OOtldeseending 
To  prove  to  us  how  all  in  it  needs  mending1. 
So  one  may  sometimes  see  a  Chelsea  sparrow 
Peeping  into  ttbone  that  TOCB  \\'  Id  marrow, 


And  after  squinting  down  it  for  a  minute, 
Conclude,  off-hand,  that  there  is  nothing 

in  it. 
When  the  contents    but    lie    beyond    his 

bei  p, 
The  Sparrow's  ken  too  short,  the  bone  (oo 

deep. 

P.y  CIM  I  I  F,I;S  let  "  old  Chelsea's  "  praise  be 

sling. 
Punck,  chief  of  chaffers,  takes  his  Chelsea 

vomit:. 

At  sales  old  Chelsea  mugs  may  cut  a  tignre, 
Young  Chelsea's   mug,  self-mirrored,  cuts 

a  bigger. 

Let  China-maniacs  the  old  prefer, 
I  tie  V'H'i-'s  omniscient,  and  can  never  err  ; 
'Hun    happy    Chelsea,    whose    far-seeing 

P.art., 

Survey:'  mankind,  and  scorns  not  to  impart 
To  "free  and  independents"  ne'er  so  rough, 
Of  his  collective  wisdom  i/inni/i/in  miff.  ; 
Nay    sonic,    profane,  may    say,   nini-,'  than 

enmnrtt. 


THOROUGHFARE  v.  BARRACKS. 

GOVERNMENT,  it  is  reported,  have  deter- 
mined to  pull  down  the  Knightsbridge  Bar- 
racks. So  far  so  good.  But  they  have  also 
determined,  it  is  said,  to  build  another,  and 
bigger,  and  better,  block  of  barracks  in  their 
stead. 

Kensingtonia,  a  wealthy  and  fashionable 
suburb,  naturally  objects  to  any  such  erection 

with  its  fringe  of  beerhouses  and  music- 
halls — in  its  midst,  and  is  up  in  arms,  and, 
like  other  interesting  creatures  in  arms,  crying 
loudly.  As  it  has  Lords  and  Millionnaircs  to 
utter  its  disgust,  there  is  no  fear  but  it  will 
make  its  wrongs  and  wishes  very  mfctinctly 
audible. 

There  arc  so  many  more  crying  grievances 
pressing  on  poorer  Metropolitan  populations, 
that  I'liin-li  cannot  bring  himself  to  take  this 
of  Kensingtonia  from  the  Knight --bridge  bar- 
racks ver\  seriously  toheart.  Still,  if  a  wider 
roadway  could  be  substituted  for  a  cavalry 
barracks,  no  doubt  all  who  have  occasion  to  use 
a  much  frequented  approach  to  the  Metropolis 
would  bless  the  Board  of  Works. 


THE  WARDEN  OF  THE  STANDARD. 

"  BOTTLE  Jl  LASH  UK.—  The  Warden  of  the  Standard 

-ion  ;iu;tin  In  advert  to  the  subject  <>f 
of  bottles.  Six  years  a;;o  it  was  represented  to  the 
Standards  Commission  that  wine  and  ale  bottles, 
roiimienly  known  as  reputed  quarts  or  pints,  were 
•.ret  tin:,'  smaller.  The  Ward™  of  the  Standard  verified 
standards  of  these  measures  in  1^70,  and  he  now  re- 
pnrts  that  he  re-verified  them  in  187-5.  lint  he  lias 
t"  state  that  these  newly-localised  measures  do  not 
appear  to  be  much  used.  In  the  whole  of  the  lust 
few  years  not  quite  a  hundred  bottle  and  half-bottle 
measures  have  been  veiitied  for  the  use  ef  l<iral 
Inspectors  of  weights  and  measures;  only  two  in  the 
last  year !  " — Newspaper  Paragraph. 

HERE  's  the  Warden  of  the  Standard ! 

A  useful  officer  he  ; 
Though  by  many  Good  Templars  slandered, 

The  need  of  his  office  I  see. 
He  has  a  good  deal  of  work  in 

Making  the  publicans  swear, 
Yet  hogshead,  kilderkin,  firkin, 

Are  smaller  than  once  they  were. 
In  his  drink  the  labourer  is  cut  short, 
Getting  a  pint  and  a  half  for  a  quart. 

The  Warden  stamps  the  buttles 

That  are  brought  to  him  to  stamp  : 
A  I-!.-,  for  thirsty  throttles 

When  the  Bungs  fair  measure  scamp  ! 
They  laugh  at  yon,  not  rarely, 

With  a  mean,  dishonest  laugh, 
When  for  your  quart  you  pay  M|uarely, 

And  get  but  a  pint  and  a  hall'. 
Measures  are  passed  of  a  silly  sort: 
I'est  measure  of  all  is  the  honest  quart. 

•d  F!ung.  give  us  malt  full  measure, 

Drink  brewed  in  Octoher  prime, 
Wherein  to  (lip  beak  is  a  pleasure, 

And  to  scrimp  thereof  a  crime. 
Here's  health  to_  squire  and  peasant 

Who  own  or  till  the  ground, 
Both  find  their  liquor  ph  asant  : 

I  wish  it  were  always  sound  ! 
lint  a  plague  on  the  salted  and  hocussed  tap 
The  labourer  often  is  doomed  to  lap — 
The  man  who  sells  such  deserves  a  rap  I 


The  Voice  of  Truth's  Last  Lie. 

MII.NSICNOK  TI//AM'S  report  of  Pia>ri->soi; 
Roi.u's  recantation  and  return  to  the  bosom  of 
the  Church  in  extremis,  seems,  on  sifting,  to 
be  a  case  of  "  Rolli,  Poly,  gammon  and 
spinach,"  and,  as  such,  peculiarly  fitted  for 
the  propagation  of  the  fun'  <l<-I/it  fffi/il  a 
title,  if  ever  there  was  one,  on  the  "  litfit.i  it 
ii'in  liifi'iitlii "  principle. 


U<Y   1:',   1  s 
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AN    UNREGENERATE    YOUTH. 

Th'-  i),   "  O,  TOMMY,  WIIEX  7  WAS  A  LITTLE  Gir.L,  \SD  MADE  A 

BLOT  O.N   M\   (  "i-Y-BooK,  I   rsiai  TO  <•«]-.'' 

'/'"<''  '.">.     "WllAl!      2lK.\LLY>" 

,v<  »•  flbtwMM  C./,Y/  -.<-«•<•  /,»;<,•..«// ••///).  "  YES— REALLY  CRY!" 

Tuniiiii/ (still  <i<nre  earnestly).   "WHAT  AX  AWFUL  LITTLE  DUFFER  YOU  MUST  HAVE  BEEN!'' 


WHISKKY  /-.  "SILK  XT  SI"  I  It  IT." 

Al.v>,  alas  for  Win 

That  spirit  pur.-  ami  clear, 
That  made  its  drinker  I'ri 

'I    !  left  his  li\ 
Now  vile  ii'lul' 

II  i\e  caused  its  name  to  stink  : 
Can  Irishmen  In-  tr  : 

To  Ireland's  nolili ••;(  drink  '' 

Tho  neetarous  amber  fluid 

That   Frill  MM  (1  to  send 
Pure  slutt'  as  en-  was  brewed 

Is  now  a  poisonous  "  bk'iid  ;  " 
For  the  true  potheenv  flavour, 

And  the  lire  from  headache  free, 
From  fusel-oil  it-,   avour, 

Its  consequence,  D.T. ! 

0  spring  of  merry  laughter, 

1 1|  fancy,  frolic,  fun, 

drew  no  black  bile  after, 

From  honest  worms  while  run. 
Now  sullen,  silent  spirit 

Sets  brains  and  blood  aboil; 
(an  K.rin  aught  inherit 

Hut  woe  from  fusel-oil? 

Of  Vintner  and  of  Grocer 
We  long  have  been  the  sport : 

Claret  to  ink  comes  closer, 
And  elder  rules  in  port. 

oleum  ti/Z  of  ROEDERER 

I'surps  the  famous  brand  ; 
An  1  Hamburgh,  wholesale  murderer, 
With  her  sherry  floods  the  land  ! 

In  wonder  I  am  stranded. 

So  strange  it  seems  to  think 
The  Irish,  nation  candid, 

Should  send  us  filth  to  drink, 
Vile  spirit,  which  the  deuce  is 

The  nose  and  cheek  to  blotch, 
And  Krin's  calm  excuse  is — 

"  We  get  it  from  the  Scotch." 

0  Firms  of  both  the  JAMISONS  | 

O  Firms  of  POWEK  and  Km:, 
Don't  let  HiiiKHXiA  claim  as  sons 

The  scamps  who  treat  her  so. 
Home-Rulers  ett'erv 

Poor  Krin  may  endure, 
But  she'll  ne'er  lie-  convulc  .rent, 

Till  her  potheen  is  pure. 


TWO  DOSES  OF  JUSTICES'  JUSTICE. 

(.l.i  iiilinliiiali'i-fil  in  tin'  Prort/K't's  irith  immense'  «»«•<•«.}, 

l>os>;  r.    Cii.vwLEY-cvJi-Sxoo/i.K. 

llt'iirli     COI.OM:I.  I>(-M>I:HIIKU>,  RKV.  I.Y<TK<.I  s  I>I;\KK,  Rr.v.  M 
fix,  .1.  FIKI/I.E,  Fs«.,  and  I.oiin  SHALLOW. 

Jonx  JONES,  70,  a  starved-lookinir  man,  was  charged  with  having 
n  four  potatoes.  Witnesses  having  deposed  to  the  _potatoes 
being  found  in  the  prisoner's  possession,  the  Bench  asked  him  if  he 
had  anything  to  say  for  himself.  The  prisoner  said  he.was  starving. 
The  KIT.  L.  l)i:  AKI:  said  he  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself.  If  that 
was  all  lie  had  to  say,  he  had  better  have  held  his  tongue.  The 
prisoner  said  the  potatoes  were  rotten,  and  that  he  found  them  in 
the  middle  of  the  road.  I.oiin  SH  u.i.ow  remarked  that  that  asser- 
tion was.  on  the  face  of  i(,  false,  as  rotten  potatoes  never  grew  in 
the  middle  of  roads  ;  a  remark  in  which  the  rest  of  the  Bench  con- 
curred. The  Ki:v.  MIXTO  CrMMix  asked  if  there  were  any  previous 
convictions  against  the  prisoner.  l'oliee-1  'otistahle  /  11  said  the 
plismor  had  always  borne  a  very  good  character.  The  Uevorotid 
Gentleman  said  he  considered  that  made  the  oase  worse.  It  was 
puiitfnl  to  see  a  man  of  sovcntv  commencing  a  career  of  crime. 

After  some  deliberation,  the  Bench  sentenced  the  prisoner  to 
months'  imprisonment  with  hard  labaur. 


DOSE  II.—  SAKE  BENCH. 

TOM  Hn.KTMi,  21,  was   charged  with  having  assaulted  his  wife. 

The  proscc\itri\-,  whose  head  was  enveloped   in  bandatres,  and  who 
wa-  -till  so  weak  from  her  recent  injuries  that-  --he  h  -com- 


modated  with  a  chair,  said  that  last  Saturday  her  husband  came 

home  drunk,  and  asked  her  for  money.     On  her  telling  him  she  had 

none,  he  knocked  her  down  with  the  poker,  then  kicked  her  for 

halt-au-hour,  and  finally  turned  her  out  of  doors  for  the  night.   The 

i  :i-.k"'\   the  prisoner  what  he  had  to  say  for  himself.     The 

prisoner  said   ho  was  a  little  overcome,  and  had  no  recollection  of 

anything  hi«  wife  had   deposed  to.     The  REV.  L.  DRAKE  thought 

Ittred  tU«  case  very  much.     Was  the  prosecutrix  so  ignorant 

;  y  and  the  married  state  that  she  did  not 

know  that  it  was  her  duty  as  a  wife  to  have  forgiven  her  husband 
under  the  circumstances  r  .1.  I 'no/ 1. 1 :,  FM>.,  concurred.  Women  never 
did  any  good  by  pulling  up  their  husbands,  any  more  than  by 
nagging  at  them.  The  pros, ., -,,i  H.\-  said  she  had  forgiven  her  husband 
several  times  before.  The  BEV.  Mi.vro  CIMMIN  asked  if  he  was  to 
understand  that  she  had  been  beaten  previously,  and  had  never 
charged  her  husband  with  the  offence  ?  The  prosecutrix  said  that 
was  so.  The  Reverend  (icntleimin  could  only  observe  that,  according 
to  Ids  reading  ol  the  law  of  the  land,  she  had  been  guilty  of  the 
heinous  oti  impounding  a  felony,  and  had  rendered  herself 

liable,  he  believed,  to  penal  servitude.  It  was  for  her  husband  to 
say  whether  he  would  press  for  a  conviction.  The  prisoner  said  that 
as  his  wife  earned  more  wages  than  himself,  he  wouldn't.  After  a 
short  deliberation,  tin  i;--neh.  seqrutted  the  prisoner  of  the  assault, 
but  fined  Mm  rive  shillings  for  drunkcnn  - 

The  money  having  been  paid.  I.oi:ii  SH  U.LOW  said  that  he  thought 
it  was  his  duty,  on  behalf  of  himself  and  his  brother  Magistrates,  to 
siy  how  pleased  they  were  with  the  generous  manner  in  which  the 
pri-oner  had  refrained  from  pressing  airain.st  his  wife  the  eb.ar.re  of 
compounding  felony,  and  caul:  'U  'd  th ••  woman  to  be  careful  in 
future. 
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PUNCH    OPENS    PARLIAMENT. 


WILL  not  have  opened  till  after  this  number  goes  to  Pressi  The 
Queen's  Speech  will  have  to  wait  a  week  for  Punch's  commentary. 
Failing  the  actual  discourse,  why  should  not  Punch  offer  a 
Speech  of  his  own  as  the  best  substitute  ?  This  might  run  :— 

MY  LOEDS  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

I  CONGRATULATE  you,  the  Nation,  and  the  QUEEN,  on  the 
opening  of  Parliament  by  HEK  MAJESTY  in  person  and  in  State. 

I  condole  with  you  on  vour  return  to  the  gloom  and  fog  and 
dirt  of  this  great  Metropolis.  I  observe  a  growing  tendency  to 
postpone  the  date  of  your  re-assembling  to  as  late  a  day  as  pos- 
sible. I  cannot  wonder  at  this  reluctance  on  your  part  to  come 
back  to  London. 

I  commend  to  your  notice  the  discreditable  state  of  its  streets, 
especially  after  snow-storms. 

The  inundations  which  befell  many  parts  of  the  country  during 
the  recess  have  been  followed  by  a  ilood  of  new  Peers  and  Baronets. 
If,  by  means  of  questions  addressed  in  no  unfriendly  spirit  to  those 
amongst  these  Noblemen  and  Gentlemen  who  form  part  of  your 
ranks,  you  can  extract  from  them  the  reasons  for  their  elevation,  you 
will  solve  a  difficulty  which  has  perplexed  many  intelligent  persons, 
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OUR    WAVERLEY    BALL    AT    MUGGYPORE,    BENGAL. 

(His  limjiil  lliijhness  did  not  come  om  way  as  was  expected,  but  it  was  a  brilliant  success  all  thf.  same.) 

Captain  MIIIK/O  (11.1  tin' Jlni-on  Jiradwanliiic).  "I  SAY,  FOKER,  YOU'RE  LATE.  WHERE'S  YOUR  COAT  AND  YOUR  RAPIER?  LOOK 
SHARP  ! " 

Lieutenant  Fvker.  "  MY  DEAR  FEI.LHW,  I'VE  CHANGED  MY  CHAR'CTER.  THAT  BEAST  op  A  DURZEE»  HASN'T  FINISHED  MY  DOUBLET 
AND  TRUNKS,  so  I  SHALL  en  AS  I  AM — 's  THAT  FELLOW  IN  IVASIIOE,  WHAT'.SHISSAMK  THE  UNREADY,  Y'KNOW.  RUMCHUMMEE  HERE 
SAYS  I  LOOK  ' SPLENDID'  !  1  ' 

•  Tailor. 


Since  last  you  met  within  these  walls,  an  agreeable  place  of  relax- 
ation and  amusement  has  been  opened  near  to  the  seat  of  your 
deliberations.  I  refer  to  the  Royal  Aquarium,  where  you  will  have 
the  opportunity  of  unbending  your  minds,  after  too  long  and  too 
close  attention  to  your  legislative  duties.  I  venture  to  suggest  to 
Her  Majesty's  Government  the  propriety  of  holding  their  annual 
Ministerial  Fish  Dinner  at  this  establishment. 

The  Royal  visit  to  India  has  proved  a  gratifying  success,  and  will, 
I  trust,  induce  you  to  take  a  greater  interest  in  the  concerns  of  that 
vast  country  than  you  have  of  late  years  displayed.  Perhaps  the 
diversion  of  boar-hunting,  from  which  so  much  was  expected,  has 
proved  more  satisfactory  to  the  pigs  than  to  the  Prince.  By  the  aid 
of  an  intelligent  and  trustworthy  eyewitness  I  have  endeavoured  to 
keep  you  fully  acquainted  with  every  detail  of  the  Royal  progress. 
Should  it  be  necessary  to  ask  for  a  supplementary  grant,  grant  it 
without  a  moment's  hesitation  or  a  night's  debate. 

Of  the  relations  of  this  country  with  Foreign  Powers,  I  foresee 
that  you  and  I  will  hear  more  than  enough.  It  is  hard  to  believe 
that  the  sick  man  "  who  is  in  such  straits  on  the  Bosphorus  can 
ever  be  convalescent.  It  remains  to  be  seen  whether  a  recent  trans- 
action in  Canal  Shares  with  His  Highness  the  KHEDIVE  OF  EGYPT 
will  hold  water.  The  startling  project  of  a  Tunnel  under  the  English 
Channel,  to  connect  this  country  and  France,  is  worthy  of  a  few 
minutes  of  your  serious  attention.  Spain  is  much  as  usual.  Germany 
and  England  will,  I  hope,  never  be  other  than  the  best  of  friends. 
You  have  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  that  the  PRINCESS  OF  WALES 
has  returned  from  Denmark  in  health  and  safety.  Sweden  and 
Norway  never  give  MR.  BRIGHT,  myself,  and  other  experienced 
salmon-fishers  a  moment's  uneasiness.  You  will  all,  I  am  convinced, 
wish  success  to  the  approaching  Centennial  Exhibition  at  Phila- 
delphia. 


England  must  have  a  real  Army — not  the  show  and  shadow  of  one. 
I  trust  to  your  common  sense  to  look  facts  in  the  face,  and  to  provide 
the  means  of  effective  national  defence. 

GENTLEMEN  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS, 

When  the  annual  Estimates  are  laid  before  you,  I  trust  you 
will  devote  due  time  and  attention  to  their  consideration.  Be 
liberal,  but  not  extravagant ;  economical,  but  not  niggardly. 

Should  the  year's  accounts  show  a  surplus,  I  am  confident  that 
you  could  not  better  employ  a  portion  of  it  than  in  augmenting  the 
pay  and  salaries  of  those  meritorious  persons  in  the  service  01  the 
Crown  whose  means  of  living  have  not  increased  with  the  increasing 
expenses  of  living.  A  great  and  wealthy  country  like  ours  should 
not  be  distanced  in  liberality  to  its  servants  by  a  bank  or  a  brewery. 

Mr  LORDS  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

"  Circulars,"  as  we  all  know,  are  troublesome  and  annoying, 
but  sometimes  we  are  obliged  to  read  and  consider  their  contents, 
even  though  we  should  afterwards  throw  them  into  the  waste-paper 
basket.  The  documents  of  this  description  which  you  will  be  called 
upon  to  discuss  are  of  more  than  fugitive  importance,  and  should 
not  be  weighed  in  a  spirit  of  mere  slavish  submission  to  party  consi- 
derations. 

I  trust  you  will  fathom  and  get  to  the  bottom  of  certain  disagree- 
able incidents  connected  with  our  Navy. 

You  will  know  how  to  spell  Mobilization  and  Localization  before 
the  end  of  July. 

I  implore  you  to  settle  the  vexatious  Burials  Bill  question.  The 
prospect  of  another  recess,  with  its  clerical  controversies  and  corre- 
spondence, its  meetings  of  unwise  clergy  and  imprudent  laity,  is  too 
terrible.  Let  us  try,  if  we  can,  to  bury  the  hatchet. 

Either  you  or  your  successors  will  be  forced  to  face  the  life  and 
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death  questions  of  Drink  and  Drinking.  May  you  be  blessed  with 
wisdom  to  deal  with  them. 

Local  Taxation,  Merchant  Shipping,  and  other  topics  of  pressing 
importance  will  amply  occupy  your  attention.  I  trust,  therefore, 
you  will  sternly  discountenance  personal  squabbles,  Hibernian 
obstruetiveiu'ss,  and  any  attempt  at  intrusion  and  insolence  on  the 
part  of  a  nuisance  to  which  you  were  far  too  lenient  last  year. 

Do  not  waste  time  at  the  beginning  of  the  Session ;  be  concise  and 
to  the  point  in  your  speeches ;  intelligible  and  straightforward  in 
your  answers  to  questions ;  original  in  your  quotations  ;  think  more 
of  your  country  and  less  of  your  party ;  more  of  the  Division  bell 
and  less  of  the  dinner  ditto. 

Assuring  you  of  ray  intention  at  once  to  resume  the  chronicle  of 
your  triumph!  and  defeats,  your  blunders  and  successes,  your  sense 
and  your  nonsense,  in  my  illustrations  and  "Essence,"  I  now 
dismiss  you  to  the  labours  o'f  a  Session,  which  I  cannot  conceal  from 
you  must  be  of  more  than  ordinary  jcngth,  seeing  this  is  Bissextile 
or  Leap  Year,  and  that  February  will  therefore  have  twenty-nine 
instead  of  twenty-eight  days. 


CULINARY    SCHOLARSHIPS. 

"  The  Society  of  Arts  lately  founded  five  scholarships  entitling;  the  holders 
thereof  to  free  instruction  in  the  National  Training  School  of  Cookery ;  and 
these  honours  will  be  competed  for  on  the  12th  of  this  month  at  South 
Kensington." 

E  believe  we  break  no  con- 
fidence in  stating  that  the 
following  were  for  some 
reason  omitted  from  the 
questions  to  the  candi- 
dates : — 

If  the  wages  of  a  Cook 
are  £30  a-year,  how  much, 
in  addition,  may  she  expect 
as  perquisites  ? 

Supposing  that  you  took 
a  situation  where  no 
kitchen-maid  is  kept,  what 
extra  wages  would  you  ask 
for  lighting  your  own  fires  ? 

How  many  pounds  of 
stock  meat  would  you  re- 
quire to  make  three  plate- 
fuls  of  soup  maigre  f 

State  the  market-price 
of  dripping,  and  give  a 
table  of  its  fluctuations 
during  the  past  twelve 
months. 

Do  you  consider  it  is  one 
of  the  privileges  of  a  Cook 
to  imitate  in  Sunday  dress 
the  costumes  of  her  mis- 
tress P 

If  you  chanced  to  have  a  handsome  cousin  in  the  Police,  what 
would  be  your  usual  course  in  dealing  with  cold  mutton  ? 

State  your  method  of  procedure  in  (1)  boiling  a  potato,  (2)  cooking 
a  beefsteak,  and  (3)  making  melted  butter. 


A  HINT  FROM  THE  HOtJE. 

MR.  Prmn,  ever  on  the  qui  rire  to  pick  up  anything  that  may  be 
worth  picking  up,  lately  picked  up  the  Hour,  and  feels  grateful 
to  MR.  MACDOTTGAIL  for  his  list  of  "  Unanswered  Questions,"  with 
the  motto,  Gutta  carat  lapidcm,  non  vi,  sed  stepe  cadcndo,"  and 
the  intimation  that  "These  questions  will  appear  daily  in  this 
column  until  answered  by  those  whom  they  concern."  Of  course 
they  are  the  most  disagreeable  questions  that  the  querist's  know- 

dge  of  the  sore  or  shady  places  in  the  past  of  the  queried,  or  the 
weak  joints  in  their  armour,  personal  or  financial,  can  suggest. 

1  hough  the  motive  for  asking  such  questions  may,  as  a  rule,  be 
questionable,  still  such  curiosity  may  have  its  public  uses  ;  and  Mr. 
Punch,  hoping  that  the  method  has  not  been  patented,  proposes,  for 
once,  himself  to  apply  it,  in  the  hope  thereby  to  elicit  some  informa- 
j  vuse  •  P,ublic>  and  n°t  as  yet  sought  by  MR.  MACDOUGALL 
no  doubt  as  lying  beyond  his  special  field  of  inquiry.* 

•  As  Mr.  Punch  has  more  demands  on  his  space  than  he  can  possibly 

>ply,  ne  w  II  be  unable  to  publish  his  Questions  more  than  once.    He  must 

therefore  respectfully  request  the  parties  interrogated  to  answer  bis  inquiries 

with  the  least  possible  delay,  as  otherwise  his  readers  will,  he  fears,  take  the 

liberty  of  answenng  them  for  themselves. 


I'ei'soiis  who  cinitil,  ./ 
tk'ij  tcottll,  tamper. 


The  SULTAN. 


The  Head  of  the 
Turkish  Exchequer. 

The    Representatives 

at  the  Court  of  St. 
James's  of  Turkey, 
Honduras,  Cnsta 
Rica,  I'arairuuy. 


Her  Majesty's 

Ministers. 


Ditto. 


RIGHT  Hon.  WARD 
HUNT. 


Ditto. 


EIGHT  HON.  W.  E. 
GLADSTONE. 


PRINCE  BISMARCK. 


The  KING  or  ITALY. 


The  POPE. 


The  MARQUIS  OF 

RlPON. 

0.  E.  MANNING,  Rec 
tor  of  St.  Petroe. 


RICHARD  BANNER 
OAKLEY. 


CorNT 

Circular. 


Turkish  Bonds. 

Loans. 


Slave  Circular. 


Suez  Canal. 


Vanguard,  Iron 
T)nke,  Alberta, 
Mistletoe,  and 
other  subjects  of 
accident. 

National 
Indignation. 


Recreations  of  Ex- 
Ministers. 


The 
French  Indemnity 


His  Future. 


Peter's  Pence. 


MGR.  NARDI'S  Let- 
ter to  the    T'oci 
delta  Verita. 
Unchristian 
Jealousy. 


Co-operative 
Deposit  Bank. 


is  likely  to  be  the 
result  of  making  good 
political  resolutions,  and 
not  keeping  them  ? 

[low  long  are  the  coupon- 
holders  likely  to  get  half 
their  interest  ? 

\Vlicn  do  the  countries  you 
represent  expect  to  tloat 
any  more  Loans  in  Eng- 
land, and  at  what  do 
you  value  the  chances  of 
such  floatation,  having 
regard  to  the  time  re- 
quired for  the  investing 
Public  to  forget  their 
latest  experience  ? 

To  whose  Happy  Thought 
is  this  bright  and  suc- 
cessful document  really 
due  y 

Are  _  vou  looking  forward 
with  pleasurable  anxiety 
to  the  interrogations  of 
the  Opposition  on  this 
question,  and  are  you 
quite  clear  that  your 
bargain  will  hold 
water  ? 

What  peculiar  qualifica- 
tions does  a  Naval  Officer 
require  to  guarantee  him 
against  liability  to 
Court-Martial  ? 

What  pressure  of  public 
dissatisfaction  is  re- 
quired to  produce  prac- 
tical conviction  of  the 
duty  of  resignation  ? 

Which  is  the  most  eleva- 
ting employment  for  a 
great  Statesman — Lead- 
ing a  great  national 
party,  or  helping  the 
circulation  of  second- 
class  periodicals,  and 
answering  letters  from 
young  men  engaged 
in  mercantile  pursuits, 
and  old  women  of  both 
sexes  ? 

How  comes  it  that  Ger- 
many, after  nobbling 
two  hundred  millions  of 
war  indemnity,  is  poorer 
than  France  after  paying 
it? 

Where  dp  you  expect  to 
go  to,  if  you  don't  get 
absolution,  and  how 
much  do  you  suppose 
you  will  get  it  for,  and 
don't  you  wish  you  may 
get  it? 

Who  takes  care  of  these 
pence,  and  are  there  any 
Peter  s  pounds  that  take 
care  of  themselves  ? 

In  a  pious  fraud,  where 
does  the  piety  stop  and 
the  fraud  commence  ? 

What,  title  are  Anglican 
P.P.'s  to  take  now  that 
of  "Reverend"  is  dese- 
crated by  lawful  ap- 
plication to  Dissenting 
Ministers  ? 

How  many  widows  and 
orphans  must  a' scoun- 
drel ruin  before  he  is 
financially  successful  ? 
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ECONOMY    IN    A    MESS! 


Tin:    following    ae- 
count    "i    .1    .Me-  - 
M'-.-tin'..'      of      tin- 
l-J'.Hh  ! 
tin-  I.iiu-  In 
iis   \\-.\y  into    Mi-. 
PuncVs      l.-tt  i  i-- 
li   .\.      Altll"' 

name  III  til''  I'lilt- 
talion  in  question 

line,    11"!    appear    ill 

the  Monthly  Army 
List,  there  is  no 
]•>•  I*OH  for  doubt- 
ing the  accuracy  of 
a  report  so  evi- 
dently the  outcome 
of  recent  corre- 
spondence in  the 
Public  Press  :uid 
less  recent  llorse- 
(mards1  Regula- 
tions. 


ery  hir'.'ely  attended,  had  created  a  very  unpleasant,  and,  he  was 
round  to  saV,  erroneous  impression  in  tin-  neighbourhood,  llmnli-t 
lail  liei  n  played,  he  thought  very  well  play 'I  lint  tin1  iv.-iileiit 
'entry  \vln>  had  witne-s' -d  the  performanee  inM-tnl  that  tin-re  had 
)eenan  intention  to  bui-le-,|iie  Sn  U.HT.VKI  .  >u'-h  an  intention  lie 
jeggcd  ni"  :<-aily  to  repudiate,  tor  himself  and  the  other 

llelllliers  of  the  reu'illiellt  M  1   C  '/'/"  il i-llillill lijlli- . 

I.IKI  TI:N  vM--Gn.oXKi,  TKIMMKK  thought  that  perhaps,  under  the 
peeial  eiivuinstam-es  of  the  ease,  a  ball  miijlil  be  given,  but  officers 
nu-t  In-  put  to  no  unnece-^aiy  expense.  He  would  he  '.'lad  to 

•eeei\  "US. 

MA.IOK  MII.D.MAX  would  suggest    that   the   band  of  the  Regiment 
liould  play  quadrilles  from  eiirht  until  ten,  and  that  t'-a  nnd   - 
hould  be  served  for  ten  minutes,  in  the  ante-room,  at  halt- 
line. 

CAPTAIN-  FA-TIIUY  said  that  it  would  be  absolutely  necessary,  to 
'reserve  the  //Ms/1/;/'  °f  the  Regiment,  that  a  string  band  should  be 
>rought  down  from  Town,  and  that  the  supper  should  come  from 
' 


Jfess-Meetinij 
of  the 

1211M  Regiment. 

Present— LIEUTENANT-COLONEL  TKIMMEK  (in  the  Chair) ;  MAJOR 

MII.IIMVN  ;  Cvi'T.uxs  FASTHOY,  I>KV<;,  HUSKIN,  and  I'I.OIHI; 
I.IEI-TI  \\NTS  SHODDY  and  CAFEU;  SCB-LIEUTENANT  BAM  AM  ; 
SUHGEON  PIIOBANG. 

After  the  roll  of  officers  had  been  called  by  the  Adjutant,  the 
Minutes  of  the  last  Meeting  were  read,  approved,  and  confirmed. 

I.iEiTENANT-CoLONEL  TRIMMER  said  that  he  had  called  a  Meeting 
of  the  Oflieers  of  the  Regiment  because  he  wished  to  take  their  opinion 
upon  the  subject  of  Mess  Expenses.  In  the  olden  time,  the  Mess 
was  considered  private. — it  was  left  to  the  Officers  who  had  the 
honour  to  command  the  Regiment  (assisted  by  the  Mess-Committee) 
to  regulate  the  customs  and  decide  upon  the  uniform.  Now-a-days 
the  Mess-jacket  was  a  matter  of  sealed  patterns,  and  he  was  directed 
to  see  that  no  unnecessary  expense  should  be  incurred  by  the 
Officers  under  his  command  in  giving  entertainments.  He  wished 
to  live  in  friendship  and  good -will  with  all  his  Officers,  and  he  there- 
fore called  upon  them  to  make  any  suggestion  they  pleased  for  his 
information.  Of  course  they  would  understand  it  was  merely  for 
his  information,  as  the  Mess  had  now  become  a  question  of  disci- 
pline. 

MAJOR  MILDMAN  begged  to  call  the  attention  of  the  Colonel  to 
the  fact  that  Champagne  was  drunk  at  Mess  contrary  to  the  wishes 
of  the  General  commanding  the  district. 

CAPTAIN  FASTBOY  wished  to  correct  the  Major.  The  General 
objected  to  Champagne.  He  doubted  if  the  liquor  recently  supplied 
to  the  Mess  under  the  name  of  Champagne  really  came  within  the 
General's  objection.  It  was  more  suggestive  of  gooseberries  than 
grapes. 

LIEUTENANT-COLONEL  TRpiMEii  wished  to  know  why  Champagne 
had  been  introduced  after  his  orders  to  the  contrary. 

SURGEON  PHOBANG  explained  that  the  General  commanding  the  dis- 
trict had  dined  with  the  Mess  during  the  temporary  absence  of  the 
Colonel.  The  General  commanding  the  district  had  ordered  the 
Champagne. 

LIEUTENANT-COLONEL  TRIMMER  said  that  altered  the  matter. 
Evidently  the  intention  of  the  General  was  not  absolutely  to  forbic 
the  consumption  of  effervescing  wine — what  was  commonly  under- 
stood by  "  nzz,"  in  fact — but  to  put  a  stop  to  unnecessary  display 
Under  those  circumstances  the  case  might,  perhaps,  be  met  by 
Champagne  being  drunk  in  future  from  China  mugs  in  lieu  o: 
glasses. 

<'u'i-ux  HI-SKIN  would  respectf'ullv  ask  the  Colonel  if  private 
theatricals  came  under  the  heading  of  f'  entertainments." 

LIEUTENANT-COLONEL  TRIMMER  (before  answering  the  question 
would  wish  to  know  who  took  part  in  the  theatricals. 

CAPTAIN  BUSKIN  informed  the  Colonel  that  SURGEON  PHOBANQ 
LIEUTENANT  CAPER,  and  himself,  were  the  leading  members  of  thi 
troupe. 

_  LIEUTENANT-COLONEL  TRIMMER  was  of  opinion  that,  under  these 
circumstances,  the  theatricals  could  scarcely  be  considered  as  enter- 
tainments. 

LIEUTENANT  CAPER  respectfully  requested  to  know  whether  the 
Regiment  might  not  occasionally  "give  a  ball  to  the  resident  gentry 
Tho  fact  was  the  amateur  theatricals  recently  given,  which  had  been 


LIEUI  EX  VXT  SHODDY  thought  that  things  ought  to  be  well  done,  if 
hey  were  done  at  all.  Five-pound  bouquets  slmuld  he  provided  for 
the  Ladies.  His  father  was  ready  to  put  down  r.'.OOO  to  pay  his 
proportion  of  the  cost  of  doingthings  in  style.  "  D— n  the  expense," 
vas  his  motto. 

LIEITENANT-COLONEL  TKJMMEII  begged  to  decline  ME.  SHODDY'S 
offer.  He  did  not  think  that  Mu.  SHODDY  had  quite  caught  the 
regimental  spirit. 

CAPTAIN  PLODD  could  not  help  feeling  that  a  ball  was  an  unneces- 
sary, as  well  as  unsatisfactory,  form  of  entertainment.  A  scientific 
Conversazione  would  be  infinitely  better.  Fur  £50  he  undertook  to 
purchase  the  materials  for  several  most  interesting  illustrated 
'eetures  on  Electricity,  the  Spectroscope,  Organic  Chemistry,  and 
;he  Darwinian  System  of  Evolution. 

Si  !.-|.II:ITI:N  \'xr  KVNTAM,  as  an  officer  of  two  months'  standing, 
;hought  that  the  Regiment  would  be  utterly  disgraced  if  they  did 
not  give  a  good  Ball  at  least  once  a  quarter.  Did  not  the  glorious 
rag  ne  had  had  the  honour  of  carrying  that  morning  for  the  first 
time,  record  what  the  Regiment  had  done  at  Waterloo,  the  Alma, 
and  Inkermann  ?  As  to  expense,  ho  for  one  was  quite  sure  his 
widowed  mother  would  send  him  an  extra  £10  note  for  so  good  a 
purpose. 

CAPTAIN  DRAGG  would  like  to  know  whether  the  Colonel  wished 
the  Pack  to  be  kept  up  ? 

The  Colonel  said  certainly — at  the  same  time  he  would  like  to  see 
more  economy  in  its  management,  and  had  made  a  suggestion  with 
that  view  in  his  list  .of  regulations,  which  he  thought  would  meet 
the  exigences  of  the  case  all  round.  He  had  framed  them  with  a 
view  to  encourage  good  feeling  and  keep  up  the  prestige  of  the 
Regiment,  while  avoiding  all  unnecessary  outlay,  which,  as  their 
Commanding  Officer,  it  was  his  duty  to  discourage. 

The  Adjutant  then  read  the  following  list  :— 

Mess. — Champagne  and  all  other  wines  may  be  drunk,  but  in 
mugs.  The  eta/"  will  send  up  the  dinner  (which  will  be  of  the  usual 
recnerchf  description)  on  willow-pattern  plates.  Water  decanters 
will  not  be  put  on  the  table,  as  being  an  unnecessary  expense.  The 
supply  of  salt  and  other  condiments  will  in  future  be  carefully  con- 
trolled, with  a  view  to  the  strictest  economy. 

Private  Theatricals. — Stage  costumes,  professional  coach,  and  hire 
of  rooms  will  remain  as  before.  As  it  appears,  however,  that  it  has 
been  customary  to  pay  ten  boys  at  a  -shilling  a  head  to  go  into  the 
gallery  to  applaud,  a  reduction  is  recommended  under  this  heading. 
In  future  only  five  boys  will  be  sent  into  the  gallery  at  tenpence  a 
head. 

Sail. — Band  and  supper  will  come  from  London  as  heretofore. 
No  alterations  will  be  made  in  the  sums  voted  for  hire  of  rooms, 
tloral  decorations,  &c.  With  a  view  to  economy,  however,  the 
riband  attached  to  the  pencils  of  the  dance  programmes  will  be  of 
common  silk  instead  of  twist  gold-thread. 

Pack. — In  future,  the  man  in  charge  of  the  dogs  will  receive  one 
quart  of  beer,  allowance,  daily,  instead  of  three  pints  as  heretofore. 

After  the  reading  of  the  above  regulations,  LIEUTENANT-COLONEL 
TRIMMER  thanked  the  Officers  for  their  attendance,  and  the  Meeting 
was  formally  dissolved. 

The  Colonel,  before  leaving,  intimated,  however,  that  no  great 
reduction  would  be  made  in  the  Mess  subscription  of  the  LWth 
Regiment,  in  spite  of  the  above  sweeping  reforms. 


SHAKSTEARE   ON  THE  RINK. 

"  Tnrs  men  may  grow  wiser  every  day — it  is  the  first  time  that 
er  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  sport  for  Ladies." 

As  Ton  Like  It  (Act  i.  8.  2). 


ever 


MOTTO  FOR  THE  POSTE  RESTATTE.— -"  Litera  scripta  unmet." 
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A    HINT    TO    COACHMAKERS. 


DESIGN  FOR  A  SEW  CONVEYANCE,  TO  BE  CALLED  THE  "  GOODY  TwoStioEs.''     THE 

ItOLLEUS,    FOR   ORDINARY   WEATHER. 


ACME"  SKATE  MAY  BE  REPLACED  BY  KINK- 


SOME  WORDS  WITH  A  SWEATER, 

(As  heard  from  the  Men's  side  of  the  Hedyv.} 

An  Twilling  to  work  by  the  piece  ?    To  be  sure ! 
Don't  ketch  me  refusing  it !    Not  such  a  "cure !  " 

What,  object  to  a  "lay" 

As  increases  my  pay 
To  some  four  times  the  "  twist     I  can  earn  by  the  day  ? 

Do  the  men  who  work  under  me  pocket  the  same  ? 
'Taint  likely  !     That  isn't  exactly  my  game ! 

On  day-hire  I  get  'em, 

And  grind  'em  and  sweat  'em ; 
But  as  for  the  "perks  "  of  the  spec — why,  /net  'em  ! 

Do  I  stick  at  the  price  I  'II  accept  f    No,  not  me  ! 
'Tis  but  cutting  one's  coat  to  one's  cloth,  don't  yer  see  ? 

If  the  prices  looks  blue, 

Why  I  puts  on  the  screw, 
For  I  means  making  piece-work  pay  me, — and  I  do  ! 

Do  I  put  the  best  men  on  the  job  ?    Well,  yer  know, 
First-raters  and  me  don't  quite  "  cotton  "—that 's  so ! 

They  are  stuck-up,  I  find. 

And  not  good  at  the  grind, 
Cheap  outsiders  tcill  sweat,  and  are  more  to  my  mind. 

Do  I  pay  all  my  subs  by  the  day  1    Why,  in  course  ! 
And  the  pay-sheets  I  rig, — which  the  foremen  endorse, — 

But  here 's  one  o'  my  tricks — 

Say  they  're  rated  at  six, 

Well  I  pays  'em  four  bob,  and  the  balance  /nicks! 
Is  the  workmanship  good  f    Well,  you  must  think  me  green  ! 
Why  of  course  it 's  tol-lol, — where  it 's  like  to  be  seen. 

If  it  looks  rather  queer, 

Why  there 's  paint,  just  a  smear, 

Or  some  good  "  bournanteak,"*— that'll  pass  it,  no  fear! 
•  Shop-slang  for  putty  or  other  "  padding." 


Don't  the  foremen  look  better  than  that  after  me  ? 

Well,  a  cove  don't  twig  much  through  gold  blinkers,  yer  see. 
If  he  's  given  to  quiz, 
There  are  "tips"  and  free  "  fizz," 

And  it  's  lovely  how  well  we  agrees  —  that  it  is  ! 


scamping"  must  injure  the  firm's  reputation  ? 
Who  cares  ?    It  pays  me,  that  is  one  consolation. 

The  profits  are  prime  ; 

It  will  last  out  my  time, 
And  /ain't  the  sole  sinner,  if  "  Cutting  's  "  a  crime  ! 

Drive  Trade  from  the  country  ?     Don't  know  about  that, 
Though  I  've  heard  a  good  lot  of  such  snivelling  chat  ! 

Every  man  for  himself  ! 

If  /  don't  pile  up  pelf, 
Will  "  the  country  "  keep  me  when  I  'm  laid  on  the  shelf  ? 

Does  it  injure  the  health  of  the  subs  as  I  sweat  ? 

That  's  no  business  o'  mine.    There  are  plenty  more  yet 

As  won't  stick  at  a  "bob 

When  hard  up  for  a  job, 
And  the  pickings  pay  nicely  at  so  much  per  nob  ! 

Is  it  fair  to  my  mates  ?    Well,  we  've  all  the  same  chance, 
If  they  miss  'tain't  my  fault,  that  is  clear  at  a  glance  ! 

If  at  piece-work  they  kick, 

They  will  find  pretty  quick 
They  have  spoilt  a  good  game—  for  the  few  who  'ce  the  trick  ! 


A  Refuge  for  Ritualism. 

WE  hear  that  the  Ritualists  contemplate  secession  as  their  only 
escape  from  the  rigor  of  the  Court  of  Arches.  Let  Punch  suggest 
an  alternative.  Let  them  embark  from  Penzance  to  the  Isles  of 
Scilly.  History  tells  us  that  the  first  settlers  in  those  islands  came 
from  Rome.  Let  history  repeat  itself. 
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EXPERTO    CREDE. 

Our  Dustman.  "'ERE'S  THIS  'ERE  BIG  'OusK,  l!n.i,,  ox  THK  LEFT,  WHY  I  SHOULD  SAY  THEY'D  TURN  OVER  THEIR  MATTER  o'  THREE 

I/ IAD  o'  DUST  A  WEEK  IN  THE  SEASON  VITHOUT  A  HEFFOUT!!  " 


A  GRACE'S  COUP  DE  GRACE? 

ACCORDING  to  the  London  Correspondent  of  a  local  papert  the 
ARCHBISHOP  OF  YORK  has  lately  distinguished  himself  by  saying  a 
sharp  thing.  In  order  to  the  repression  of  national  intemperance: — 

"  The  ARCHBISHOP  OF  YORK  cleared  the  ground  for  doing  something  when 
a  few  days  ago  he  gave  the  coup  de  gr&ee  to  the  old  blatant  sophism  '  You 
can't  make  people  sober  by  Act  of  Parliament,'  and  said  '  But  you  are  now 
making  them  drunk  by  Act  of  Parliament.'  " 

This  is  clever,  indeed.  An  Act  of  Parliament  not  only  sanctions 
public-houses,  but  also  compels  people  to  go  and  get  drunk  in  them. 
That  is  the  case  of  the  agitators  for  a  Liquor  Law.  It  isn't  as 
though  the  people  could  do  as  they  chose,  drink  or  not.  That  would 
be  simply  reasonable  and  constitutional  freedom.  They  are  absolutely 
furcrd  to  drink,  and  more  than  so,  to  get  drunk,  by  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment. Under  what  penalty  ?  The  ARCHBISHOP  OF  YORK  will 
perhaps  tells  us  if  it  was  really  he,  and  not  somebody  of  another 
order  of  intellect,  who,  by  the  particularly  brilliant  saying  with 
which  his  Grace  has  been  credited,  so  completely  gave  to  the  "  old 
blatant  sophism"  the  "  coup  tie  grace  "  quoted  as  archiepiscopal. 


PHILOSOPHERS  AT  FIGHT. 

PHILOSOPHERS,  'authorities  of  weight, 

A  mueh-vexed  question  in  the  Times  debate. 

"Spontaneous  Generation "  these  sage  men 

Discuss  with  some  asperity  of  pen  ; 

PROFESSOR  TYNDALL  eon.,  and  Kuziurjprv, 

Does  putrefaction  gender  life,  or  no  ? 

Both  parties  are  on  this  main  fact  agreed, 

That  some  infusions  infusoria  brood. 

TYNDALL  protests,  "  Negattir,  piv'n  due  care 

To  purify  or  quite  exclude  the  air." 

"  hot  so,"  cries  BASTIAN.     "  Germs  spontaneous  grow, 

Exclude  and  purify  the  air  or  no." 


Within  a  word  the  controversy  lies — 
Let  us  but  understand  what  it  implies — 
Unfiltered  air  contains,  you  tell  us,  "  germs." 
Philosopher,  explain  ambiguous  terms  ! 
"What  is  a  "  germ  "  ?    An  ignoramus  begs 
To  know,  do     germs,"  or  do  they  not,  mean  eggs, 
Or  embryosj  which  preceding  creatures  bore, 
Of  other  animalcules  born  before  ? 
If  "  germs"  are  eggs,  then  do  "  bacteria  "  bear 
Eggs,  to  be  hatched  in  water,  laid  in  air  ? 
Say  when  you  mention  "  germs  "  you  do  but  mean 
Mere  motes  of  protoplasm  or  protein, 
Then  what  although  they  needs  must  coalesce 
With  matter  in  a  putrefactive  mess, 
To  generate  forms  of  life,  no  parent  stem 
Having,  as  offspring,  generated  them, 
Whence  infusorial  progeny  are  bred, 
Are  not  those  "  germs  "  at  best  as  mutton  dead  ? 
And  is  not  all  your  question  a  mere  word, 
As  being  the  reverse  of  sense,' absurd  ? 
Sure  unspontaneous  were  the  proper  term 
Whether  for  agency  of  senseless     germ," 
Or  particles  as  void  as  "  germs  "  of  sense, 
Wherefrora,  in  ferment,  living  things  commence. 
Life  in  some  states,  beneath  creative  laws, 
If  Nature  generates— both,  hold  your  jaws. 


POST   ET   PROPTER. 


IN  former  times,  Actors  in  the  Royal  Theatres  were  called  His  or 
Her  Majesty's  Servants,  whether  male  or  female.  According  to 
report,  however,  Her  Majesty's  Theatre  in  the  Haymarket  is,  in 
future,  to  be  occupied  exclusively  by  Her  Majesty's  Mails. 


THE  WORST  KIND  OF  Do.— The  do  as  one  would  be  done  by. 
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A    SONG    OF    THE    DAY. 


HE  busy  B  stands  now  for 

Belle ! 
I  love  to  rink,  I  lovo  to 

spoil : 

Both  to  flirtation  I  WBvert : 
"•raciuus,  is  it  flirt  oi1 

•  •/.' 

While  merry  groups  fly  to 

and  fro, 

I  practise  spelling  as  I  go  : 
I'nictiin    or   praetico  ?  —  s 

ore? 
The  Dictionaries  disagree. 

This  rinking  is  a  pleasant 

whim, 
When  lungs  are  right  and 

ancles  trim. 
Is  ankle  right  '1     Is    ancle 

wroug ''. 
Xo  matter  ;  mine  are  swift 

and  strong. 

Says  FRKD,  "  I  'm  ainjnr  of 

success : 
I  loner  to  see  your  spelling 

dress." 
Ah,  now  I  know  I  have  it 

pat — 
Anger 's  a  bore  :  FRED  isn't 

that. 


LAWSON  AND  LIBERTY. 

A  FEW  evenings  ago  SIB  WILFRID  L.vwsox,  "in  connection  with 
the  Temperance  agitation,"  as  a  newspaper  says,  "visited  Ports- 
mouth." There,  at  a  public  meeting  in  the  Soldiers'  Institute,  he 
delivered  another  of  his  funny  speeches  on  the  "  Permissive  Bill." 
Referring  to  the  feud  raging  between  the  Publicans  and  their  rivals 
the  Grocers,  he  said : — 

"  The  Grocers  who  held  licences  for  the  sale  of  intoxicating  liquors  were 
about  to  be  attacked.  His  hair  stood  on  end  when  he  read  the  organs  of  the 
Licensed  Victuallers,  to  find  what  a  bad  account  they  gave  of  the  Grocers. 
(Laughter.)  The  Publicans  accused  the  Grocers  of  every  enormity  because 
they  sold  drink,  which  in  their  opinion  ought  to  be  sold  and  consumed  only  in 
the  public-house." 

Having,  amid  "loud  laughter  and  applause,"  observed  that  in 
this  case  the  relations  between  the  Pharisee  and  Publican  in  the 
parable  were  reversed,  the  speaker  went  on  to  say  that— 

"  He  had  a  great  respect  for  the  ordinary  Grocer,  but  he  had  no  respect  for 
the  Grocer  who  sold  intoxicating  drink,  and  ho  would  hoarlilv  help  the  Pub- 
licans in  driving  the  liquor-selling  Grocer  out  of  the  field,  ifaving  got  rid  oi 
him,  however,  he  would  join  them  in  any  movement  against  the  Publicans." 

For  this  fair  warning  that  the  "  Permissive  Bill "  is  intended  not 
only  to  put  down  public-houses,  but  also  to  restrict  private  persons, 
SIR  WILFRID  LAWSOX  deserves  the  thanks  of  every  freeborn  Briton 
who  values  his  freedom.  In  the  meanwhile  the  conflicting  Publicans 
and  Grocers  will  perhaps  have  sense  enough  to  see  how  completely 
they,  in  relation  to  one  another,  correspond  to  those  famous  com- 
batants in  the  fable,  the  Frog  and  the  Mouse,  and  with  what  exact- 
ness the  Kite  hovering  over  them,  that  swooped  down  upon  anc 
snapped  up  both  together,  'is  represented  by  the  United  Kingdom 
Alliance,  personified  in  Silt  WILFRID  LAWS/IN. 


Suits  the  taste. 
Sum  Tattles 
Draws  like  what  else  r 
Our  llni/s 
Nought  alloy  . 

Attfor  lief 

Makes  a  stir. 
J/iix/;*  iniil  l-'uri  • 
Take  your  plan-  ! 
.In HI'  JMri/n 
Crowds  should  pull  in. 
Peep-a'-Doff — 
See  the  play. 
Miini'xi-lli'  C/i/tie, 
Rather  flighty. 


PUNCH'S  PLAY-BILL. 

Kip  Van 

Makes  eyes  twinkle. 
liliti'k  Ei/ed  iSiisan, 
Most  amiisiu'. 
lirnlien  Hearts, 
Weak  in  parts. 
Quiet  linltlier 
Makes  one  blubber. 


Makes  one  laugh. 


Might  be  shorter. 
L'ArcJiiduc, 

(io  and  look. 
'I'riu!  In/  Ji/n/, 
Still  the  fury. 


THE  LAND  AND  THE  LANDLORD. 

(An  Appi-iil  to  MK.  BRIGHT.) 
\To  doubt  the  wise,  Friend  BRIGHT,  witli  thee  on  Free  Trade  ground 

who  stand, 

Must  own  that  no  impediment  should  clog  the  sale  of  land. 
'onsisteuey  and  logic  this  acknowledgment  demand  ; 
Tet  fecl'st'thou  not  that  something  may  be  said,  on  the  other  hand, 
l-'or  the  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  one  of  the  oldeu  time  ': 

magine,  JOHX,  that  for  the  last  two  centuries,  or  three, 
Prade  in  respect  of  land  had  been  from  trammels  wholly  free  ; 
\Vheiv  now  would  all  the  large  estates  with  their  good  broad  acres  be, 
•Mailed  at  present  upon  heirs  of  ancient  pedigree, 
Like  the  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  one  of  the  olden  time  ? 

iVhcre  the  grey  keeps  and  castles,  the  historic  courts  and  halls  ? 
1'he  sfranires  o'er  whose  gables  lichen  creeps,  and  ivy  crawls, 
Whence  flit  the  bats  and  owls  as  dark  the  shade  of  twilight  falls  ? 
\Vlieiv  the  stately  manor-houses,  the  time-worn,  ancestral  walls, 
Of  your  fine  Old  English  Gentlemen,  all  of  the  olden  time  'i 

Thou  know'st  the  ancient  seat  that  bears  a  county  name  of  mark, 

1'he  homestead  nigh  the  rookery  in  avenue  or  park, 

\Vhose  annals  were  recorded  by  a  grave  and  learned  clerk, 

That  house  where  eery  things  are  seen,  say  the  neighbours,  after 

dark, 
By  its  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  'Squire  of  the  olden  time. 

The  house  that 's  full  of  wainscotting,  and  chests  and  coffers  old, 
And  antique  chairs  and  furniture,  and  mildew,  moth,  and  mould  ; 
Inside  and  out  a  picture,  oh,  how  lovely  to  behold  ! 
And  where  the  Family  Ghost  appears  before  the  death,  we  're  told, 
Of  the  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  still  of  the  olden  time  : 

Whence  the  Squire  drives  on  Sundays  to  the  Church,  hedged  round 

with  yew, 

And  through  service  sits  with  gravity  and  grandeur  in  his  pew, 
From  which,  by  mien  distinguished  from  the  men  of  fortunes  new, 
He  contemplates  his  scutcheon  on  the  tablet  full  in  view 
Of  that  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  all  of  the  olden  time. 

Canst  them  not  with  him  sympathise,  Friend,  canst  thou^not  admire 
The  behaviour  and  belongings  of  this  typical  old  'Squire  ?  t 
Would  it  not  grieve  thee  were  his  Hall  to  be  destroyed  by  fire  ? 
Or  the  house  and  grounds  to  pass  away  to  a  base  and  alien  buyer, 
From  that  fine  Old  English  Gentleman,  one  of  the  olden  time  '•! 

'Tis  sad  enough  already  when,  through  cutting  off  entail, 
A  spendthrift  is  empowered  to  put  his  heritage  up  to  sale  ; 
How  often  and  how  sorely,  and  how  vainly,  we  bewail 
The  good  old  mansions  that  have  gone  this  way  of  the  good  old  ale, 
And  the  good  Old  English  Seaiiemaa,  'Squires  of  the  olden  time ! 


NO  MORE  KNIFEBOYS! 

A  SHORT  time  ago  MR.  BRIDGE,  at  Wandsworth,  and  Mil.  CHANCK, 
at  Lambeth,  decided,  against  the  Commissioners  of  Inland  Revenue, 
that  liability  to  the  tax  on  male  servants  was  not  incurred  by  the 
occasional  employment  of  a  boy  to  do  odd  jobs.  At  Kingston,  how- 
ever, official  zeal  has  been  rewarded  by  obtaining  from  the  Magis- 
trates a  conviction,  with  a  mitigated  penalty  of  five  pounds,  incurred 
by  a  Gentleman  through  having,  without  a  licence,  employed  a  Lad 
daily  for  a  few  hours.  He  had  previously  given  an  old  man  the 
same  employment,  which  kept  him  out  of  the  workhouse. 

Nothing  of  this  sort  can  occur  again  ;  and  the  Commissioners  of 
Inland  Revenue  are  further  to  be  congratulated  that  the  effect  of 
their  public-spirited  proceeding  at  Kingston  has  already  been  that 
of  causing  numerous  housekeepers  to  dismiss  their  boys.  For  of 
course  all  these  housekeepers  will  now,  instead  of  boys,  employ 
regular  footmen,  or  other  male  servants  for  whom  they  will  be 
chargeable  with  no  more  duty  than  they  were  liable  to  for  the  boys, 
and  of  whose  wages  and  keep  the  additional  cost  will  be  no  object. 
Thus  the  Revenue  will  gain  immensely  ;  unless  the  appeal  of  which 
the  Defendant  at  Kingston  has  given  notice  should  be  decided  in 
his  favour,  and  the  Convmissioners  bo  unhappily  ruled  by  the  Court 
above  to  have  unduly,  vexatiously,  and  niischievi>u>ly  endeavoured 
to  press  the  law  to  the  injury  and  annoyance  of  their  neighbours. 


New  Rhyme  for  the  Nursery. 
THERE  was  an  old  woman,  and  what  do  you  think  ? 
SI  ie  paid  one  and  sixpence  to  skate  at  a  Rink  ; 
A  cropper  she  came,  when  she  ventured  to  try  it : 
Oh,  couldn't  this  foolish  old  woman  keep  quiet ! 
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£^.vi  XTROIT  Kegina .'  Rootooit,  Punchiut . 
(Tuesday,  February  S.)  Sound  our 
twopenny  trumpet,  in  echo  of  the  Life 
Guards'  brass.  Boom,  our  big  drum, 
responsive  to  the  Park  "pots ! " 
God  save  the  QUEEN  !  And  may  she 
never  again  have  so  dreary  a  day 
for  her  resumption  of  so  delightful  a 
duty. 

That  such  a  crowd  should  have 
faced  such  weather  for  so  many 
hours,  says  volumes  for  the  warmth 
of  London  loyalty.  Perhaps  it  glows 
the  stronger  for  the  rarity  of  its 
kindling.  Is  it  as  true  of  Queens  as 
of  holidays,  that 

"  When  they  seldom  come,  they  wished 

for  come, 

And  nothing  pleascth  but  rare  orna- 
ments" ? 

The  Irrepressible  Doctor  was  determined  to  have  his  Procession  to  the  House,  too — King  Mob's 
Pageant  by  the  side  of  Qrf:i:\  VICTORIA'S.  But  Papa  Police  took  King  Mob  hy  the  scruff  of  the  neck, 
tirst  stopped,  then  spun  him  round,  and,  finally,  chucked  him  back  into  his  native  slums  amidst 
the  approving  guffaw  of  contemptuous  Common  Sense,  which  hates  to  see  the  monkey  paws  of  a 
tag-rag-and-bobtail  rabble  laid  on  the  great  name  and  glorious  associations  of  Magna  Charta.  The 
Doctor  alone  of  the  rabble  rout  was  allowed  to  pass  the  cordon  bleu,  on  his  way  to  the  House  ("  To 
what  base  uses  may  we  come,  HORATIO!"),  affably  bowing  in  recognition  of  tne  hisses,  and  hootings 
of  the  public  as  he  passed  along. 

Then  HER  MAJESTY  graciously  opened  Parliament— her  faithful  Commons,  by  the  way,  rushing  into 
the  Presence  like  a  pack  of  riotous  Underpaduates^ria  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  Keeper  of  the  QUEEN'S 
Conscience,  and  Speaker  of  the  QUEEN'S  Speech,  which  this  year  contains  rather  less  than  the  usual 
amount  of  nothing  ;  and  in  that  lessened  sum-total  less  than  usual  of  domestic  nothing. 

About  Turkey,  the  Sue/  Canal  Purchase,  and  recent  Difficulties  in  China,  papers  are  promised. 
The  Prince's  journey  to  India  is  pronounced  a  great  success.  So  the  QUEEN  is  going  to  take  the 
title  of  EMPRESS  OF  THE  INDIES— not  the  Prince  that  of  King  of  England,  as  the  Independancr  liclqe 
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Ministers 

Circulars,  _.     j o_        __w ____ .„,,_. 

Commission.  Papers  will  be  faid  before  the  House  (Sec  M/.  Punch's  Cartoon  thfs  week  as  a  specimen) 
for  further  information.  Besides,  to  atone  for  this  little  Circular  slip,  our  officers  will  be  ordered  to 
look  sharper  than  ever  after  the  Slave  Trade  under  native  Indian  Princes.  South  Africa  is  going  to 
be  confederated — let  us  hope  to  the  improvement  of  Cape  Wine,  and  the  diminished  production  of 
Cape  smoke,  alcoholic  and  oratorical.  In  the  Straits  Settlements  we  have  come,  it  is  trusted,  to  a 
settlement  of  our  straits. 

Gentlemen  of  the  House  of  Commons  will  have  the  Estimates  laid  before  them — that  they  may  rely 
on  ;  and  JOHN  BULL  will  have  to  pay  the  year's  bills,  that  he  may  relv  on. 

As  to  the  chaotic  jostle  of  competing  measures,  commonly  called  Domestic  Legislation,  "  least  said 
soonest  mended."  Le  Ministre  propose,  et  Force  manure  tlispnse.  So  we  "11  promise  the  least  we  can, 
and  of  that^mean  to  fulfil  as  much  as  we  can  see  our  way  to.  Legislation  affecting  Appeal,  Merchant 
Stopping,  University  and  Primary  Education,  Commons,  and  Prisons,  we  promise  you,  as  the  Bills  are 
drawn  and  ready  to  bring  in.  There  are  more  in  the  pigeon-holes  these  came  from,  which  may,  in  due 
time,  be  fledged  to  fly,  at  least,  as  far  as  First  Reading.  And  now,  be  off  to  your  Bills,  and  the 

VOL.  LXZ.  o 


Lords  (and  Commons)  grant  them 
a  good  deliverance ! 

There,  Mestiettm  </<•  FOpposi- 
I'lin  tfet  a  hold,  it'  you  can,  <>i 
that  smooth  eel  of  an  oration! 
Comment  drops  off  it  like  water 
off  a  duck's  back.  Xo  wonder  it 
slipped  through  your  lingers, 
with  the  merest  pretence  oi 
critical  handling.  Ministers  arc 
to  fight  the  Suez  Canal  battle 
neit  week.  Meanwhile,  it  may 
as  well  be  scored  to  them  in  ad- 
vance as  a  victory.  It  is  tin 
duty  of  the  Opposition  to  discuss 
and  dissect ;  but  they  would  be 
ill-advised  to  tight,  when  the 
buyers  have  the  country  at  their 
back. 

As  for  MR.  GLADSTONE,  like 
Balaam,  he  blest  the  following 
of  iiK.viA  si  IN,  instead  of  cursing 
it.  He  applauds  the  Cabinet's 
cautious  adnesion  to  the  Austrian 
Note  as  the  least  objectionable  of 
three  courses  open  on  the  Eas- 
tern Question,  between  which 
the  only  doubt  is,  which  is  the 
least  unpleasant,  or  the  least 
likely  to  DC  profitable. 

Then  came  the  pelt  of  private 
Bills — nearly  a  hundred  of  them — 

Hobbies  young,  and  Hobbies  old, 
Hobbies,  whose  fate  may  be  fore- 
told ; 
Hobbies,  whose  knees  are  as  yet 

unscored, 
Hobbies,  whom  many  a  Session 's 

seen  floored ! 
Cherished    crotchets,   still   fresh 

and  fair, 
Crotchets  much  rubbed  against 

the  hair; 
High  hopes  destined  to  fade  in 

air  : 
Mischievous 

pant, 

Ardent  aspirations  stampant, 
Reforms    retiring   and    Reforms 

rampant ! 
All  the  eggs  dropt  where  vagrom 

men  roost 
Outside    of    the    Governmental 

Henroost ; 
How  few  to  chip  shell,  how  many 

be  addled, 
Ere  the  House  that  now  gathers 

has  skedaddled ! 

It  was  touching  to  see  the  rush, 
and  to  watch  their  marshalling, 
inder  the  impartial  hand  of 
Iflind  Ballot,  for  their  choice  of  a 
Wednesday.  Et  apres  f 

Altogether,  we  must  congratu- 

ate  Mi.  DISRAELI  on  his  opening 

day.      Above    all,    his  way    of 

;urning  the  flank  of  the  Opposi- 

ion,    and    repairing    the    Mave 

)ircular  blunder,  was  masterly — 

worthy  of   the    Great  Medicine 

Man! 

Wednesday.  —  MR.  OSBORSE 
MORGAN— ballottedout  of  reason- 
able hope  of  a  Wednesday — means 
use  the  wedge  of  a  Resolution 
o  force  open  the  Burial  Ground 
jates,  if  he  can.  against  the  re- 
sistance of  the  Clerical  Intransi- 
;entes. 

Thursday.  —  Recognising    the 

ruth,  that  a  Merchant  Shipping 

Jill  is  too  big  an  oyster  for  one 

gulp,  Ministers  are  going  to  bring 

me  in  in  gobbets. 


monomanias  scam- 
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The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  takes  charge  of  Marine 
Insurance,  in  a  daring  attempt  to  stop  ;the  scuttling-hole's  in  the 
present  law  on  the  subject,  which  often  make  the  loss  of  a  rogues 
ship  a  gain  to  the  rogue.  Interference  with  rogues'  gains!  No 
wonder  there  is  much  vehement  invocation  of  Freedom  of  Contract ! 
Can  anything  be  more  "  delicate  and  difficult,"  as  MR.  NORWOOD 

U£uiey Inside  w^th  SIR  STAFFORD'S  Bill  to  diminish  Insurance 
frauds,  SIR  CHARLES  ADDEKLKY  brings  in  his  instalment  of 
Merchant  Shipping  Reform— the  temporary  Act  of  last  Session  made 
permanent,  with  a  few  improvements— a  framework,  at  least,  tor 
SlR.  PLIMSOLL  to  hang  Amendments  on. 

MR.  CROSS  gives  us  a  much-wanted  Commons  Enclosure  Bill.  MR. 
Su  \\v  LKFKVKE  is  very  indignant  to  find  it  is  all  his  thunder.  Is  it 
any  the  worse  for  that  ?— that  he  should  put  himself  in  such  a 


Friday  (Lords).— The  LORD  CHANCELLOR  propounded  his  plan  of 
a  Court  of  Final  Appeal— a  most  ingenious  piece  of  Mosaic.    The 
Legal  House  of  Lords— or  the  Lords'  Court  of  Appeal— will  include 
the  Law  Lords,  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  and  two  new  Law-Life- Lords 
at  £0,000.     In  time  the  paid  Judges  of  the  Privy  Council  will  be- 
come also  the  paid  Lords  of  the  Lords'  Court  of  Final  Appeal, 
who  will  at  last  bo  four.   Then  we  shall  have  (to  parody  GOLDSMITH) 
"  A  Bench  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
Lords'  Court  to-morrow,  Council-Court  to-Jay ! " 

An  economical  scheme  for  reconciling  the  substance  of  a  working 
Court  of  Final  Appeal  with  the  shadow  of  a  House  of  Lords  juris- 
diction— preserving  a  venerable  name,  while  getting  rid  of  a  worn- 
out  institution. 

(Commons.)— The  salaries  of  Roman  Catholic  Chaplains  in  India 
are  to  be  raised — as  they  ought  to  be. 

MR.  ScLATEH-BopTH  brings  in  a  Bill  for  amending  the  law  as  to 
valuation  for  rating  purposes,  handsomely  acknowledging  his 
obligation  to  MR.  GOSCHUN,  whose  valuation  machinery  for  the 
Metropolis  he  has  borrowed.  It  occurs  to  Mr.  P.,  as  a  ratepayer, 
that  wnat  is  wanted,  is  aot  so  much  improvement  in  our  rate-?/i«/,-//i ;/, 
as  in  our  rato-spendiny,  machinery.  . 


ST.    VALENTINE'S    DAY. 

E  up  very  early  in  the 
morning,  indeed,  at  day- 
break, when  all  should 
sally  forth,  with  ladders 
and  telescopes,  and  watch 
the  birds  pairing.  Much 
depends  on  what  sort  of 
bird  is  first  seen.  If  it  is 
a  Wryneck,  or  a  Crossbill, 
make  up  your  mind  that 
the  course  of  true  love  (not 
to  be  found  on  any  map) 
will  not  run  particularly 
smooth  for  you.  If  a  Gold- 
finch, or  a  Yellowhammer, 
it  is  a  sure  sign  that  you 
will  marry  money.  But 
if  a  Love  bird,  then  it  is 
absolutely  certain  that  nei- 
ther parents,  nor  guard- 
ians, nor  long  absence,  nor 
limited  means,  nor  the 
high  price  of  provisions, 
will  prevent  you  from 
marrying  the  person  who 
is  dearer  to  you  than  all 
the  world  besides.  A 
Blackbird  is  a  clear  in- 
dication that  your  husband 

will  be  a  Clergyman;  a  Redbreast,  that  he  willbe  in  the  Army ;  a 
Bunting,  in  the  Navy ;  a  .Goose,  or  a  Booby,  should  warn  you  of 
a  want  of  intellectual  qualities  ;  a  Duck  will  instinctively  bring  a 
particular  .person  to  your  recollection ;  and  the  sight  of  a  pair  of 
Turtle  Doves  will  make  you  blithe  and  happy  for  all  the  rest  of 
the  day. 

It  is  an  undertaking  fraught  with  considerable  peril  to  send  a 
Valentine  to  a  Ward  in  Chancery.  Do  not  run  the  risk  of  fine  and 
imprisonment,  unless  you  have  rirst  obtained  the  written  sanction, 
properly  stamped,  of  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  or  a  Judge  at  Cham- 
bers. The  document  you  propose  to  transmit  must  be  tiled  in  Court 
at  least  fourteen  days  before  the  Fourteenth  of  February,  accom- 
panied by  an  affidavit,  made  before  a  Commissioner  in  Lunacy,  that 
the  contents  of  the  .Talentine,  if  in  MS.,  are  your  own  original 
composition,  and  that  you  have,  at  least, 'fifteen  hundred  a  year,  or 


expectations  from  two  wealthy  maiden  aunts,  who  approve  of  the 
match. 

Whatever  the  prevailing  coiffure  may  be,  on  this  day  it  is  indis- 
pensable that  you  should  wear  your  hair  in  a  true  lover's  knot. 

In  buying  a  Valentine  to  send  to  an  adult,  if  you  wish  it  to  pro- 
duce a  favourable  impression,  the  following  precautions  must  be 
strictly  observed : — 

1.  Select  a  fine  day  in  February  for  the  purchase,  when  there  is 

no  fog,  and  the  wind  is  in  the  South-west,  and  there  is  blue 
sky  and  sunshine,  and  the  birds  are  singing  on  the  trees. 

2.  Wear  a  Nosegay,  composed  of  Bachelors'  Buttons,  Forget-Mc- 

Not,  Heartsease,  Love-in-idleness,  Passion  Flower,  and 
Speedwell. 

:!.  Let  every  article  of  your  dress  be  new,  and  worn  on  this  occa- 
sion for  the  first  time.  A  Glossy  Hat,  a  Blue  Coat,  with 
brass  buttons,  White  Waistcoat,  Lavender  Trousers,  and  a 
Violet  Scarf,  present  a  tasteful  and  unobtrusive  appearance. 

4.  Draw  up  to  the  door  of  the  shop  where  you  purpose  making 

your  selection  in  a  neat  Brougham,  or  smart  Victoria. 

5.  Take   no  change.     If  the  Valentine  you  fix   upon  is  priced 

threepence,  and  you  have  only  a  sovereign  in  your  purse, 
beg  the  seller's  acceptance  of  the  balance.  Any  neglect  of 
this  injunction,  betraying,  as  it  would,  a  mercenary  spirit, 
may  lead  to  the  destruction  of  your  most  cherished  hopes. 

6.  Post  your  Valentine  with  your  own  hands,  not  in  a  Pillar-box, 

not  at  a  Receiving-house,  but  at  St.  Martin's-le-Grand, 'if 
you  live  in  London ;  if  in  the  Country,  then  at  the  Head- 
office.  For  greater  security,  you  had  better  register  the 
packet ;  and  be  particular  in  inviting  the  attention  of  the 
clerk  to  the  nature  of  its  contents. 

If  the  first  time  you  go  out  of  doors  on  St.  Valentine's  morning, 
you  should  meet  the  same  person  in  the  same  spot  and  at  the  same 
moment  in  three  successive  years,  you  will  be  guilty  of  a  dereliction 
of  duty  if  you  do  not  mention  to  her  the  subject  which  is  nearest  to 
your  heart,  and  press  for  a  favourable  reply  before  post-time. 

This  being  Leap- Year,  there  can  he  no  objection,  as  an  excep- 
tional occurrence,  to  a  Lady  sending  a  Valentine  to  a  Gentleman ; 
but  she  must  first  consult  all  her  maternal  female  relatives,  who  are 
unmarried  and  above  forty  years  of  age,  on  the  propriety  of  the  step, 
and  afterwards  submit  the  Valentine  itself  to  the  family  lawyer, 
who  will  take  Counsel's  opinion  upon  it,  if  thought  advisable. 

A  Memoir  of  BISHOP  VALENTINE,  by  his  Private  Secretary,  with 
Extracts  from  his  Journals  and  Correspondence,  and  Portrait,  is 
understood  to  be  nearly  ready  for  publication. 


SCHOOL  OF  COOKERY. 

Examination  Papers  for  the  ordinary  Degree  of  C.  B.  (Cordon  Bleu.) 
I. — HISTORICAL  COOKERY. 

1.  Of  what  form  and  consistency  were  the  Crumpets  ALFRED  THE 
GREAT  burnt  ?    State  their  number. 

2.  Of  what  breed  was  the  Goose  cooked  by  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH 
for  his  Queens  ? 

'•>.  Relate  the  story  of  YATEL'S  precocious  talent  for  making  mud 
pies. 

•.I.  («)  Give  leading  incidents  in  the  lives  of  SOUBISE,  MAINTENON, 
BKCHAMEL,  and  CHATEACDRIAND,  and  connect  them  with 
their  respective  plats. 

(l>)  What  Cabinet  was  NESSELRODE  at  the  head  of  ? 
(c)  State  the  ingredients  of  the  sauces,  plats,  or  puddings  to 

which  their  names  have  been  given. 

5.  Give  the  etymologies  of  Jtrumeski,    Chitudfroid,  Salmi,  and 
Mitu-ntriini',  and  distinguish  the  latter  from  Minestra. 

II.— GEOGRAPHICAL  COOKERY. 

1 .  Give  the  latitude  and  longitude  of  Eel-Pie  Island. 
'2.  When  did  COOK  discover  the  Sandwich  Islands  '( 
:i.  What  is  the  Capital  of  the  Land  o'  Cakes. 
4.  What  pastures  produce  the  Cream  for  Butter  Scotch  ? 

III. — PRACTICAL  COOKERY. 

1.  Write  out  a  Menu  in  the  Tajpore,  Judpore,  and  Fiji  lan- 
guages. 

2.  Give  the  French  for  Pickled  Whelks,  Plum  Duff,  Welsh  Rab- 
bit, Coek-a-leekie,  Haggis,  Pop-Corn,  and  Tummy  Cake. 

3.  Give  receipts  for  the  following  dishes : — Bread  and  Butter ; 
Toast  and  Water  ;  Baked  Potatoes  ;  and  Nursery  Tea. 

4.  Analyse,  translate,  and  explain — 

Havigote  de  Mollusqucs  farcies  a  la  Creme  de  Pataboum. 
Macedoine  d'Orvietan  de  Stamboul  en  Turlupinade. 
Petites  Caisses  Infernales  a  la  Criniere  de  Poniatowski. 
Trocadero  Truffe  a  la  Crenom  d'un  Petit  Bonhomme. 
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5.  Give  any  anecdotes  you  know  of  the  Lady  Banker   and  the 
Female   Gardener  familiarly  referred  to    as    IM  Financiers  and 
La  JurtJiniere. 

6.  Can  you  serve  up  the  following  Menu  at  twenty-four  hours' 
notice,  without  assistance  ? 

JIvrs  iTa'urres  Fruiits — Sharks'  i'ins  and  Kippered  Trepang. 

I'litayes — Nids  d'Hirondelles ;  clear  Terrapin. 

PoissoHs — Rouges  de  Java;   Sea-Serpent  Cutlets. 

Entrf'Kx— Cervclled'Oran-Outunfrite;  .\oixdc Giraffe  a  la  Fiuanciure. 

Ruts—  Buffalo  Hump  ;  Wild  Turkey. 
( Uliirr— Canvas-back'd  Ducks  ;  Delhi  Pea. 
Entremets  —  Bread-fruit  Pudding ;   Mangosteen  Tart. 

IV.— MlSCKLLANKOrs   (il'KSTIoN's. 

1.  May  a  Scullery-Maid  join  COOK'S  Excursions  if  personally 
well-conducted  'i 

•2.  State  your  views  upon  Stock,  Kitchen  Grease,  Unladylike 
Conduct  in  Mistresses  who  will  come  down-stairs,  Perquisites, 
Tradesmen's  Tips,  and  Sundays  out. 

3.  How  many  times  a  week  do  you  go  to  the  Kink  ? 

4.  Describe  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  common  Policeman. 


AS    YOU    WEAR! 

IN-;  !  is  a  well-known 
word  of  command'.  So 
we  need  not  wonder  it' 
the  uniform  of  Her  Ma- 
jest  y's  Army  has  been 
of  late  occupying  our 
Military  Heads.  The 
burning  questions  of 
how  the  strap  of  the 
forage-cap  istobe  worn, 
and  the  amount  of  em- 
broidery to  be  allowed 
on  the  sleeves  of  the 
mess-jacket,  seem  now 
to  have  been  set  at  rest 
for  ever.  Mr.  I'nnch 
heartily  congratulates 
the  DUKE  OP  CAM- 
BRIDGE upon  the  com- 
pletion of  his  arduous 
labours,  and  trusts  that 
he  will  be  equally  suc- 
cessful with  the  twin 
schemes  —  Localisation 
and  Mobilisation.  But 
yet  the  Sage  of  Fleet 
Street  is  nothing  if 
not  critical ;  and,  ac- 
cordingly, the  following 

further  alterations  in  Her  Majesty's  livery  (embodied  in  a  Circular) 
are  suggested  to  H.R.H.  the  Field-Marshal  Commanding  in  Chief, 
with  Mr.  Punch's  kindest  regards  and  best  compliments : — 

UNIFORM  FOR  THE  ARMY. 

.s.-i,   Fl,;-t  Street,  Feb.  14,  lH7<i. 

Fur  General  Officers.—  In  future  respirators  will  be  worn  between 
the  months  of  October  and  March.  Wheel-chairs  may  be  used  in- 
stead of  horses  at  Reviews  when  the  Sovereign  is  not  present. 
Crutches  bound  with  an  inch  of  gold  lace  (regulation  pattern)  may 
be  taken  to  Levees.  Ear-trumpets  in  future  to  be  carried!  hitched 
up  on  the  left  side  under  the  sword-belt. 

For  Captains. — Wigs  are  to  be  worn  under  the  shako  in  cases 
where  the  officers  can  count  thirty  years'  service.  White  whiskers 
to  be  dyed  garter-blue  in  Review  order. 

For  StlMitternf. — In  future,  officers  may  bring  their  school-books, 
black  boards,  and  globes  on  to  parade.  When  the  battalion  is  ordered 
to  "  stand  at  ease,"  officers  will  wear  their  blue  spectacles  over  their 
eyes  two  inches  above  the  eyebrows.  The  hair  in  future  may  be 
worn  long  (pattern,  "German  Professor"),  and  gloves  can  be  dis- 
pensed with. 

For  Privates. — In  future,  Soldiers  taking  part  in  a  Review  in 
heavy  marching  order,  will  be  required  to  wear  their  pin-befores. 


SOBRIETY  IN  SCOTLAND. 


IN  a  lately  published  Parliamentary  paper,  the  number  of  persons, 
during  the  year  ended  the  30th  of  last  J  une,  arrested  in  Scotland 
for  drunkenness  was  61,173.  "Drunk  and  incapable,"  :is,2i:i. 
"Drunk  and  disorderly,"  22,900.  And  have  Scotchmen  still  the 
cheek  to  sing  "Wo  are  na  fou,  we  're  nae  that  fou  ?  " 


CLERICAL  INTELLIGENCE. 

AT  a  meeting  of  High  Churchmen  for  discussion  of  the  Burials 
Bill,  the  REVEREND  T.  Hi'uo  is  reported,  in  the  Church  Times,  to 
have  spoken  thus : — 

"  With  regard  to  the  grievance  the  Clergy  felt  at  being  the  national  under- 
takers, it  was  one  he  felt  in  no  small  degree.  It  was  an  intolerable  wnm;- 
thnt  ii  man  who  was  excommunicated  had  a  right  to  come  to  the  Clergy  to  be 
buried.  Hut  there  was  a  greater  grievance.  No  doubt  every  Dissenting 
.Minister  h;ul  his  black  sheep,  and,  when  the  hand  of  death  fell  on  then 
iniirlit  refuse  to  inter  those  black  sheep ;  the  alternative  being  that  the  Clergy 
would  have  to  bury  them,  and  so  they  would  not  only  have  the  reprobates  of 
their  own  congregations,  but  all  the  carrion  of  dissent  to  bury,  which,  accord- 
ing to  law,  might  be  turned  over  to  them." 

"  Tho  carrion  of  dissent !  "  What  a  pretty  figure  of  speech  for  a 
Clergyman  to  utter.'  How  this  "snowy-banded,  delicate-handed" 
Gentleman  must  shrink  from  the  idea  of  being  a  "  national  under- 
taker," and  how  tightly  he  must  hold  his  nose  the  while  he  reads 
the  Burial  Service  over  some  black  sheep  of  a  Dissenter  : 

After  nsiiur  more  strong  language  than  we  feel  inclined  to  quote, 
the  Reverend — very  Reverend — speaker  thus  concluded : — 

"With  tin-  exception  of  a  few  here  and  there,  Dissenters  were  chiefly 
remarkable  for  impudence,  ignorance,  and  stupidity;  and  dissent  was  below 
e.nit'Miipt  as  regarded  its  intellectual  position.  It  was  a  base  thing,  and  as 
l"n.i,r  a<  Churchmen  kept  it  down  under  them,  so  long  would  there  be  happiness 
and  blessedness  in  England." 

Hard  words  break  no  bones,  or  the  dissenting  body  would  be 
found  in  a  sore  plight  after  such  a  speech  an  this.  England  must 
indeed  feel  happy  and  blessed  in  the  thought  that  she  possesses 
such  a  champion  as  this  Churchman,  ever  ready  to  defend  her  from 
the  1  h-agon  of  Dissent. 


HARD  MEASURE. 

FROM  a  statement  circulated  by  Ms.  G.  S.  MBASOM,  a  member  of 
the  Orphanage  Working  School  Committee,  it  appears  that  the 
"  Joseph  Soul  Testimonial,"  raised  in  recognition  of  MR.  SOUL'S 
services  as  Secretary  to  that  charity  and  others,  was  not  a  payment 
made  directly  to  MR.  SOUL  himself,  but  was  a  sum  ot  money 
(£1,337  11s.  fid.,  less  necessary  expenses)  invested  for  the  benefit  of 
MRS.  Sor/L  and  her  daughter. 

It  further  appears,  however,  that  a  Committee  of  the  Orphan 
Working  School  had  generously  awarded  to  MR.  SOUL,  on  his 
retirement  from  office,  a  pension  equal  in  amount  to  his  full  salary. 

Unhappily,  it  still  further  appears  that  on  being  reported  to  the 
''  General  Court."  this  grant  was,  reduced  £50  per  annum,  on  the 
alleged  ground  that  "  a  testimonial  had  been  got  up  for  MR.  SOUL'S 
benefit  by  MR.  MEASOM  without  consultation  with  any  member  of 
the  Committee  " — which  MR.  MEASOM  denies. 

Here,  surelv,  there  is  some  mistake.  All  kinds  of  governing  and 
legislative  bodies  comprise  little-minded  members,  actuated  chiefly 
by  a  sense  of  self-importance — nearly  all  the  sense  they  have.  Some 
of  them,  under  a  show  of  zeal  for  economising  corporate  funds,  are 
apt,  on  opportunity,  to  indulge  a  predilection  for  reducing  another 
man's  income.  Doubtless,  the  majority  of  the  Orphanage  Working 
School's  "  General  Court  "  is  not  composed  of  that  kind  of  constitu- 
ents ;  and,  if  it  has  been  betrayed  into  inflicting  a  disappointment 
and  an  unmerited  hardship  on  a  worthy  SOUL,  will  lose  no-  time  in 
rescinding  a  harsh  resolution. 


SIR, 


Credat  Judseus ! " 


TIM-.KE  was  a  Sermon  in  behalf  of  the  Society  for  Promoting 
Christianity  amongst  the  Jews  in  our  Parish  Church  last  Sunday. 
Walking  home  with  my  family  afterwards,  my  eldest  son  (a  verv 
hopeful  young  man,  as  you  may  guess)  asked  me  what  I  considered 
the  greatest  difference  between  Jews  and  Christians. 

I  answered  that  I  knew  of  no  other  differences  between  them  save 
those  of  nationality  and  religion.  To  which  he  replied— 

"  Oh,  yes,  there  is  another  very  great  difference.  Christians  take 
much  interest  in  the  Jews,  and  Jews  take  much  interest  nut  of  the 
Christians." 

I  remain,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  Yours, 

A  PROUD  PARENT. 


FROM  "CHURCH  AND  STATE"  TO  "IRISH  CHUBCH  DISESTABLISHMENT." 

"Mi:.  GLADSTONE  has  been  admitted  to   the    honorary  freedom  of  the 
Turners'  Company." 

A  Lusrs  XATUR.S. — A  Spelling-Bee  in  a  Bonnet. 
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MORE    COMPLIMENTARY    THAN    IT    SEEMS. 

Papa  (concluding  the  fascinating  Tale).    "  'AND  HE  WAS  TURNED  INTO  A  BEAUTIFUL  PBINCE,  AND  MARRIED  BEAUTY'  "  ! 
Minnie  (after  a  pause).   "  PAPA,  WERE  YOU  A  BEAST  BEFORE  YOU  MARRIED  MAMMA?" 


THE  DEFENCE  OF  HACKNEY  DOWNS. 

CERTAIN  markings  and  carvings  on  the  face  of  Nature  are 
popularly  ascribed  to  the  Evil  One.  A  dell  in  a  certain  Down  is 
named  'The  Devil's  Punchbowl."  On  Hackney  Downs,  also,  there 
is  an  excavation  which  will,  perhaps,  one  day  bear  the  same  title. 
Possibly  it  may  likewise  be  called  AMHURST'S  Hollow.  A  Circular, 
bearing  the  signature  of  MR.  JOHN  DE  MORGAN,  alleges  that,  not- 
withstanding the  Metropolitan  Commons  Acts  of  1866  and  1872, 
forbidding  enclosure  of  or  encroachment  on  any  Metropolitan 
Common, — 

"MR.  TYSSEX  AMHURST,  the  Lord,  or  one  of  the  Lords,  of  the  Manor,  in 
1874,  enclosed  two  pieces  of  Commons  Land  on  Hackney  Downs  and  North 
Mill  Field ;  and  at  the  same  time  opened  a  large  pit  (now  measuring  190  feet 
by  90  feet,  and  a  depth  of  about  eight  feet),  from  which  gravel  has  been  taken 
and  sold,  to  the  great  injury  of  the  pasturage  of  the  Common." 

Now  the  enclosure  and  excavation  of  public  land  may  be  regarded 
as  the  work  of  a  public  enemy,  so  nearly  resembling  the  Enemy  of 
Man  as  to  make  any  hole  he  might  illegally  dig  alike  and  equally  fit 
to  be  called  the  devil's  or  his  own.  MR  DE  MORGAN  contends  that 
the  pit  above-mentioned  was  dug,  and  that  the  fences  were  erected 
on  Hackney  Common  against  the  Law.  Accordingly,  he  says, — 

"  I,  at  the  invitation  of  the  Commoners,  after  careful  study,  advised  the 
removal  of  the  fences  erected  on  Hackney  Downs.  In  the  presence  of  50,000 
people,  the  Commoners  asserted  their  right,  on  December  llth." 

For  which  exploit  the  bold  Commoners  and  their  dauntless 
Champion  have  been  immortalised ;  modesty  alone  prevents  Mr. 
Punch  saying  how— besides,  everybody  knows.  Of  course  MR.  DE 
MORGAN  was  prepared  for  the  consequences.  He  thus  relates 
them : — 

"  Immediately  an  action  was  commenced  against  me,  at  the  instance  of  the 
Lord  of  the  Manor,  for  damages,  and  for  an  injunction  to  restrain  from  further 
proceedings." 

A  Committee  of  Commoners  on  the  part  of  MB.  DE  MORGAN  have 
instituted  a  cross  action  against  the  Lord  of  the  Manor.  The  case 


has  come  before  the  Master  of  the  Rolls ;  litigation  is  still  pending  ; 
the  parties  on  either  side  having  mutually  undertaken  in  the  mean- 
while to  hold  their  hands,  the  Lord  of  the  Manor  from  setting  up 
any  more  fences,  or  digging  any  other  holes,  and  the  Commoners 
from  removing  any  extant  fences,  until  the  case  shall  have  been 
heard.  But  encroaching  Lords  of  Manors  are  not  to  be  fought 
without  money.  Subscriptions  can  be  sent  either  directly  to  MR.  DK 
MORGAN,  or  to  his  Solicitor,  MR.  E.  IUMBER,  22,  Queen  Street, 
( 'heapside.  He  and. his  valiant  Commoners  want  them  to  carry  on  the 
war.  A  Public  that  values  its  own  Open  Spaces  will  doubtless 
respond  liberally  to  the  following  appeal : — 

"  For  the  sake  of  the  health  of  the  poor  living  in  overcrowded  houses,  for 
the  sake  of  preserving  the  natural  powers  of  your  children,  by  providing  for 
them  a  playground,  I  appeal  for  funds.  A  balance-sheet  will  be  published  at 
the  close  of  the  tight." 

What  fight  short  of  battle  against  a  foreign  invader  concerns  a 
nation  more  than  warfare  with  a  domestic  enemy,  who,  for  his 
private  aggrandisement,  is  invading  public  land  'i  Success  to  the 
resolute  combatants  and  their  determined  Leader  in  their  ftght  for 
the  defence  and  rescue  of  Hackney  Downs. 


A  Tender  Subject. 

(For  the  Admiralty.') 

THE  Government  ask  for  a  "tender " 
For  raising  the  Vanguard.     Enough 

Of  sand  now  o'erlies  her  to  render 
The  job  most  uncommonly  tough ! 


Sors  Virgiliana. 
(for  MR.  BANNER  OAKLEY.) 

"  Hi  nostri  reditus,  exspectatique  triumphi  ? " — JEn.  xi.  54. 
ARE  these  my  grand  returns,  and  expected  triumphs  'f 
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THE    "EXTINGUISHER"   TRICK. 

"HERE  YOU  PERCEIVE  'FUGITIVE  SLAVE  CIRCULAR'  NUMBER,  TWO-NUMBER  ONE  HAVING  DIS- 
APPEARED ALREADY !  I  NOW  TAKE  THIS  CONE  INTO  MY  HAND  ;-IT  RESEMBLES  AN  EXTINGUISHER, 
AND  IS  CALLED  A  '  ROYAL  COMMISSION.'  I  PLACE  IT  OVER  THE  '  CIRCULAR,'  AND-HEY,  PRESTO  '-ON 
RAISING  IT  AGAIN,  '  CIRCULAR '  NUMBER  TWO  WILL  HA  VE  DISAPPEARED  !  " 
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"OUR    REPRESENTATIVE"    IN    INDIA. 

(Tm,',fnU,  and  Particular  Account  of,,  Cirrat.  Tiger  Hunt,  showing  "  How  it 

is  dune") 

EAB  SIR, 

J  SHALL  give 
it  all  up.  I  won't 
play  any  more.  I 
shall  chuck  up  the 
ml  return. 
I  'veliad  a  row  with 
Sn;  .1  \K  IIiH. KAIL 
the  Holkar  —  who 
!  stand  a  joke. 
The  Holkar  is  not 
a  Jokar.  Ho  /'•/// 
r  a  Kunipcan 
hat,  which  doesn't 
suit  his  native  Tog- 
i/in-i  •«  (civilian's  cos- 
tume on  ordinary 
occasions),  and  so 
at  Jcypore  I  got  a 
lot  of  little  Tattets 
(a  sort  of  native 
street-boy)  to  run 
after  him.  and 
shout,  "Who's 
yourMahr-hatta'r"' 

He  was  wild,  and  came  to  complain  to  my  Noble  and  Princely  Companion.  I 
could  not  help  overhearing  their  conversation,  as  they  were_  in  the  next  room  to 
me,  which  LEVAH  DOBAJAH,  our  head  Butler,  had  just  quitted,  forgetting,  as 
he  invariably  does,  fermer  la  porte  behind  him.  Ion  know  the  proverb  about 
listeners  ?  Well,  1  was  obliged  to  step  in  and  have  it  out  with  the  Holkar,  who 
tiuislied  by  weeping  copiously.  Hut — my  Nolilc  Friend  was  short  with  me. 
I'd  (lie  first  time — and  mind  you — for  the  last.  We  made  it  up  before  dinner 
over  a  glass  of  Ciuncrie  (a  kind  of  barley-water,  with  slices  of  Indian  pickle  in 
it,  serred  like  cup),  and  a  fragrant  Hareaxadah  (something  between  a  '  Pick- 
wick '  and  a  '  Verey  Fin ')  out  of  my  own  private  cigar-case.* 

When  this  cloud  had  cleared  off.  my  Noble  Sportsman  wanted  to  have  a  shot 
at  a  tiger,"in  fact,  to  see  some  real  fun,  with  a  spice  of  danger  in  it.  The  truth 
is,  he  had  been  excited  by,1  my  accounts  of  now  in  former  years  (Ah !  Low 
little  did  I  then  think  I  should  revisit  the  scenes  of  my  youth  in  such  distin- 
guished company)  I  had  traced  the  monarch  of  the  forest  to  his  lair,  bad 
wrestled;  with  him  single-handed  in  the  jungle,  had  given  him  his  coup  de 
grace  all  among  the  pampas,  and  how,  armed  only  with  a  Mitsnud  (a  kind  of 
light  walking-eanet),  I  had  tickled  a  tiger  like  a  trout,  till  I  bagged  him. 

"  Mon  Prince,"  said  I,  for  he  wouldn't  be  gainsaid,  "  you  shall  have  your 
tiger." 

B-R-SF-RD,  C-B-GT-N,  W.  H.  E-ss-LL,  S-IH-RL-ND,  and  all  of  'em,  came 
up  to  me. 

"Don't  let  him  risk  anything ! "  they  cried. 

"  Leave  it  to  we,"  I  replied,  and  then  I  gave  them  my  plan.  It  was  simple, 
and  succeeded  to  admiration.  I  got  a  fine  bullock,  had  him  killed,  steeped  in 
r  H  HI,  and  then  drove  out  into  the  jungle.  Sure  enough,  true  to  his  unerring 
instinct,  the  finest  Bengal  tiger  I  have  ever  seen  came  bounding  up  to  where 
the  carcase  lay,  with  myself  concealed  in  the  high  grass  behind  it.  The 
splendid^beast  made  a  dinner  for  a  month  off  the  dainty  provided  for  him, 
and,  of  course,  the  rum  utterly  fuddled  him.  "When  he  was  sufficiently  far 
gone, to  render  all  chance  of  his  going  any  farther  highly  problematical,  I  slipt 
my  lasso  round  his  neck,  led  him  quietly  down  the  hill,  and  tied  him  up  in  a 
large  old  forty-gallon  cask,  which  I  had  taken  the  precaution  to  have  placed 
there  for  the  purpose.  Then  I  sent  messengers  into  the  town  with  the  news, 
and  presently  out  came  my  Noble  Sportsman  and  the  Suite  in  carriages,  armed 
to  the  teeth.  I  could  not  help  laughing  in  my  sleeve.  However,  the  natives 
did  the  thing  in  style.  They  erected  a  wooden  tower,  into  which  my  Royal 
Companion  could  climb,  and  from  which  he  could  shoot  at  his  ease — or,. I  should 

*  As  Our  Correspondent  intimates  his  intention  of  speedily  returning;,  we  have  decided 
upon  waiting  for  hi3  arrival,  in  order  to  obtain  euch  explanations  of  Indian  words  as  we 
cannot  find  in  our  own  Indian  Dictionary.  At  present,  in  default  of  better  information,  we 
can  only  inform  our  readers  that  the  usually  accepted  interpretation  of  Jfarcmza/iah  is  not 
any  sort  of  cigar,  but  "  a  savage ; "  that  Chowrie,  of  which  lie  professes  to  have  had  a  glass, 
is  a  "  Fly-flapper,  formed  of  the  tail  of  a  Thibet  cow,  and  only  used  by  persons  of  high 
rank  ;  "  and  the  Tat  tee,  which  he  explains  to  be  "  a  sort  of  street-boy,"  is  "a  screen  of 
glass  placed  in  a  window,  and  cooled  by  water."  Magna  tut  reritas  ! "We  break  off  sud- 
denly. A  Telegram  has  just  reached  us;  from  a  person  in  whom  we  have  every  confidence, 
informing  us  that  a  person,  bearing  a  sinking  resemblance  to  our  Representative,  and  a  Soy 
with  a  large  book,  have  just  been  seen  on  the  pier  at  Gravesend.  The  Boy,  by  the  descrip- 
tion, seems  to  be  our  missing  link.  We  have  telegraphed  back  "Spare  no  expense.  Follow 
them,  and  bring  them  to  justice,  whatever  it  may  cost  you."  Perhaps,  before  this  number 
is  published,  we  shall  be  in  possession  of  further  and  more  certain  details.  At  present,  all 
we  can  do  is  to  request  our  readers  to  suspend  their  judgment,  and  our  judgment  would 
suspend  them  (the  delinquents)  if  it  could. — ED. 

t  At  present  it  is  not  worth  our  while  to  do  more  than  remark  that  the  Dictionary 
gives  Musmid,  not  as  a  "walking-cane,"  but  a  "Mussulman  throne."  Where  will 
this  end  ? — En. 


say,  shoot  at  his  tiger— for  I  suppose  that  a  man  shooting  at 
his  ease,  would  intend  to  kill  tune,  whatever  he  aimed  at. 

When  all  was  prepared,  I  undid  the  cord,  and  pulled 
tin  ti'jvr's  tail,  but  he  wouldn't  wake — he  was  deeping 
i  nines  of  the  rum.  Two  buckets  of  water  did  the 
trick,  when  lie  arose  with  a  low  growl,  and  gave  me  a 
side-glance  of  intense  dislike.  But,  fortunately,  as  a  boy, 
I  had  picked  up  the  secret  of  pacifying  these  brutes,  and 
it  stood  me  in  good  stead  on  this  occasion.  He  came  put 
of  the  tuli,  looked  about,  yawned,  and  then,  pulling  him- 
self together,  be^an  quietly  trotting  homewards  towards 
his  native  junirle.  Another  tug  of  his  tail  from  me  sent 
him  oft'  towards  the  Koyal  box,  whence  he  was  very  soon 
saluted  with  two  or  three  shots  that  immensely  as- 
tunihhed  him.  He  gave  one  roar,  bounded  off,  and  dis- 
appeaml,  much  to  the  disappointment  of  the  gentlemen 
in  the  woollen  tower.  But,  knowing  his  route,  I  took  a 
short  cut,  and  met  him  as  he  was  turning  the  corner. 
With  all  tlu  concentrated  fury  at  his  command,  he 
sprunif  on  me,  but,  luckily,  remembering  that  sort  of 
Pantomime  trick  which  Indian  hunters  practise,  I  passed 
underneath  him  as  he  bounded  over  me,  caught  him  by 
the  tail,  which  brought  him  heavily  to  the  ground,  and 
then  with  mi  air-pistol,  so  that  the  report  might  not 
reach  Somebodv's  ears,  I  settled  accounts  with  Mr.  Tiger. 
Then  1  carefully  inserted  a  bullet  in  the  beast's  heart, 
and  ran  back,  shouting  and  holloaing,  to  the  Noble  and 
1  Hstinguished  Party.  What  was  their  delight  at  seeing 
the  Splendid  Animal  dead  as  mutton!  The  question 
was,  "  Who  killed  Cock  liohin  .'  ]'  The  answer  was 
soon  forthcoming.  One  of  the  natives,  stooping,  found 
in  the  Tiger's  heart  a  bullet,  which,  being  handed  round 
(like  the  shoe  in  Cinderella),  to  find  out  to  whom  it 
belonged,  was  at  last  discovered  to  fit  exactly  the  bore  of 
His  Royal  Highness' s  rifle  !  ! 

Come,  Sir,  wasn't  that  worth  five  thousand  a-year  and 
a  baronetcy'?  1  believe  you,  my  Bhoy!  But  where  is 
gratitude  in  this  world?  Hymns  are  actually  being 
composed  and  sung  in  honour  of  the  Tiger  Slayer  ;  and 
no  deed  has  done  more  for  the  future  of  India  than  this, 
the  fame  of  which  will  raise  my  Noble  and  Amiable 
Companion  to  the  highest  pinnacle  on  which  Indian 
reverence  can  place  him.  And  yet — shall  an  Id  acquaint- 
ance bv  forgot .' 

I  must  finish  up  this  in  haste,  having  been  just  called 
in  to  join  in  our  evening  Spelling-Bee,  over  our  cup  of 
Kafry.  They  put  too  much  Shikkaree  in  the  Kaffy  here. 
However,  as  it's  in  the  next  tent,  I  must  throw  my 
Suwarree  loosely  round  my  throat,  and  run  in. 

IBRAHIM  BEG  has  just  come  in,  to  ask  us  to  lend  him 
two  rupees,  to  put  on  at  Bugheccha  *  (a  sort  of  Blind 
Hookey).  IBIIUHM  BKC  belongs  to  an  ancient  family, 
but  he  's  always  cadging,  and  he  doesn't  pay  when  he 
wins.  I  'm  off. 

TOITE  EVEB  FAITHFUL  REPRESENTATIVE. 
(In  India.) 

*  Bagheecka,  according  to  the  Dictionary,  is  "a  fruit  garden," 
not  a  game  of  cards.  We  are  expecting  another  telegram  from 
Gravesend.  We  warn  the  public  in  advance,  and  have  a  great 
mind  to  publish  the  photographs  of  our  Correspondent  and  the 
Boy.— ED. 

SUFFOCATION  AND  SCIENCE. 
THE  atmosphere  of  the  Lecture  Theatre  of  the  Royal 
Institution  is  remarkable  for  containing  a  very  large  ex- 
cess of  carbonic  acid  gas,  when,  as  usual  on  Friday  evening 
meetings,  those  who  breathe  it  are  numerous.  Hence,  the 
Albemarle  Street  rendezvous  of  philosophers  cannot  be 
crowded,  without  being,  literaUy,lcrammed  to  suffocation. 
The  representative  of  the  Medical  Press  and  Circular 
notes,  that  during  PROFESSOR  HUXLEY'S  lecture  there  the 
other  night,  Ladies  were  led  out  fainting,  and  states  that 
he  was  himself  almost  obliged  to  retire  by  the  stifling 
nature  of  the  air  under  the  gallery.  An  attempt  made 
to  open  the  ventilators  set  PROFESSOR  HCXLET  sneezing, 
and  nearly  made  him  shut  up.  Ventilation  has  ever 
been  notoriously  defective,  and  the  air  loaded  with 
noxious  gas/at  the  Royal  Institution.  Its  theatre  when 
filled  is  as  fit  for  a  lecture-room  as  the  Grotto  del  Cane — 
fit  to  stupefy  everybody  in  it,  and  send  even  the  hearers 
of  PROFESSORS  HUXLEV  and  TTXDALL  to  sleep.  Yet  the 
Iloyal  Institution  is  the  very  Temple  of  Chemical  Science. 
Here  is  another  parallel  to  the  case  of  the  shoemaker's 
wife ;  always  the  worst  shod  woman  in  the  parish — isn't 
she? 
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CONSCIENTIOUS. 

Cmsen-atif  M.P.  (to  Butler,  wlto  has  given  Warning).   "WHAT  HAVE  YOU  TO 

COMPLAIN  OF  ?  " 

Butlr.    "Oil,    NOTHING  IN   THE    'OUSE,    SlR— LEASTWAYS,    NOT    IN   THIS   'OUBE, 

SIR.     BUT  I'M  AFRAID,  FROM   'EU  MAJESTY'S  SPEECH,  AS  THE  CONSERVATIVES 
DON'T  MEAN  TO  HACT  UP  TO  THEIR  PROGRAMME"  !  ! 


]|(»UA<  K   AND   1.V1UA   <>.\   T1IK   ULNK. 
"Donee  gratua  cram  tilji,"  &c. 

Tlif  Lnrrr. 
An,  LADV  Lucv,  I  am  glad  to  find  you 

rhanniii'-'  ;i-,  when,  that  happy  alienism, 
lieiieath  a  slender  birch  witli  silver  rind,  you 

lied  the  sun  sink  'mid  rosy  clouds  of  Juno. 

The  Lady. 
]  )ear  me  1     You  do  remember  ?    Well,  how  curious  ! 

Although  s.>  many  months  have  slipped  a\vuy. 
I  though)  ynir  sentimental  saying  spurious, 

And  quite  forgot  it  till  this  \<  ry  day. 


Yes,  you  forgot,  I  know  !     I  saw  you  rinking 
Wi'th  that  I.OKUM:,  the  fastest  man  in  Town. 

Jlis  es-senced  head  lias  ii.-\er  done  much  thinking. 
]  telt  a  Mroji'-r  desire  to  knock  him  down. 

T/lr    Lilt!.!/. 

Fast  !     Yes,  lie  takes  one's  breath  away  in  skating  : 

ally  have  not  quite'  recovered  mill.  . 
Kilt  let  me  ask,  while  thus  we  are  dcbat:; 
Who  sent  my  Cousin  MAUD  a  Valentine  ': 

The  Lover, 
Your  Consin  MAUD  's  a  child.    Come,  don't  be  dismal. 

1  could  not  tell  you  if  her  eyes  are  bin.'. 
There  's  something  hidden  ininy  heart  abysmal, 

\Vhieh  I  am  very  sure  belongs  to  you. 

The  /,<»///. 
Spelling-Bee  English  does  not  iit  your  lips,  Sir. 

K>]  to  M  M  ii  :  I  '11  try  to  cut  LOK.U.NK. 
And  if  you  never  make  another  slip,  Sir, 
Perhaps  we  may  look  on  sunset  skies  again. 


Dearth,  of  Army  Doctors. 

THE  papers  report  a  grievous  lack  of  candidates  for 
the  commission  of  Medical  Officer  in  the  Army.  Private 
practice  is  lucrative  to  few  but  the  most  eminent  Phy- 
sicians and  Surgeons.  Anything  like  adequate  pay  and 
a  position  on  a  fair  footing  with  combatant  Officers 
surely  might  be  expected  to  attract  at  least  a  suffi- 
ciency of  Army  Surgeons.  These  attractions  have  yet  to 
be  tried. 


STERN  TRUTHS. 

J)i:.\u  Mn.  PUNCH, 

NOT  having  had  an  opportunity  of  laying  my  views  before 
the  PBTME  MIMSTKK  the  other  day,  I  send  you  a  brief  note  of  what 
I  intended  to  have  said  on  behalf  of  myself  and  brother  Ship-owners. 

In  the  first  ^plaee,  what  right  has  a  fellow  like  PLIMKOLL  to  inter- 
fere with  me  (  I  wish  he  'd  give  me  provocation  to  pull  his  nose,  or 
smash  his  spectacles.  I  've  actually  had  four  out  of  five  ships  de- 
tained in  consequence  of  his  impertinent  meddling.  Because  one 
fourth  of  a  crew  of  sixteen  object  to  be  drowned,  are  they  to  prevent 
twelve  other  honest  and  daring  fellows  from  risking  their  li\os,  us 
British  Seamen  ought  always  ito  be  ready  to  do  at  the  call  of  duty. 
It  is  perfectly  monstrous  ! 

It  is  true  that  one  or  two  of  my  ships  have  occasionally  sailed 
rather  deep  in  the  water,  and  that  one  did  go  down  not  lent:  :it'ter 
leaving  port.  But  in  this  case  it  was  solely  because  the  < 
had  foolishly  forgotten  to  allow  for  the  weight  of  the  crew,  who 
only  shipped  at  the.  last  moment — the  carpenter  and  boatswain 
being  exceptionally  heavy  men. 

Then,  as  for  saving  that  Seamen  arc,  as  a  rule,  dissatisfied  with 
their  ships,  it  is  all  moonshine.  The  Sailor's  attachment  to  his  ship 
is,  on  the  contrary,  proverbial.  Why,  it  was  only  the  other  day 
a  man  fell  overboard  from  one  of  my  own  ships.  Did  he  swim 
away  from  it  ?  Xo,  he  immediately  endeavoured  to  climb  on  board 
again,  and  expressed  the  highest  satisfaction  when  he  found  him- 
self once  more  among  his  messmates.  Instances  of  this  kind  are 
numerous. 

"\Yith  regard  to  want  of  proper  comfort  and  accommodation,  all  I 
can  say  is  that  I  don't  believe  there  is  a  single  bunk  in  all  my 
vessels  in  which  the  stoutest  Sailor  could  not  turn  without  coming- 
in  contact  with  the  top  planking.  What  do  you  say  to  that, 
Mr.  Piinrl  .' 

There  are  only  two  more  points  upon  which  I  need  trouble  you  ; 


and  they  are  so  insignificant,  that  I  must  apologise  for  mentioning 
them. 

The  frequency  of  casualties  has,  been  much  spouted  abont  by 
PLIMSOLL  AND  Co.  I  simply  remark,  "  Pooh ! '  Do  not  accidents 
happen  onland?  Did  not  my  own  daughter  tread  on  a  piece  of 
e-peel  the  other  day,  and  twisted  her  foot,  so  that  she  could 
notskate  for  a  week  ?  And  as  to  a  case,  lately  much  commented  on 
by  a  scandal-loving  Press,  in  which  one  of  my  ships  came  into  port 
with  eighteen  out  of  twenty  disabled  by  scurvy,  if  you  only  knew 
the  trouble  a  Captain  has  to  get  his  men  to  take  the  slightest  pre- 
cautions, and  their  rooted  prejudice  against  lime-juice  and  other 
antiscorbutics,  you  would,  I  am  sure,  agree  with  me  that  the 
owner 'is  the  last  person  to  be  made  responsible  for  what  is,  after 
all,  only  a  form  of  disease,  and  mysterious,  like  all  diseases. 

Scurvy  is,  no  doubt,  an  unpleasant  complaint;  so  is  the  gout: 
I  've  got  a  touch  of 'it  myself  now.  So  you  see,  Mr.  Pioicfij  there  is 
not  the  slightest  occasion  for  all  this  agitation ;  and  all  I  can  say 
is,  that  if  I  am  to  bo  interfered  with  in  my  business,  it  will  end  m 
my  being  unable  to  clear  a  living  profit,  and  cutting  the  concern 
altogether,  at  whatever  cost  to  the  country.  I  have  only  expressed 
in  this  letter  what  I  know  to  be  the  private  views  of  others  of  my 

If  you  want  to  see  what  a  jolly,  contented  dog  the  British  Seaman 
really  is,  come  and  spend  a  week  aboard  my  yacht,  and  believe  me 

to  be, 

Yours,  indignantly, 

A  SHIPOWNER. 
"  Tim  Ship  and  Turtle,"  Ftl.  10,  1876. 

AMERICAN  COUSIN  HOOD. 

A  GESTVLOOIST  in  the  Far  West  writes  to  ask  what  relation,  if 
any,  is  .1.  TIMMIS  WARD,  the  late  Senior  Wrangler,  to  R.  TEMUS 
WARD,  the  late  popular  humorist '- 
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'THE  WAY  WE  BUILD  NOW." 

Indignant  ffouseovmer  (he  had  heard  it  was  so  much  cheaper,  in  the  etui,  to  buy  your  Hoiise).   "  WH'  WHAT  's  THE — WHAT  AM  I  ! — WHA' 

WHAT  DO  YOU  SUPPOSE  IS  THE  MEANING  OF  THIS,    MB.    SCAMPLING  !  ?  " 

Local  Builder.  " 'T'  TUT,  TUT!     WELL,  SIB,  I  'SPECTS  SOME  ONE'S  BEEN  A-LEANIN'  AGIN  IT!!" 


A  GUINEA  FOE  JACK'S  HOSPITAL. 

MONEY  is  wanted  to  extend  the  efficiency  of  one  of  the  noblest  of 
our  national  charities — the  most  expressly  national  indeed  of  them 
all,  yet  at  the  same  time  more  than  national.  That  is,  dear  friends, 
the  Seamen's  Hospital,  late  the  Dreadnought,  at  Greenwich,  open  not 
only  to  British  Seamen  who  need  laying  up  for  repairs,  but  likewise 
to  Seamen  of  all  nations  requiring  to  go  into  dock.  To  the  funds  of 
this  excellent  and  sorely-needed  Institution  the  Goldsmiths',  the 
Cloth  workers',  the  Saddlers',  the  Mercers',  the  Drapers',  the 
Skinners',  the  Vintners',  the  Salters',  and,  last,  not  least,  the 
Worshipful  Merchant  Taylors'  Company,  have  liberally  subscribed 
— the  latter  to  a  donation  of  £31  10s.  having  added  a  grant  of  free 
admission  to  their  Convalescent  Institution  at  Bognor,  which  has 
accordingly  received  many  patients  from  the  Seamen's  Hospital 
during  the  past  year. 

However,  the  support  of  Jack's  Hospital  concerns  not  only  the 
City  and  Port  of  London,  but  every  Port  in  England — indeed  every 
Port  and  Harbour  all  over  the  world.  It  is  itself  a  Universal  Har- 
bour of  Refuge.  In  their  fifty-fifth  annual  Report,  just  published 
— a  pretty  little  blue  book — the  Managing  Body  of  the  Seamen's 
Hospital  Society  apprise  all  whom  it  concerns — that  is,  everybody 
— that,  for  reasons  which  see : — 

"  The  Committee  aok  the  Public  to  come  forward,  and  increase  the  amount 
received  in  annual  subscriptions  from  £2000  to  £5000,  and  then,  if  on  an 
average  £50  annually  be  received  from  each  port  that  sends  patients  to  the 
Hospital  in  the  course  of  the  year,  the  Society  will  be  established  on  a  sound 
national  basis." 

This  appeal  is  now  made  known  to  the  world  at  large  by  the  one 
periodical  which  can  truly  boast  a  world-wide  circulation. 


TJHE  BIRD  QUESTION. 

OH,  would  I  wear  a  Bird  ? 
Certainly  not — if  I  were  a  Lady  ! 


MARRIAGE  MEMORIES. 

WHAT  the  Father  says. — Which  side  must  I  stand  on  when  I  have 
to  give  her  away  ? 

What  the  Mother  says. — I  am  sure  the  ices  will  be  late  for  the 
Breakfast. 

What  the  Sister  says.— I  natter  myself  I  am  the  best  looking  of 
the  eight  Bridesmaids. 

What  the  Brother  says. — Of  course,  the  Best  Man  is  behind  his 
time — just  like.him ! 

What  the  Pew-opener  says. — This  way,  my  dear  young  Lady! 

What  the  Beadle  says.— They  are  sure  to  be  in  time,  Sir.  I  will 
motion  to  you  the  moment  I  see  'em  a  coming. 

What  the  Clergyman  says. — Have  vou  got  the  ring  ? 

What  the  Crowd  says.— Hoorray !   That 's  'er !    Oh,  ain't  'e  a  Guy ! 

What  the  Old  Friend  of  the  Family  says.—l  have  known  him  too 
since  he  was  so  high.  That  was  nigh  upon  forty  years  ago  ! 

What  the  Funny  Man  says. — You  can  see  from  my  face  that  I,am 
just  the  man  to  be  associated  with  the  Bridesmaids. 

What  the  Best  Man  says.  —  Unaccustomed  as  I  am  to  public 
speaking. 

What  the  Bride  says.— Good-bye,  my  own  darling  Mamma  and 
Papa,  and — EMMY  dear,  please  do  see  the  things  are  all  right  before 
we  start. 

What  the  Bridegroom  says. — Thank  goodness,  it  is  all  over^! 


Disbarred. 

Our  of  compliment,  no  doubt,  to  DR.  KEXEALY'S  late  forensic- 
position  a  "  stet  processus  "  was  entered  in  bar  of  his  late  motion, 
from  Tavistqck  Square  to  Westminster  Palace.  The  Police'  appeared 
for  the  Public,  and  showed  cause  against  the  (Mob)  Rule  moved  for 
by  the  learned  Doctor. 


A  DEFINITION.— Flirtation  :  a  Spoon  with  nothing  in  it. 


Printed  by  Jowph  Smith,  of  No.  3n.  Lora'ne  Road  Hoiloway,  in  the  Parish  of  Bt.  Mary,  I»ltnrt»n,  in  the  County  of  Middle-ex,  at  the  Printing  Offices  of  MfusrB.  Bradbury,  Apnew, A  C</.,  Lombard 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EO  locutus  est!    And  when  either  Leo  or  Bos  Brltannicut  has 
spoken,  there  it  an  end  of  discourse  and  discussion.     (Monday, 
Feb.  14.)  Leo  has  spoken  on  the  Suez  Canal  purchase,  and,  how- 
ever ohliged  he  may  be  to  the  CHANCKI.LOK  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER 
for  his  explanations,   and  to  the  Head  and  Members  of  Her 
Majesty's  Opposition   for  their  critical  analysis  thereof,  he  is 
satisfied  with  his  share— the  Lion's  share — in  the  venture,  and 
that  is  (as  set  forth  in  this  week's  Cartoon)  no  less  than  his 
Indian  Street-door  Key.    Whether  the  purchase  be  a  good  invest- 
ment or  bad  of  our  four  millions,  by  interest-measure,  that  is  not 
the  measure  to.be  applied  to  this  transaction.     There  is  a  high- 
policy-measure,  as  well  as  an  interest-measure, 
in  which  the  scale  is  marked — not  by  nominal 
L(ibr<e),  K(olidi),  D(enarii) — but  by  national 
C(redit),   S(afety),    and  If(ononr).     By  that 
measure  Ministers  demand,  and  rightly  de- 
mand,  to  have  this  purchase  gauged.    And 
with  British  Lion  and  British  Bull  at  their 
backs,  they  may  confidently  face  the  criticism 
of  the  Opposition,  in  the  adjourned  debate 
this  day  week,  for  which  LORD  HAKTINGTON 
and  MH.  GLADSTONE  reasonably  pressed,  and 
which  MB.  DISRAELI  wisely  conceded. 

Tuesday. — SIB  WILLIAM  FRASER  attacked 
the  "  Parochial  System "  of  Local  Metro- 
politan Government,  and  thereby  laid  him- 
self open  to  sundry  "counters" — but  more 
for  slips  in  words  than  facts — from  LOCKE, 
I.rsK,  and  HOGG.  London  is  now  mis- 
governed, not  by  its  beadles,  but  by  its 
-iEdiles;  not  by  "porochial"  Bumbles,  but 
by  District  Boards  and  Vestries,  which  com- 
bine in  a  smaller  cluster  of  big  bodies  most 
of  the  faults  of  the  huge  congeries  of  lesser 
bodies  they  have  absorbed.  LDSK  uttered  the 
pious  wish  that  those  who  found  fault  with 
the  existing  vestrymen,  had  to  look  after  the 
street-sweeping,  the  dust-carts,  and  the  nui- 
sances themselves.  Fancy  SIB  W.  FRASEH 
transformed  from  Apollo  to  Hercules^-turned 
from  translating  Tasso  to  cleansing  the 
Augean  Stable  of  London !  SIB  J.  HOGG  said 
a  good  word — not  undeserved — for  the  Metro- 
politan Board,  which  has  now  finally  passed 
from  the  stage  of  Words  to  that  of  Works. 

But  more  is  needed  for  London  than  the  great  mind  of  even  the  Metropolitan  Board  can  compass.  We  want  to  see  .^Edileship  brought 
down  from  such  heroic  tasks  as  Embankments  and  Viaducts  to  the  humbler  duties  of  the  scavenger's  cart  and  the  domestic  dust-bin. 
No  doubt  the  Wen  is  a  big  one  to  deal  with,  but  it  wants  doctoring  sadly.  If  Caoss  would  take  up  his  I. mule  in,  London  would  take- 
up  its  CROSS,  and  set  him  on  a  higher  pinnacle  than  he  ever  will  reach  by  even  the  regulation  of  Licensed  Victuallers'  houses  and 
the  improvement  of  Artisans'  Dwellings. 

Mu.  HUBBARD  is  going'  to  set  the  law  as  to  Crossed  Cheques  on  its  right  end  again,  from  which  it  has  been  rudely  toppled  by  the  rude  hands 
of  the  Judge*  in  MnXB  and  SMITH.  Don't  check  the  use  of  crossed  cheques  whatever  you  do !  There  is  nothing  prettier  tolook  at  than  the 
magic  "and^Co"  across  a  stamped  "Please  pay."  And  then  they  show  the  payee  has  the  highly  respectable  appendage  of  a  banking  account. 
Stern  Economists,  Municipal  and  Imperial,  don't  like  paying  superannuation  allowances.  Let  a  man  save  out  of  his  salary, 
and  if  lie  don't,  or  can't,  turn  him  out  to  starve,  when  past  work.  The  House  declined  to  endorse  this  economical  doctrine  by  the 
narrow  majority  of  101  to  94  for  Second  Iteading  of  MR.  ICATHBONE'S  Bill  empowering  Corporations  to  grant  superannuation  allowances — 
with  due  precautions  against  local  jobs.  Old  public  servants  in  municipal  employments  should  be  much  obliged  to  MB.  HANKBY — 
who  pointed  out  that  pensions  are  only  a  form  of  deferred  salary,  on  which  principle  they  are  .paid  by  the  Bank  of  England— and  to 
MR.  CROSS,  who  supported  the  Bill.  MR.  BASS  opposes  it.  Bitter  beer  is  tonic,  and  braces  up  men  s  nerves  to  do  hard  things. 

Wednesday. — WALTER  SAVAGE  LANDOB  used  to  boast  his  own  short  and  simple  plan  for  increasing  the  efficiency  of  the  Episcopate. 
"Give  every  Bishop  £600  a  year,  and  make  it  death  to  leave  his  diocese."  Mi.  BEBESFOBD  HOPE,  in  his  scheme  of  episcopal  im- 
provement, takes  another  line.  Private  persons  are  to  be  at  liberty  to  endow,  and  the  Ecclesiastical  Commissioners  to  cut  and  carve, 
new  Bishoprics  out  of  existing  dioceses— subject  to  the  approbation  of  Queen  in  Council  and  Parliament  assembled. 

Everybody — who  wants  Bishops  at  all — wants  more  of  them.  The  Bench,  as  it  is,  is  over-diocesed  and  over-worked.  The  flocks — 
black  sheep  and  other — are  certainly  not  easier  to  rule  now  than  in  old  times,  and  the  shepherds  and  crooks  at  work  now  are  no  more  than 
when  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH  was  King,  and  population  counted  by  hundreds,  where  it  is  now  reckoned  by  thousands. 

But  nobody — neither  SIB  W.  BAMTELOT,  nor  MB.  MONK,  nor  MB.  MOWBRAY,  nor  MR.  DILLWYN,  nor  MB.  HENLEY,  nor  MB. 
WALPOLE,  nor  MR.  CROSS, — much  as  we  may  want  more  Bishops,  approves  MB.  HOPE'S  machinery  for  making  them.  And  so  HOPS — 
.s/x'.s  longti — was  obliged  to  accept  an  adjournment  of  his  Bill  to  the  Greek  Kalends — alias  July  26. 

Thursday  (Lords).— LORD  CARNARVON,  after  apologies  for  a  very  bad  cold,  gave  an  elaborate  explanation  of  the  motives  which 
had  led  the  Government  to  entertain  favourably  propositions  for  an  exchange  of  our  possessions  on  the  Gambia  against  French  pos- 
sessions on  the  Gold  Coast.  No  wonder  an  explanation  made  with  such  a  cold  was  rather  coldly  received.  LORD  CARNARVON  makes  a 
very  good  case,  but  their  Lordships  want  further  information.  And  so  should  the  country.  There  ought  to  be  very  strong  reasons 
indeed  for  giving  up  the  command  of  a  river  navigable  for  400  miles  by  100-ton  craft,  and  so  leaving  us  ten  degrees  of  African 
coast  without  any  station  but  a  tiny  island  off  one  of  the  mouths  of  the  Niger. 

(Commons.)— The  Nasmvth  Hammer  at  work.  A  brisk  tire  of  questions  on  all  sorts  of  subjects,  from  Snow  in  the  streets  to  Slavt- 
Irade  Legislation.  Inter  alia,  Knife-cleaning  Boys  (such  is  the  decision  of  the  Inland  Revenue  Authoritise)  serving  many  masters  are 
not  to  be  taxable  as  men-servants  ;  but  knife-cleaning  boys  with  one  master,  are.  Let  all  who  keep  a  boy  to  clean  their  knives  see  forth- 
with that  he  h'nds  somebody  else's  knives  to  clean,  or  send  him  about  his  business.  Also,  we  are  glad  to  learn  from  MR.  HARDY  that 
the  indecent  practice  lately  prevailing  in  the  Koyal  Artillery  Barracks  at  Aldershot  (not  there  only,  we  fear,)  of  lodging  four  families  in 
one  room  without  screens,  .or  even  curtains,  to  separate  them,  is  at  once  to  be  put  an  end  to.  But  why  four  families  in  one  room  at  all '( 
If  a  certain  proportion  of  married  men  is  allowed  in  the  Army,  surely  there  ought  to 'be  proper  provision  for  that  proportion  in  all 
barracks — with  its  own  room,  at  the  least  and  lowest,  for  each  family. 
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DISTRACTING. 

Customer.   "  WHAT  DID  YOU  THINK  OF  THE  BISHOP'S  SEEMON  ON  SUNDAY, 
Ma.  WIGSBY  ? " 

Sairdressar.    "  "WELL,   EEALLY,    SlB,   THERE   WAS   A    GBHT   A-SETTIX'   IN  FRONT 

o'  MX  AS  'AD  HIS  "AiR  PAETED  THAT  CROCKED  I  COULDN'T  'BAB  A  WORD  ! " 


A  MEMBER'S  LAMENT. 

DULL  is  an  essay  on  the  Vatican, 
Even  by  GLADSTONE  written  ;  dull  the  day 

When  nought  save  fog  in  street  and  square  you  scan, 
And  e'en  policemen  fail  to  find  their  way ; 

Dull  is  KENEALY,  with  his  bounce  and  ban ; 
Dull  is  the  fierce  Home-Ruler's  blatant  bray ; 

Greatly  I  fear — how  sad  is  the  confession ! — 

\V"e  're  settling  down  to  dulness,  for  the  Session. 

Look  at  the  PREMIER'S  countenance  of  lassitude ! 

Might  he  not  be  a  worn-out,  weary  Sphinx, 
Gaziug  o'er  deserts  dim  of  Tory  crassitude, 

Where  from  Wit's  fount  no  'weary  traveller  drinks  ? 
If  with  Lavater-lens  you  tried  to  glass  it,  you  'd 

Discern  that  chiefly  of  repose  he  thinka : 
Hvi  fainfunt  he,  who  finds  it  a  relief 
That  hostile  hordes  have  lost  their  mightiest  Chief. 

That  Chieftain,  who  of  yore  for  battle  lusted, 
And  hurled  invective  s  javelin  swift  and  straight, 

Being  bv  many  followers  mistrusted, 
Quietly  bowed  to  the  decree  of  Fate. 

We  know  not  if  his  bright  sword,  still  unrusted, 
Will  starlike  shine  again  in  hot  debate, 

Or  if,  heroic  shade,  he  means  to  dwell 

Henceforth  in  HOMEB'S  field  of  asphodel. 

If  Chiefs  are  dull,  their  subs  are  duller  still, 
Dullest  of  all  the  great  financial  topic : 

Adown  the  steep  inevitable  hill 
Egypt  descends,  and  we,  with  philanthropic 

Ardour,  send  CAVE  &  Co.  to  stave  olf  spill : 
Creditors'  chances  shrink  to  microscopic. 

And  when  the  crash  comes,  'twill  be  found,  I  fear, 

PHARAOH  was  not  the  last  lost  Charioteer. 

Vain  to  lament,  Jeremiads  will  not  bring 
DISRAELI'S  brilliance  back,  or  GLADSTONE'S  fire, 

To  HEIGHT'S  strong  words  their  ancient  clarion-ring, 
To  LOWE  the  wit-flash  and  ironic  ire. 

E'en  warbling  WHALLEY  has  forgot  to  sing ; 
And  coarse  KENEALY  's  torpid  in  his  mire  : 

Dull  are  the  Parliamentary  hours.    To  vary  'em, 

I  '11  try  a  quiet  stroll  in  the  Aquarium. 


ORTHOGRAPHICAL  POLISH.— The  thing:  to  rub  up  your 
orthography  with — Bees'  whacks. 


The  QUEEN  is  to  be  authorised  to  exercise  her  Royal  prerogative 
of  adding  to  the  Royal  Style  and  Title*. 

MB.  DISRAELI'S  announcement  of  the  fact  was  natter  than  had 
been  anticipated.  The  Oratorical  Vesuvius  did  not  play  off  the 
expected  fireworks. 

But  MR.  LOWE  did  his  best  to  fling  some  fat  in  the  fire,  by  object- 
ing, in  anticipation,  to  the  title  of  EMPRESS  OF  INDIA,  and  provoked 
tlie  wrath  of  the  House  by  an  ill-omened  and  ill-timed  suggestion, 
that  the  name  might  read  awkward  if  we  had  to  give  up  India — as 
some  day  we  might  have ! 

O  ROBERT,  ROBERT  !  is  the  House  a  Deputation  that  thou 
shouldst  do  this  thing  P 

The  new  Royal  addition  remains  a  secret  till  HEK  MAJESTY  has 
exercised  her  prerogative  of  choosing  her  title.  It  certainly  seems 
to  Mr.  Punch  that  Parliament  and  the  country  may,  with  the 
utmost  respect,  but  equal  urgency,  request  to  be  informed  which 
it  is  to  be — Queen  or  Empress  ?  Not  that  it  much  matters,  as  far 
as  Mr.  Punch  can  see.  Perhaps,  no  the  whole,  he  would  say  Queen 
for  choice. 

Merchant  Shipping  Bill  introduced  by  SIR  CHARLES  ADDERLEY, 
and  discussed  in  a  sensible  spirit  on  both  sides — ship-owning  and 
sailor-saving.  With  a  little  screwing-up  from  PLIMSOLL,  which  is 
still  wanted,  there  seems  a  chance  of  a  useful  and  workable  measure. 

Friday. — How  many  people,  in  or  ont  of  Parliament,  knew  that 
the  <  XHcial  Referees  on  Private  Bills  vote  on  such  Bills  in  Committee, 
though  not  Members  of  the  House  ? 

By  all  means,  MK.  AXDEKSOJT,  have  the  matter  referred  to  a  Select 
Committee. 

Mu.  SHAW  LEFEVRE  and  MR.  FAWCETT  as  busy  as  Crows  in  a 
newly-sown  wheat-field,  picking  holes  in  MR.  CROSS'S  Enclosure 
Bill. 

Make  it  better,  Gentlemen,  by  all  means — in  fact,  you  can't  make 
it  too  good.  But  do  MR.  CROSS  and  his  Bill  justice.  It  is  good  as 
far  as  it  goes. 


WHY  THIS  THUSNESS  ? 

THERE  is  surely  something— shall  we  say  "  high  " — not  to  put  it 
coarsely — in  the  State  we  may  call  Denmark — supposing  such 
social  contrasts  as  the  following  to  be  of  everyday  occurrence.  There 
are  noble  and  elevating  thoughts,  no  doubt,  associated  with  the 
expression.  "  a  Paternal  Government,"  but  that  paternity  does  not 
show  to  advantage  in  the  oastigation  of  illiterate  babies,  and  the 
petting  of  well-educated  sons  and  daughters  who  ought  to  know 
better.  Judge  for  yourselves. 

One  Sunday  afternoon  last  week,  in  a  Yorkshire  town.  HODGE, 
PAT,  and  BILL  GUMMIBGE,  resisting  the  temptations  held  out  to 
them  by  sleep-compelling  parsons,  repaired,  to  a  neighbouring 
stream,  where  their  low  tastes  and  sinful  tendencies  tempt  them  to 
throw  chips  into  the  current.  Not  content  with  thus  desecrating 
the  day,  they  add  the  further  crime  of  backing  one  chip  to  pass 
another  in  their  short  race  to  the  village  bridge.  At  this  plebeian 
amusement  they  stake  several  pence,  and  coppers  change  hands 
freely.  The  Paternal  one  has  its  eye  on  them,  nowever,  and  BILL, 
PAT,  and  HODGE  are  walked  off  by  the  Police  to  the  nearest  station. 

One  afternoon,  a  few  days  later,  while  BILL  and  his  com- 
panions in  crime  are  engaged  in  an  interesting  conversation  with  the 
magistrates,  Friz,  HUGH,  and  GERALD  may  be  observed  at  the 
window  of  the  Holy  Alliance  Club,  Piccadilly,  watching  with  intense 
eagerness  the  horses  attached  to  cab,  cart,  brougham,  or  omnibus  as 
they  pass  along  the  thoroughfare. 

"  A  pony,"  says  HUGH,  "  on  there  being  a  grey  horse  in  the  next 
ten." 

"  Done  with  you!  "  says  GERALD. 

Bays,  browns,  a  chestnut,  and  tenthly  a  spanking  white  stepper 
in  a  coupe  / 

"  Roses  light  on  the  eyelashes  that  fringe  your  aristocratic  pupil ! " 
— this  was  about  the  meaning  conveyed,  though  not  exactly  the 
words  used,  by  the  highbred  loser—" you 've  won!  I'll  go  you 
double  or  quits." 
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"  I  '11  d»  ditto,1'  says  FIT/,  who  has  seen  four  grey  dray-horses 

pass,  :ind  feels  lie  must  win. 

.  browns,  and  a  bay,  and  ninthly  a  General  Omnibus 
with  two  whitrs  to  the  fore. 

IIn;ir   pockets  his  hundred,  and  they  retire  to  the  card-room, 

hey  remain,  with  an  interval  for  dinner,  till  four  oY! 
next  morning.     GKKALD  has  lost  a  couple  of  thou.,  which  he  liasn't 
L'ot  ;   mid  l''rr/  has  recouped  himself  with  an  agreeable  surplus,  of 
which  we  hope  a  few  sovereigns  will  find  their  way  into  the  pockets 
of  ll'ni'.i:.  I'u  .  and  lin.r,. 

In  the  D»wing-room  and  Kitchen  next  door  may  be  noticed  by 
any  Asmodeus  like  ourselves  another  and  equally  edit  \  nr-r  cout  rast. 

liown-stairs  a  very  snuli'y  old  woman,  with  a  walnut-juice  resem- 
blance to  a  iripsy,  is  promising,  with  (lie  aid  of  a  greasy  pack  of  turn 
cards  and  a  sediment  .1 

fortune  to  poor  little  M\i:v  AN'.NI:  aomBKAID,  for  the  large  sum  of 
one  silver  sixpence  and  a  pound  or  two  of  kitchen  stuff.  \Vhiie 
MARY  ANNE  is  gazin-.,' with  credulous  delight  on  the  propitious  Sibyl, 
a  Paternal  agent  steps  down  through  1  ite,  which  is  wide 

open,  and  kindly  otters  an  arm  of  escort  to  the  snuffy  pseudo-gipsy, 
for  whom  lodgings  have  been  prepared  in  <iu< er  Street. 

In  the  Drawing-room  above  gits  Ml;*.  RI:M\.U,I>  COI.KVKAL,  with 
six  or  eight  friends,  who  have  invited  the  celebrated  American 
.Medium,  .!AI;I:/  M.  I'IISTUI;,  to  join  their  circle,  in  holies  of  eliciting 
revelations  of  the  Future  from  such  condescending  spirits  as  may 
happen  to  listen  to  their  call.  The  shutters  are  do-.ed,  the  little 
lingers  of  the  Illuniinali  are  linked  round  a  larsre  taKle,  on  which  a 
tambourine  is  already  beginning  to  tap  out  the  names  of  the  return- 
ing ghosts  and  the  destinies  of  tin  inquirers.  This  masculine 
Sibyl  has  nothing  snuffy  about  him,  wears  a  faultless  evening  dress, 
and  several  diamonds  on  his  ringers.  It  would  be  downright  rude- 
ness and  want  of  »<ir<iir-rirrc.  if  the  Paternal  Governor  in' 
with  him — but  at  the  same  time  we  confess  to  a  weak  pity  for  the 
gipsy,  and  a  strong  desire  to  let  oil  1'*  i  and  llmmE  aforesaid. 

To  the  Government  we  simply  repeat — Why  this  Thusness  ? 


RINKOMANIA. 

E  believe  we  break  no 
confidence  in  publishing 
the  news  that  the  atten- 
tion of  Parliament  will 
shortly  be  called  to  the 
prevalent  epidemic,  and  a 
lloyal  Commission,  in  all 
probability,  appointed  to 
inquire  into  the  causes 
which  have  led  to  the 
mania  for  Kinking,  to 
consider  the  effects  it 
is  producing  on  society, 
and  to  report  if  any,  and 
what  steps  may  be  ad- 
visable to  check  its  rapid 
progress.  How  exten- 
sively the  mania  is  spread- 
ing on  all  sides  may  be 
gathered  from  a  glance  at 
the  columns  of  advertise- 
ments, which,  besides  in- 
viting notice  to  the  rinks 
already  started,  announce 
a  myriad  of  new  skating 
clubs  in  progress,  or  in 
prospect.  That  the  mania 
has  extended  from  the 
West  End  to  the  East,  from  Hammersmith  to  Houudsditch,  and 
from  the  lordly  Prince's  Ground  to  the  vulgar  Pig  and  Tinderbox, 
may  be  seen  by  a  few  titles  of  the  companies  projected,  which  we 
arc  exclusively  now  privileged  to  quote  : — 

The  Mile-Knd  antl  Whitechapel  Kink,  and  Wheel-Skate  Letting 
Company.  Capital,  Two  Millions.  Treasurer  (pro  ton.),  MK.  JKKK- 

MIAH  DlDDLKK. 

The  Costermongers'  Skating-Rink,  and  General  Conversation  Club. 
Chairman  of  Executive  Committee,  MIL  l!\«  i  i  i:. 

The  Holloway-cum-Hornsey  Rise  and  Hackney  Rinking  Company 
(Very)  Limited! 

The  United  Handsome  Cabmen's  Rink,  promoted  to  provide  a 
means  of  healthful  indoor  exercise  for  Cabmen. 

The  Wapping  Old  Stairs  Kink  and  Below  Hridc-c  Skating  Company. 
The  Land's-End  Real  Ice  Kink.  Executive  Committee.  MjBSIBITBS 
BLUNDERHEAD  and  BOOBFE,  with  power  (if  they  can)  to  add  to  their 
number. 

The  Eligible  Spinsters'  Rink.      Established  to  promote  flirtation 


among  Marriageable  Persons.      Chairwoman  of  Committee, 

Si:r.ixv  Si.vi'i  •, 

The  Organgrinders' Skating  Club,  and  Asphalte  Recreation  Com- 
pany, for  the  use  and  entertainment  of  itinerant  musicians.  A".  It.  \ 
Concert  on  wheels  will  be  iriven  every  evening,  when  the  public  will 
(on  payment)  be  privileged  to  attend. 

The  John  O'Groat's  House  Rink.  Open  to  all  Nations.  SANDII: 
MrSuvNiK,  Honorary  Secretary. 

The  Jolly  Beggars'  Skating  Uink,  and  Club  for  Merry  Mendi- 
cants. Temporary  premises,  Kair  and  Tatter  Alley,  Scamp  Street. 

The   Water     I'.iblicrs'     Uink,    and    Tec-Totallors    u|ion      Wheel 
Aquarium  and  '  '  'luh.     President,  SIR  WII.KKIII  I, \\vsov 

The    Swindlchun  Company     Limited,.      Promoters,  CA  r- 

TAIN  Ki. \SHM\\  and  Sn:  lloh;  M  SNIVKY.  •-•iiulation,  Ittf  ; 

anticipated  Kinkers,  l->->().     Capital,  C'.II,IIIKI,  in  '  each. 

Prepayment  in  full  to  be  made  on  application. 

The  Seven  liials  Skating  Rink  ;   for  the  promotion  of  this  fniMuu 
able  and  invigorating  pastime  among  the  poorer  clause-:.     Chairman 
of  Exi  M  u.  CATS.MI:AI. 

The  Slushborous-h-cum-Sloppiton  Al    l-Vesco    Rinkiir-   Company. 
iary,    Mu.    D.utPEK.      President    of    Council,    SIR    TIMOTHY 

The  Amalgamated  Duffers'  Kink  and  Slide  and  Tumble  Company. 
Manager,  Mu.  Ci.rMsiK.  Treasurer,  MK.  FOOLSCAP!-. 

The  Burglars'  Skatiuir  Rink.     President  of  Committee,  MR.  Wu.- 
r.i.vjr  Sno:s.    Hankers,  Missus.  DOWMIIIUII  \\i>  lloukiii.     Me: 
for  election  to    .  r  nightfall)  at  the  OMiee  of  the  Com]iany, 

which    for   prudential    reasons   need    not    publicly   be    adver' 
N.I?.— Ring  the  top  hell  twice,  and  sharply  whistle. 

The  North    Pole    Kin  -any.     Promoted  with  a  view  of 

providing  wheel  IMS  in  the  Polar  Regions. 

The  Soiraarme  Slating  Kink.  Temporary  Offices  in  Water  Lane. 
Chairman  of  Committee,  MK.  Divri:. 


.SANSCULOTTES  AT  LIMERICK. 

IT  is  not  often  that  an  Irishman  can  bo  twitted  with  what  other 
Irishmen  miirht  call  Scotch  economy.  But  the  Cork  Kj-itmincr 
reports  a  suggestion  on  the  part  of  certain  members  of  the  Corpora- 
tion of  Limerick,  not  only  in  respect  of  caution  and  economy,  but 
also  as  relative  to  a  matter  of  clothing,  specially  Caledonian.  At  a 
late  meeting  of  one  of  the  Limerick  Corporation  Committees,  the 
Mayor  presiding,  MR.  CONNOLLY,  of  the  firm  of  JOHN  CONNOLLY  AND 
SON,  the  municipal  tailors,  attended  to  submit  for  acceptance  the 
new  clothing  which  had  been  ordered  for  the  Night  Watchmen; 
when 

"ALDERMAN  CLEAKY  said  he  heard  n  member  alongside  observe  on  the 
impropriety  of  supplying  Watchmen  with  trousers ;  for,  if  they  dismissed  » 
Watchman,  the  question  arose  how  would  they  get  the  trousers  off  him  if  be 
would  not  give  it  up  himself? 

"Ma.  BKKXAL  said  he  was  the  member  alluded  to  by  ALDERMAN  CLBARY, 
and  he  would  advise  them  to  adopt  the  suggestion  which  ALDERMAN  TINSLEY 
made  some  time  ago,  or  by  supplying  the  Watchmen  with  a  hat,  coat,  and 
cape.  The  Wutchmen  should  be  obliged  to  pay  sixpence  a  week  for  the 
trousers." 

"  It 's  ill  takin'  the  breeks  aff  a  Highlandman."  This  Trans- 
Tweedian  adage  might,  had  the  colleagues  of  the  two  gentlemen 
abovenamed  adopted  their  ideas,  have  become  as  applicable  to  the 
Night  Watchmen  of  Limerick  as  it  is  to  the  Gael.  The  Watch 
would  perhaps  have  had  to  be  reconstituted,  and  the  Corporation  to 
advertise  for  recruits,  notifying,  although  in  Ireland,  that  "  No 
Irish  need  apply."  The  suits  of  Limerick's  Night  Watchmen  would 
then  have  suited  none  but  Scotchmen.  A  uniform  consisting  of  a 
hat,  coat,  and  cape,  and  no  trousers,  would  for  its  complement  have 
really  required  a  kilt.  The  expedient  wherewith  BRIAN  O'LvNN 
supplied  any  deficiency  in  his  wardrobe  is  no  longer  practicable. 
Sheepskins  are  too  costly  for  that  now.  As  a  lay  of  a  Limerick 
Night  Watchman,  Brian  O'Lynn  would  have  needed  to  be  sung 
with  a  difference,  somewhat  after  this  fashion : — 

"  BRIAN  O'l/TXN,  wnntini  trnuscrs  to  wear, 
Joined  the  Limerick  \i:rht  Wiitdi  in  hopes  of  a  p:iir  : 
Which  when  ho  found  out  he  would  not  he  found  in, 
'  'Twill  be  mighty  cool  walkin','  says  UHIAX  (J'LvNs. " 

The  "  songs  of  other  days"  included  one  in  which  a  pretty  picture 
was  presented  to  the  mind's  eye  by  a  couplet  in  glorification  of — 

"  PADDYWHACK  just  come  from  Cork, 

With  his  coat  nately  buttoned  boliind  him." 

An  elegant  addition  to  this  array,  in  a  Hibernian  sense,  miuht 
have  been  beheld  at  Limerick  exhibited  by  PADDYWHACK  patrojling 
the  streets  at  night  in  the  dark  without  any  trousers.  Perhaps, 
however,  the  streets  of  Limerick  are  lighted  after  dark— by  lumi- 
naries even  brighter  than  ALDERMAN  CLEAKY  and  MK.  BERNAL. 
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"  SHALL  WE — A — SIT  DOWN  1 " 


VETO. 

"  I   SHOULD  LIKE  TO  ;    BUT   MY  DRE.S.S.MAKE!!  SAYS   I   ML'ST.x'x  !  ' 


BUS  IN  UEBE. 

"It  was  no  longer  the  interest  of  the  State, — at  least  to  nothing  like  the 
extent  it  was  some  years  ago— to  interest  itself  in  the  multiplication  of 
Enclosures.  They  must  now  rather  consider  Enclosures  as  schemes  for  private 
improvement,  the  State  seeing  that  the  public  interest  did  not  suffer  by  the 
Enclosures.  .  .  .  They  must  take  into  consideration  that  which  the  people  of 
this  country  wanted  almost  as  much  as  food, — the  air  which  they  breathed, 
and  the  health  which  they  enjoyed.  .  .  .  The  Government  had  thought  it 
right  to  make  every  encroachment  on  a  village  green  a  public  nuisance,  and 
to  enable  any  one  to  proceed  against  the  person  so  offending." — MK.  CROSS, 
on  Commons  Enclosures. 

BEAYVO,  ME.  CEOSS,  Sir !    Plain  speaking  at  last, 
Worth  columns  on  columns  of  roundaboutation.]] 

Such  "  improvement "  may  go  it  a  trifle  too  fast 
For  the  temper  and  taste  of  a  trade-ridden  nation. 

The  City  must  spread  with  the  spreading  of  man- 
That  's  the  law  of  our  life,  and  'twere  folly  to  ban  it ; 

But  we  don't  want  to  see  every  trace  of  old  Pan 
Improved  off  the  face  of  our  planet. 

Too  plainly  we  feel  that  the  chimney  and  wheel- 
Twin  symbols  of  Modern  Mechanical  progress — 

Stretch  sway  every  day.    We  may  fume  a  good  deal 
Against  Trade,  the  omnivorous  Octopus-Ogress, 

Whose  far-reaching  tentacles  mesh  us  all  round, 
Yet  we  know  she  at  least  is  a  sort  of  Step-mother.   • 

But  must  we  give  up  every  acre  of  ground 
To  the  demons  of  Shindy  and  Smother  ? 

We  have  yielded  too  much  to  Utility's  clutch,— 

That  one-eyed  Utility,  Duncedom's  pet  idol- 
Forgetting  the  use  of  such  matters  as  touch 

The  health  or  the  heart.    We  may  well  put  the  bridle 
On  Selfishness  rampant,  most  hard-mouthed  of  nags, 

Who  all  public  interest  rough-shod  rides  over  : 
May  well  check  old  Mammon  when  plumping  his  bags 

On  the  plea  of  some  "  right  of  estover. 


Too  long,  under  shield  of  too  negligent  law, 

The  insatiate  ghoul  hight  Enclosure  has  nibbled 
Those  bits  of  green  open,  so  sweet  to  his  maw, 

In  defiance  of  all  who  have  squabbled  or  scribbled  : 
He  'd  prig  from  the  poorest  heath,  common,  or  forest, 

'^nd  laugh  at  the  masses  who  toil  and  can't  travel, — 
Preferring  to  needs  which  are  sure  of  the  sorest 

The  profits  from  villas  or  gravel. 

But  on  Wealth  versus  Health  we  are  getting  new  views ; 

New  measures  of  worth  for  our  few  Open  Spaces : 
All  glimpses  of  Nature  we  dare  not  refuse 

To  the  populous  City's  poor  throngs  of  pale  faces. 
JOHN  plainly  means  backing  the  weak  "gainst  the  strong  : 

Though  the  "  rights  "  of  the  rich  he 's  no  wish  to  disturb,  he 
Intends  to  preserve  for  the  labouring  throng 

Some  sort  of  a  poor  Ilus  in  Urbe  ! 

Here 's  a  health  to  the  few  who  have  sturdily  fought 

In  the  cause  which  the  many  now  take  into  favour. 
The  names  of  the  nobs  who  such  "  pickings  "  hare  sought, 

To  the  sense  of  to-day  have  a  nauseous  savour. 
They  will  find,  will  these  grudging  earth-gobblers,  whose  greed 

Would  filch  from  the  poor  their  few  "  Patches  of  Pleasure," 
The  cry  "  No  Short  Commons  !  "  means  mischief  indeed 

When  'tis  backed  by  shrewd  men  and  sharp  measure ! 


SIB, 


A  Political  Difficulty. 


I  AM  not  much  of  a  paper-reader  or  a  politician,  but  occasion- 
ally I  glance  at  the  Debates.    Whenever  I  do,  I  am  sure  to  see  a 
heading,  "  Offences  against  the  Person  Bill,"  as  a  subject  of  dis- 
cussion in  Parliament.    All  I  want  to  learn,  Sir,  is,  who  is  the 
Person  BILL  "  here  alluded  to  ?    Who  offends  against  him  ?    Is  it 
a  measure  for  the  protection  of  "  the  People's  WILLIAM  ?  "    Is  he 
Explain,  and  oblige         Yours, 

DUKDEEHEAD. 


'  the  Person  BILL  V 


w 
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TEACHING    BY    EXAMPLES. 

(For  the  Use  of  Parents  and  Guardians.) 


HEBE  is  no  fea- 
ture of  the  rising 
generation  more 
striking  than 
their  disposi- 
tion to  intelli- 
gent doubt, 
sometimes  mis- 
calltd  scepti- 
cism, and  their 
unwillingness 
to  accept  the 
ipse-dixits  of 
authority.  Mr. 
Punch,  'having 
been  lately  in- 
vited to  put  a 
friend's  child 
through  a  his- 

torieal    exami- 
nation,  was   so 

struck  with  the  result,  that. ho  has  recorded  both  questions  and 

answers  as  subjoined.   »/»  - 

GENERAL  HISTOHT. 

Q.  What  do  you  know  about  ROMULUS  ? 

A.  He  was  a  purely  mythical  personage,  whose  actions  were  so 
excessively  stupid  that  I  have  not  burdened  my  memory  with  them. 

Q.  What  was  the  character  of  NEED  ? 

A.  Humane,  gentle,  and  refined.  The  assertions  as  to  his  cruelty 
and  madness  are  calumnies  invented  by  his  friends. 

Q.  Who  was  HOMEH  ? 

A.  A  Grecian  MBS.  HARMS.  The  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey  were 
street  songs  of  the  period — an  ancient  parallel  to  "Lord  Bateman" 
or  "  Tommy  make  Room  for  your  Uncle.''  or 

Q.  Let  us  try  elsewhere.    Who  was  WILLIAM  TELL  P 

A.  He  never  existed— save  as  the  hero  of  a  German  play  or  an 
Italian  opera. 

Q.  We  will  come  to  our  own  country.  What  is  your  view  of 
KING.  ARTHUR? 

A.  KING  ARTHUR  is  a  solar  myth,  like  Hercules,  Thor,  Vishnu, 
and  generally  all  the  so-called  gods,  demigods,  and  founders  of 
religions. 

Q.  Did  not  KINO  ALFRED  suffer  the  cakes  to  burn  in  .the 
neatherd's  hut  ? 

A.  Oh  dear,  no !  The  story  was  invented  for  the  benefit  of  Royal 
Academicians  hard  up  for  a  subject. 

Q.  .What  did  the'spider  suggest  to  ROBERT  BRTJCE ? 

A.  Squashing  it. 

Q.  Tell  me  what  you  know  about  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH. 

A.  He  was  amiable,  kind,  and  forbearing  to  a  most  aggravating 
set  of  wiveSj  and  a  strict  respecter  of  legality. 

Q.  Why  is  the  epithet  "glorious"  usually  applied  to 
BESS"? 

A.  It  is  hard'to  say.  CitTETSN  ELIZABETH  was  a  mean,  tricky,  and 
avaricious  character,  principally  remarkable  for  doing  her  Ministers 
out  of  their  money,  and  cheating  her  sailors  of  their  oeef  and  beer. 
I  need  hardly  add,  that  her  private  character  won't  bear  looking  into. 

Q.  Comment  on  the  genius  of  SHAKSPEAHE. 

A.  He  hadn't  any.  That  he  was  uncommonly  clever  I  do  not 
deny,  because  he  is  the  one  theatrical  person  on  record  who  realised 
a  fortune  by  management.  If  he  had  lived  now,  it  is  probable  that 
he  would. |liave  gone  the  greatest  lengths  in  the  way  of  sensation 
drama,  burlesque,  and  vpera-bouffe. 

Q.  This  is  startling.  Who  on  earth  then  do  you  suppose  did 
write  what  we  are  accustomed  to  call  SHAKSPEAKE  ? 

A.  Certainly  not  SHAKSPEARE,  as  we  know  that  he  couldn't  write 

his  own  name  twice  alike.   For  my  own  part,  I  lean  to  the  Baconian 

theory,  but  refuse  to  commit  myself. 

Q.  Good  heavens !     How  old  are  you  ? 

A.  If  you  believe  the  testimony  of  my  parents — which  the 
experience  of  life  thus  far  has  taught  me  is  rash — I  am  four  years 
six  months  and  three  days  old. 


Q.    What  are  you  f 

A.  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  yet  made  up  my  mind,  but,  as  at 
present  informed,  I  incline  to  the  belief  that  my  generation  was 
spontaneous,  that  my  bodily  substance,  in  its  simplest  expression,  is 
protoplasm  in  the  form  of  germ-cells ;  that  my  actions  are  auto- 
matic, my  motives  cerebro-spinal,  and  my  ancestors  anthropoid 
apes  in  their  later  generations,  ascidians  or  bacteria  in  their  earlier. 

[Exit  Examiner,  hattity. 


PUNCH  TO  THE  BLACK-COATS 

(Established  and  Dissenting). 

UK  ut  a  lay  voice,  0  recalcitrant  Clerics, 

To  whom  Punch  most  respectfully  proffers  his  tip. 
Now  have  w<;  not  had  quantum  suff.  of  hysterics, 

Of  cat-and-dog  conflict,  and  quarrelsome  quip? 
Church  or  Conventicle,  list  to  his  caveat, 

Bow  all  yu  sensible  heads,  whether  under 
Mitre  or  billycock,  curly  or  wavy  hat ! 

Call  in  your  lightning,  and  tie  up  your  thunder ! 

Punch  must  announce  that  all  sensible  people 

Are  wofully  weary  of  all  this  to-do  ; 
Wondering  why  the  traditional  steeple. 

Which  points  so  suggestively  up  to  the  blue, 
Stands  as  a  sign  of  perpetual  shindy,  a 

Pepper-pot  token  of  battle  as  hot 
As  water  of  Heola  or  pickle  of  India. 

Must  yon  keep  boiling  the  clerical  pot  ? 

"  Peace  and  goodwill  ?  " — well,  it  sounds  very  pretty 

From  eloquent  oracles  lovely  in  lawn ; 
But  passionate  squabbles  and  bickerings  petty 

Scarcely  portend  its  desirable  dawn. 
Iliilirul'ms  rows  round  the  title  of  "  Reverend  "  ! 

.Strife  about  what  may  be  carved  o'er  a  grave '. 
Say  will  such  puerile  potterings  never  end  ? 

Must  the  red  standard  eternally  wave  ? 

Small  pseudo-popelings  who  peevishly  hanker 

For  mass  and  monopoly,  cash  and  kotou — 
Priggish  P.P.'s  whose  un-reverend  rancour 

Revels  in  rudeness  a  cad  miffht  eschew — 
Clerical  Draeos  so  down  upon  little  ones — 

Watchdogs  who  snarl  at  the  gates  of  the  pave — 
Ware !  or  your  holds  on  the  mass  will  be  brittle  ones, 

Useless  to  shackle  as  helpless  to  save. 

Genial  Gentlemen — Churchmen,  Dissenters — 

Is  there  no  clerical  Coventry  known 
Whither  to  banish  these  public  tormentors  ? 

Zealots  and  sectaries,  can't  you  change  tone  ? 
If  but  for  sake  of  a  little  variety, 

With  sweet  milk  of  Charity  temper  your  zeal ; 
Mingle  the  spirit  of  peace  with  your  piety, 

Harry  no  longer,  endeavour  to  heal ! 

Popular  speech  on  this  rumpus  parsonic, 

Which  raises  a  dust  wheresoever  we  walk, 
Is  apt  to  be  far  less  jjolite  than  laconic  ; 

Much  it  might  pain  you  to  list  to  such  talk. 
Lend  Punch  your  ears,  then,  0  Clerics  ubiquitous, 

Lest  it  be  found  there  are  those  who  shall  say, 
"  Whenever  we  'd  banish  the  harsh  or  iniquitous, 

The  peace-blazoned  '  drag '  of  the  Priest  stops  the  way !  " 


SIR, 


Do  Dickey-Birds  nil  nisi  Bonum. 


WE  HAVE  heared  a  deal  of  the  cruelty  of  killing  and  plucking 
Dickey-birds—dear  little  things!  Bosh!  They  ain't  dear  little 
things ;  leastways,  not  out  of  the  trade.  They  are  nasty  quarrel- 
some little  varmint.  WATTS  says  they  "  in  their  little  nests  agree." 
What 's  WATTS  ?  He  may  have  knowed  a  thing  or  two  about  lions 
and  bears,  but  it 's  quite  certain  he  didn't  Know  much  about 
Dickies.  If  he  'ad,  this  would  have  been  about  what  he  would 
have  wrote — 

"  Birds  in  their  little  nests  agre« 

Till  big  enough  to  fight ; 
And  then  the  biggest  gets  atop, 
And  sarve  the  little  'un»  right !  " 
Yours  truly, 

A  FEATHER  DRESSEB. 


ADDRESS  TO   THE  COKVOCATIOIT  OF  YORK.— York,  you're   not 
wanted. 
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COCK    ROBIN. 

"  WHO  killed  Cock  Robin  ?  •' 
"I,"  said  Dame  Fashion 
(Who  ne'er  knew  compassion1, 

"I  killed  Cock  Robin !'r 

"Who  saw  him  die?" 
' '  The  Great  Eye,  in  whose  ken 
Fates  of  birds  are,  and  men — • 

I  saw  him  die  !  " 

"  Who  caught  his  blood  ?" 
"  We,"  said  apers  of  WORTH — 
Though  English  by  birth  !— - 

"  We  caught  his  blood  !" 


Candid. 

MR.  PUNCH,  with  some  astonishment  at  the  freedom  and  fulness 
of  the  admission,  read  last  week  in  that  leading  medical  organ  the 
Lancet — 

"The  law  presupposes  that  every  person  dying  has  the  assistance  of  a 
medical  man,  and  that  where  such  assistance  is  not  procured  ...  the  facts 
should  be  referred  to  a  Coroner." 

Such  thoughts  may  have  occasionally  crossed  the  lay  mind,  but 
what  non-medical  authority  would  have  dared  to  give  them  words  '( 

HORATIAN  MOTTO  FOR  A   BOARD  OF  GUARDIANS. 
"  Mo.t  reficit  rates  .  .  .  indocilis  pauperiem  pati." 

Carminum,  lib.  i.  1. 


"  Who  made  his  bier  ?  " 
"  I,"  said  Madame  La  Mode  ; 
"  In    wing  -  trimmings    be- 
stowed, 

I  made  his  bier !  " 

"  Where  '11  be  his  grave  ?  " 
"In     my    hat,       says     the 

Maid, 
"  When  off  Missuses'  laid— 

There  '11  be  his  grave !  " 

' '  Who  '11  be  his  chief  mourners  ?  " 
English  maid,  English  mother, 
Both  one  and  the  other, 

"  We  '11  be  his  chief  mourners !  " 


"Who  will  cry  o'er  his  bier  ?  " 
Children  gentle  and  good, 
Fresh  from  Habes  in  the  Wood, 

Will  cry  o'er  his  bier. 

"What's  the  prayer  they  will 

prayP" 
"  English       girls,        England 

through, 

Small  birds'  corpses  eschew ! ' 
That 's  the  prayer  they  will  pray. 

"  Who  '11  to  that  say  Amen  *  " 
All,  save  fools  of  a  feather, 
In  chorus  together, 

Will  to  that  say  Amen  ! 


SON   AND   STRANGER. 


WE  sincerely  hope  the  new  comedy  of  ALEX.  DTTMAS  fits  will 
remain  an  Etrangere  as  far  as  the  English  stage  is  concerned. 
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ST.    VALENTINE'S    DAY    AT    GIRTON. 

First  Young  Lady  (opens  Vali-ntinr,  mid  reads) : — 
"  '"Epas  avtKaTf  ^<i\av1 

*Epas,  &J  in  Krfi^oin  utimis,'  .   .   .  &C.,  4c. 

CHARMING,  ISN'T  IT  ?     GUSSIE  MOST  HAVE  SENT  IT  FROM  OXFORD  1 " 

Second  Young  Lady  (ovrrlaoi-iny).   "YES,  IT'S  our  OF  THE  AXTIQOSE — THE  LovE-Cnor.us, 

YOU    KNOW.        HOW    MUCH    JOLLIER    THAN    THOSE    SILLY    ENGLISH    VERSES    FELLOWS    USED   TO 
.SEND  !  " 


LUNAR  VAGARIES. 

THERE  are  two  Moons,  one  ecclesiastical  and  flu;  other  civil.    Perhaps  we  ought  to  say 
there  are  three,  and  include  the  Moon  poetical,  which  hath  influences  over 
"  The  lunatii;,  the  lover,  and  the  poet." 

The  Moon  ecclesiastical  defines  Easter  Day  ;  and  this  year  there  is  a  great  outcry  against 
her  for  putting  that  festival  a  week  later  than  if  the  actual  Moon  had  decided  it.  The 
REVEREND  LORD  ALWYNE  COMPTON,  however,  comes  forward  with  consolation,  and  says  : — 

"Among  the  proposals  for  amending  the  Rubrics  now  before  Convention  is  one  that  tlu>  f.illowinjr 
words  should  be  added  to  the  rule  quoted  by  Mu.  JACKSON'  from  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer: — '  Note. — 
Thai  the  full  moon  of  this  rule  is  not  the  full  moon  of  the  heavens,  but  the  llth  day  of  the  moon  of  the 
.istical  Calendar.'  " 

Plain 
instead 

that 

What  an  insult  to  "  Xiilrrxiii  Hfi/iim  iH'cornix"  .'    Why  should  not  the  Moon  of  the  : 

ate  Faster,  so  that  everybody  may  calculate  the  date  of  that  feast  for  himself  '• 
There  is  a  story  of  a  ('reck  Cockney  who  was  surprised'to  tind  the  same  Moon  in  Athens 
that  he  had  left  behind  him  at   Corinth.     His  astonishment  could  hardly  have  been  greater 
than  is  that   of  Mu.  JACKSOX  and  his  friends  at  finding  that  the  Clergy  have  a  special 
Moon  of  their  own,  which  declines  to  be  bound  by  astronomical  rules. 


THE  FOLLY  AT  FOLKESTONE. 

Am— "7Y,c   Vi<;tr  <>f  lirny." 

0  Hinsp.u.i-:,  K>  verend  Gent.,  desist 

From  antics  Ritualistic. 
Are  you  determined  to  persist 

In  apinsr  rites  Papistic  '' 
What,  is  it  really  your  intent 
To  disregard  "  monition  "  ? 
On  that  wild  course  it  you  are  bent, 
Consider  your  position. 
In  the  face  of  the  J,a\v  no  longer  fly  ; 

At  Popery  cease  to  play,  Sir. 
You  had  better  cave  in  and  knuckle 

down, 
And  act  the  Vicar  of  Bray,  Sir. 

Oblige  the  Law  to  turn  you  out 

As  being  its  tr;r 
And  you  may  call  yourself,  no  doubt, 

A  "  Catholic"  Confessor, 
lint  you  're  a  Heretic,  Sir,  says  Rome, 

I'ntil  her  pah-  you  enter; 
Whilst  from  the  Church  that  was  your 
home 

You  '11  stand  a  mere  Dissenter. 

In  the  face  of  the,  Law,  &c. 

This  is  a  land  of  Liberty, 

And  all.  in  these  dominions, 
To  own  what  faith  they  please  arc  i ; 

And  preach  their  own  opinions. 

Whatever  crotchets  they  may  hold 

They  're  licensed  to  avow  them, 

:out,  hut  not  within,  the  fold, 

Whose  I  Mi  t<>ys  disallow  them. 

In  the  face  of  the  Law,  &c. 

hops  if  vou  thus  deny 
Hence  that  you  owe,  Sir, 
<  )h  whither  do  you  think  to  fly. 
And  where  expect  to  go,  Sir  ? 
What  refuge  from  "  Erastianism," 
But  knuckling  down  to  C.KS  \  i;  '•: 
Some  new  conventicle  of  Schism, 
A  High-Church  Kbenezer  '1 

In  the  face  of  the  Law,  &c. 

Will  you  compete,  for  cure  of  souls, 

With  each  sectarian  surgeon. 
And,  in  your  chasubles  and  stoles, 

Attempt  to  cut  out  SPITRGEOX  '( 
But  first  a  requisite  you'll  need 

'Twill  puzzle  you  to  fish  up; 
For  your  secession  to  succeed, 

You  '11  have  to  find  a  Bishop. 

In  the  face  of  the  Law,  &c. 

Debarred  by  Vatican  Decrees, 

All  their  gainsayer*  banning, 
You  fellows  can't,  as  refugees, 

service  under  MA.YXIVI. 
Like  bats  you  flit  'twixt  birds  and  beasts, 

lu  view  of  either  erring, 
Nor  1'rote.stants  nor  Popish  Priests, 
Fish,  flesh,  nor  good  red  herring. 
In  the  face  of  the  Law,  &c. 

You  know,  if  once  yon  overstepped 

Rome's  fixed  and  rigid  border, 
That  all  of  you  would  then  be  kept 

Severely  under  order ; 
For  pranks  allowed  no  further  scope, 

Obedience  forced  to  render  ; 
No  more  himself  each  playing  Pope, 

But  snubbed  as  a  Pretender. 

In  the  face  of  the  Law, 


E.  Payson  Western's  Perpetual  Motion. 

[110  miles  in  twenty-four  hour.-,  full  >\M  .i,  \\  it'aii>  lc-s  than  ;i  week,  by  ISO  miles  in  forty-eijht!  ] 
WELL  !  there  is  one  thin,?  no  one  can  say  of  our  American  Cousin's  une^:  -trian 

feat — and  feet — and  that  is,  Walker! 


Not  a  Bad  Interpretation. 

mil  Soy.  Papa,  what  does 
Fugitive  mean  '' 

J',i/),i  (Co  '*'*  Dictionary). 

"Not    tenable — not    durable  —  volatile  — 

sh'irt-lhcd." 

• 

!:ir  '' 
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THE    RULING    PASSION. 

Prison  Chaplain  (charged  to  report  on  Convicts  religieus  Knowledge).   "Do  YOU  KNOW  THE  COMMANDMENTS  ?  " 

Prisoner.  "YES,  SIR."  Prison  Chaplain,   "SAY  THE  EIGHTH." 

Prisoner  (promptly).  "  THOU  SHALT  DO  NO  MANNER  OF  WORK  ;  THOU,  NOR  THY  SON,  NOR  THY  DAUGHTER,"  &c. 


A  WOBD  FOR  WALKER. 

PERHAPS  the  hilarity  as  well  as  the  utility  of  the  "  Spelling  Bee  " 
would  be  augmented  by  making  it  also  a  Pronouncing  Lee,  so  as  to 
combine  rivalry  in  right  speaking  with  competition  in  orthography. 
The  President  of  the  "  Bee  "  to  spell  out  the  word  which  he  invites 
the  members  to  pronounce ;  it  being  also  posted  up  before  their  eyes 
in  large  print.  A  Pronouncing  Bee  would  probably  afford  the 
following  amongst  other  no  less  elegant  examples  of  popular 
utterance : — 

"Ask"— ast,  arsk,  awsk,  (Cockney)  ax.  " Basket "— barsket, 
bawsket.  "Class" — clarse.  "Master" — mawster,  muster,  measter 
(rustic).  "Bod" — baud  or  bod  (superfine  rustic).  "Bore" — baw 
(superfine  swell}.  "Bull"— bul  (northern  rustic).  "Pudding"— 
pud-ding,  ud  as  in  mud  (ditto).  "Common" — kimmon.  "Cover" 
—  kiwer.  "  Creature  "  —  creacher.  "  Curiosity  "  —  curosity. 
"Ear"— year.  "Here"— «ar.  "  Draw  "— drawr.  "Law"— lawr. 
' '  Saw ' ' — sawr  ( Cockney) .  "  See  " — zee  (rustic) .  "  Face ' ' — veeace 
(rustic).  "Grievous"  —  grievious.  "Tremendous"  —  tremenjus. 
"Hand"— 'and.  "  House  "—'ouse.  "Hour"— hour.  "Honour" 
—honour.  "  Horse  "— hoss,  'orse.  'oss.  "  1 "—  Oi  (northern  rustic). 
"Spaniel"  — spannel.  "  Spirit''  — sperrit.  "Thanks"— thenks. 
"  Time  "— toime  (Cockney).  "  More  "—moor  (rustic).  "  New  "— 
noo.  "  Duty  "  —  dootv.  "  Tuesday  "  —  Chooseday,  Toosday. 
"Tune"— toon.  "Veal"— weal.  "  Vehicle  "— wehicle.  "What" 
— wot,  vot.  "When"— wen.  "  Which  "— witeh.  "You"— yer. 

The  standard  of  reference  at  Spelling  Bees  has  hitherto  been  too 
exclusively  WEBSTER'S  Dictionary — a  gross  insult  to  the  shade  of 
DR.  JOHNSON.  But  surely  due  regard  should  now  be  paid  to  that 
other  Lexicographer  whose  authority  is  held  to  have  determined  the 
speech  as  well  as  the  spelling  of  our  native  tongue.  It  is  the  reverse 
ot  true  that  Spelling  Bees  are  all  "Walker."  The  operation  of 
WALKER  on  the  Spelling  Bee  would  possibly  effect  a  considerable 
diminution  of  the  crime  of  clipping  the  QUEEN'S  English,  whereby 
the  ears  of  the  more  cultivated  classes  of  Her  Majesty's  loyal 
subjects  are  too  commonly  offended. 


HYMN  TO  VICTORIA. 
(After  BEN  JONSON.) 

QUEEN  or  Empress,  Lady  fair, 
Sovran  of  the  swelling  deep, 
Who,  in  distant  Orient  air, 
Dost  the  sway  of  nations  keep  ? 

Must  we,  changing  style  with  scene, 
Hail  an  Empress  in  our  Queen  ? 

Where  the  tiger  haunts  the  glade, 
Where  the  mystic  Ganges  flows, 
Where  we  English,  unafraid, 
Govern  friends  who  once  were  foes, 
There  thy  power  is  felt,  unseen, 
There  men  bow  to  England's  Queen. 

Lay  the  imperial  style  apart ; 

Leave  it  to  the  lords  of  legions : 
Queen  in  every  English  heart, 
Be  thou  Queen  in  Eastern  regions. 
Keep  thy  style  and  state  serene — • 
Who  so  great  as  India's  Queen  ? 


Beams  in  the  Balance. 

THERE  is  reason  to  believe  that  the  "  Imponderables  "  are  about 
to  be  abolished.  A  distinguished  Chemist  has,  if  not  mistaken, 
determined,  by  experiment,  that  Light  at  least  is  ponderable.  At 
the  Royal  Institution,  the  other  Friday  evening,  MK.  CROOKES  gave 
a  lecture,  in  which  he  appears  to  have  actually  demonstrated  the 
possibility  of  weighing  a  ray  of  Light.  Xow  if  Light  has  weight;, 
the  weight  of  Light  in  some  quantity  must  be  no  light  weight,  and 
in  that  case,  therefore,  it  is  manifestly  not  a  paradox  to  say  that 
light  is  heavy. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

LADSTONE  and  LOWE  r.  Everybody 
Else ;     Spirited   Policy   r.  Close 
Calculation    of    Per  -  Centages  ; 
Ratification  of  Suez  Canal  Bar- 
gain   r.    Repudiation   of    Same. 
Such  was  the  triple  issue  very 
decisively  settled  (Miniiliii/,  h'lli- 
ruiirij  21)  without  any  Division 
but  that  of  the  Oppo- 
sitinn  against  itself. 

DOCTOR  LOWE  should 
really  be  caution-  ln>w 
he  uses  his  blistering 
ointment.  It  is  a 
dangerously  lively 
irritant,  as  may  be 
inferred  from  its  in- 
gredients. To  equal 
parts  of  penny  wis- 
dom, cynicism,  and 
self-complacency  add 
equal  parts  of  wit, 
half-truth,  and  Ox- 
ford logic.  Rub  in 
hot,  the  wrong  way 
of  tne  hair ;  and  stand 
clear  of  the  patient's 
teeth  and  claws,  or 
horns  and  hoofs,  as 
the  case  may  be.  It 
has  been  known  to 
set  even  Deputations 
kicking.  No  wonder 
that  the  British  Lion 
and  British  Bull  are 
not  very  patient 
under  it.  ]Sor  are 
these  high  -  spirited 
animals  just  nowmore 
in  the  mood  for  put- 
ting their  heads  into 
MB.  GLADSTONE'S 
Economical  Muzzle. 

Not  satisfied  with 
Monday's  discomfi- 
ture, the  conscien- 
tious and  energetic 
W.  E.  G.  has  since 
hung  up  his  twenty- 
seven  headed  syllabus 
in  the  columns  of  the 
Times.  There  is  much 
force,  and  we  doubt 
not  solid  foundation, 
in  his  cross-question- 
ing of  the  ministerial 
bargain  from  the 
pure  Economist's 
point  of  view.  But 
that  is  not  the  stand- 
point from  which  Jomr  BULL  just  now  looks  at  it.  He  applauds  a  prompt  act  of  "  spirited  policy,"- 
annoying  as  such  a  strange  piece  of  perversity  may  be  to  ME.  GLADSTONE — and  persists  in  his  "  inflam- 
matory approval "  of  ME.  DISRAELI'S  unprecedented  coup  tie  bourse.  Nothing  can  show  this  so  clearly 
as  the  hornet's  nest  MB.  GLADSTONE  and  ME.  LOWE  have  brought  about  their  ears,  even  from  the 
friendly  columns  of  their  own  Press,  by  their  objections  to  the  purchase.  The  course  and  conclusion 
of  Monday  night's  debate  gave  Parliamentary  proof  of  the  same  incontestable,  however  inexplicable, 
fact.  MK.  GLADSTONE  must  appeal  from  JOHN  BULL  "inflammatory  "  to  JOHN  BULL  "condemnatory." 
That  appeal  cannot  be  yet  set  down  for  hearing  ;  but  it  may  come  on. 

Tuesday  (Lords). — Patents  Bill :  same  as  last  year's,  but  with  only  one  class  of  Patents  (for  fourteen 
years)  instead  of  two  (one  meant  for  "  one-horse  Patents,  to  last  half  as  long),  and  without  the  power 
to  appoint  professional  referees,  besides  the  Commissioners  and  Examiners  of  Patents,  to  sift  the 
grounds  of  Patent  claims — both  changes  for  the  worse,  but  said  to  be  pressed  on  the  Government  lib 
extra.  No  sufficient  reason,  we  are  glad  to  learn  on  satisfactory  authority,  for  the  complaints  of 
the  Martini-Henry  rifle  as  the  soldier's  shooting-iron. 

(Commons.)  First  night  with  the  Fugitive  Slave  Circulars. 

"E.  WHITBBEAD— as  by  right  hereditary— moved  Resolutions  involving  immediate  withdrawal  of 
Romper  Two,  without  reference  to  the  Commission's  report. 

ME.  HANBUHY  moved  a  Resolution  contra,  to  wait  for  the  oracle  from  under  the  extinguisher. 

Hence  two  nights  of  very  long  speeches ;  the  lawvers  having  a  good  deal  of  the  field  to  themselves, 
and  expatiating  freely,  but  as  unable  as  their  lay-fellows  to  reconcile  the  irreconcilable. 

There  is  no  denying  the  fact  that  LORD  CLABENDON  in  1870  wrote  a  letter  that  goes  the  whole  length 
of  Circular  Number  Two.  Policy  and  public  feeling,  eonscience  and  comity,  the  hearts  of  the  British 
Public  and  British  Officers,  and  the  heads  of  departments,  are  all  alike  at  odds  in  this  unlucky  matter. 

VOL.  T.TT,  j 


"  (Jim  iluib/f  <itlaicnt-ila  faire 
(/mis  i-i-tli-  (jn/i'ri' :'  "  Why  didn't 
Government  leave  the  difficulty 
as  it  has  been  left  till  now — in  the 
discretion  of  the  British  Captain? 
There  seem  to  have  been  only  six 
hitches  concerning  fugitive  UKTM 
in  some  thirty-six  rears ;  and 
In  ttrr  any  number  of  such  hitches 
than  an  official  act  of  the  Govern- 
ment tying  the  hands  of  British 
Naval  Captains  —  discreet  and 
indiscreet  alike  —  from  helping 
the  slave  out  of  his  shackles. 

Several  speakers  in  the  course 
of  the  two  nights'  talk  recalled, 
with  a  sigh  of  regret,  LOBD  MEL- 
BOTTBNE'H  famous  query  —  in  a 
similar  perplexity  between  con- 
flicting courses  with  much  to  be 
said  for  each — "  Why  not  let  it 
alone  ? "  It  was  a  British 
Admiral  (Siu  J.  HAT),  who  sug- 
L'eMed  the  course  Punch  would 
have  recommended,  to  await  the 
Commission's  Report,  and  mean- 
while withdraw  the  Circular. 
Even  staunch  Conservatives 
prayed'  ME.  DISBAELI  to  follow 
SIB  JOHN  HAY'S  sensible  advice. 
Of  course,  it  isn't  a  party  ques- 
tion ;  of  course,  Her  Majesty's 
Government  hates  Slavery  as 
muchasHerMajesty'sOpposition. 
But,  unluckily,  if  a  Member  of 
H.  M.  O.  moves  Resolutions,  and 
a  Member  of  H.  M.  G.  moven 
counter  -  Resolutions,  the  fight 
iri/l  become  a  party  one  in  spite 
of  everybody's  teeth,  and  so  it 
was  here.  Two  nights'  talk 
(Tuesday's  and  Thursday's)  ended 
in  a  party  division.  Circular 
Number  Two  stands,  and  MK. 
WHITBBEAD'S  Resolutions  are 
defeated  by  45  (293  to  248),  a  few 
of  the  usual  supporters  of  the 
Government  holding  aloof.  A 
solitary  "Act"  of  stout  MAJOK 
O'GoEMAN's  enlivened  the  long 
and  wearisome  two  nights'  dis- 
cussion of  humanity,  internation- 
ality,  and  exterritoriality.  The 
portly  Major  wound  up  with  an 
impassioned  allusion  to  his  portly 
Dartmoor  protege,  ABTHUB  OB- 
TOST.  What  that  obese  impostor 
has  to  do  with  the  Slave  Circular 
is  not  clear,  though,  taking  cor- 
pulence and  captivity  together, 
one  does  see  an  association  of 
ideas  between  him  and  a  circular 
slave.  One  thing  must  be  said 
to  the  House's  credit.  There 
was  less  "cant"  and  "rant" 
than  might  have  been  expected 
on  such  a  subject. 

But  whatever  Commission  may 
report,  and  Commons  vote,  Punch 
agrees  with  SIR  HENBY  JAMES 
that  Circular  Number  Two  is  as 
dead  as  Circular  Number  One. 
The  country,  simply,  will  not 
stand  it.  It  has  'rgpt  to  disap- 
pear," as  our  American  cousins 
say — whether  tinder  the  Commis- 
sion extinguisher,  or  what  other 
device  of  Disraebtish  ingenuity, 
matters  not.  "Actumest!'" — i.e., 
in  English — it  won't  act.  No, 
Siree !  it  won't  wash — except  out. 

Wednesday. — An  Irish  after- 
noon. First  instalment  of  the 
Home-Rule  Bill-Budget— a  plan 
of  CAPTAIN  NOLAN'S  to  shift  the 
control  of  County  Finance  from 
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Grand  Juries  to  Boards  elected  by  Twelve-pound  Ratepayers — i.e. 
"  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  tire." 

The  Irish  Members  had  the  light  to  themselves ;  and  the  opponent 
of  the  BUI,  led  by  ME.  KAVANAGH — who  has  a  Bill  of  his  own  i'o 
tinkering  the  frying-pan — had  the  best  of  it. 

Then  followed  Home-Rule  Measure  Number  Two,  MB.  BUTT' 
Grand  Jury  Presentments  BUI — knocked  on  the  head  after  a  refresh 
ingly  short  struggle. 

Thursday  (Lords).— LORD  SALISBURY  introduced  the  Oxfort 
Reform  Bill.  The  Government  of  the  University  is  to  be  put  hit 
Commission  after  1S77.  Till  then,  if  a  House  likes  to  put  itself  h 
order  to  the  Commissioners'  satisfaction  it  may  do  so.  Funds  fo 
University  needs  are  to  be  got  by  abolition  of  Idle  Fellowships,' 
which  ought  to  put  .£50,000  at  the  University's  disposal  at  once,  ant 
four  times  as  much  eventually.  The  Marquis  tried  to  make  a  dis 
Unction  between  "idle  follows"  and  "idle  fellowships."  Wha 
Colleges  and  Captains  have  to  do  is  to  get  the  idle  "fellows"  ou 
of  their  "  ships  "  as  soon  as  may  be. 

Thursday's  (Commons)  Essence  we  have  extracted  hi  advance. 

Friday  (Lords). — THK  Loin)  CHANCELLOR  tried  to  prove  that  the 
New  House  of  Lords'  Court  of  Appeal  would  be  the  Old  House  o: 
Lords — or  that  parrnm  concilium  =  Muyinnit  Conailtum.  What's 
in  a  name  ?  LORD  CAIRNS  could  answer  Juliet's  question. 

Commons. — HOLMS  of  Hackney  made  a  rash  and  ill-directec 
attack  on  the  Militia  and  the  Barrack  System,  and  was  very  ener- 
getically and  sensibly  answered  by  ME.  HAHDY.  Hackney  readily 
suggests  hobby  ;  let  not  MR.  HOLMS,  though  sitting  for  the  one,  take 
to  riding  on  the  other.  

PHILOLOGY  "IN  SPORT." 

IT  is  agreeable  to  notice  a  praiseworthy  effort  to  make  the  study 
of  abstruse  languages  no  longer  a  task  and  a  drudgery^  but  a  pastime 
and  a  pleasure.  ,  A  Stuukfit  Handbook  for  the  Fireside  has  our 
cordial  wishes  for  its  success  through  many  editions  to  come  ;  and 
we  hopefully  look  forward  to  a  time  when  the  language,  dealt  with 
in  this  very  alluring  manner,  will  have  become'  as  f amikar  as  Irish 
or  Scotch,  Erse  or  Gaelic,  to  many  a  solitary  student  by  his  lonely 
hearth,  to  many  a  fair  phUologist  in  her  comfortable  chimney- 
corner. 

We  are  betraying  no  secrete,  abusing  no  confidence,  in  announcing 
that  this  help  to  Sanskrit  is  only  the  first  of  a  series  of  Handbooks 
planned  to  while  away  odd  moments  and  unconsidered  minutes.  The 
following  pleasant  little  manuals  may  be  expected  to  appear  in  due 
course : — 

Harden  Strolls  among  Greek  Soots. 

Chinese  at  Tea-timi: 

Arabic  over  a  Cup  of  Coffee. 

A  Oujarati  Handbook  for  the  Easy  Chair. 

Siamese  in  the  Summer  House. 

Hungarian.  :  a  Book  for  those  who  are  kept  waiting  for  Dinner. 

How  to  study  Polish  while  you  art'  hariiuj  your  Boots  blacked. 

Tamil  and  Telutfu  :  a  Breakfast-in- Bed  Book. 

Turkish  over  a  Pipe  :  a  liiriFs-eye  rit-w  of  the  Language. 

Anglo-Saxon  in  <i  Country  JtonMHM 

Icelandic i  a  Bool;  for  the  Cliimni'i/-Corner. 

Half-Hours  with  the  Hardest  Languages. 


SUN   v.   STEAM. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Athcnmtm,  a  Frenchman  "  states  that  he  has 
proved  hisposition  of  being  enabled  to  use  sunshine  as  a  motive 
power."  This  piece  of  scientific  intelligence  suggests  three  obvious 
corollaries : — 

1.  The  employment  of  sunshine  as  a  means  of  locomotion  is  alto- 

gether distinct  from  the  extraction  of  that  article  from 
cucumbers. 

2.  Should  a  patent  betaken  out  for  the  practical  application  of 

this  discovery,  it  will  be  of  but  little  value  in  the  Metropolis, 
-MaiichrskT,  and  other  large  cities  and  towns,  owing  to  the 
aliM-uc-e  of  the  motive  power  for  a  considerable  portion  of  the 
year. 

3.  It  may  lie  fairly  assumed  that  within  twelve  months  from  this 

time  some  other  sanguine  projector  will  uphold  the  claims  of 
another  motive  power  as  equally  efficacious— namely  Moon- 
shine. 

The  Pope  and  the  Pretender. 

THE  Carlist  forces  having  been  signally  defeated  at  Vera,  Estella, 
and  Tolosa,  DON  CARLOS  is  told  from  the' Vatican  that,  in  the  opinion 
:  the  Holy  Father,  "  he  ought  to  cease  carrying  on  war  in  Spain 
K>W  that  there  is  no  probability  of  his  being  successful."  His 
Holiness,  claiming  to  be  the  Vicegerent  of  Heaven,  recognises  the 
'-atety  of  siding  with  the  big  battalions. 


MUSIC    AND    COOKERY. 

MEETING  has  been  held  at 
'the  Mansion  House,  the 
LORD  MAYOE  hi  the  Chair, 
to  aid  the  new  National 
Training  School  for  Music, 
about  to  be  opened  at  Ken- 
sington, by  the  establish- 
ment of  Free  Scholarships. 
Several  of  these,  the  great 
Corporation,  City  Com- 
panies, and  Common  Coun- 
cilmen,  .have  undertaken 
to  found.  Not  a  word  can 
be  said  against  this  laud- 
able movement  in  the  East, 
to  promote  harmony  and 
the  study  of  counterpoint 
and  thorough  bass  in  the 
West.  But  there  is  another 
ed  u  i  '.at ional  institution-now 
in  fullj  operation  at  Ken- 
sington, which,  we  trust, 
will  not  be  forgotten  by 
City  opulence,  appealing  as 

fi?-n     >  I^WMMBUmiR    {t  im-!*  dl-tu  t?8tes  and 

Kl    '^^^mmmmi  i)ursmti?  whiclv for  Tny 

\AcVx^C/Ail    BKT     generations,     have     been 
•          J^^^fflj        lo'     cultivated    with    untiring 
'  ^SS^SjgSSKSSB^gx.      energy  and  complete  suc- 

'r ,       ^^^^nBj,       cess  to  the  East  of  Temple 

P  'N«UlT>-^  ^J?5       Bar-    It  can  only  be  neces- 

sary to  name  the  School  of 
Cookery  and  its  wants,  to 
prompt  the  most  hospitable  Corporation  hi  ithe  world ;  the  'Fish- 
mongers, the  Fruiterers,  the  Vintners,  the  Poulterers,  the  Cooks, 
and  all  the  rest  of  the  festive  City  Companies ;  and  the  genial 
!ommon  Councilmen  of  Portsoken,  Yintry,  and  every  other  ward  in 
London,  to  endow,  with  loving  care  and  affectionate  liberality,  an 
establishment  in  which  they  must  all  feel  the  deepest  personal 
interest— thereby  showing  that  whUe  they  aro  mindful  of  the  wants 
of  the  larynx  and  the  voice,  they  do  not  overlook  the  claims  of  the 
pigastrium  and  the  appetite,  and  are  as  sensible  of  the  pleasures  of 
.ood  eating,  as  they  are  alive  to  the  delights  of  drinking  in  sweet 
sounds.  Music  has  had  a  hearing  at  the  Mansion  House  :  we  hope 
;hat  Cookery  also  will  soon  receive  proper  attention  hi  that  congenial 
.tmosphere. 

QUESTION  IN  EULE  OF  THREE. 

(For  Vestries  and  Vestry  Reformers.) 
Pure  and  Mixed  Mathematics.     Time  allowed,  to  December,  1876. 

A  GENTLEMAN  of  Florence  writes  to  sav  that  all  the  snow  that  fell 
n  that  City  was  rapidly  carted  away  by  hundreds  of  carts  and 
lung  into  the  Arno.  Now,  [if  a  block  of  snow  in  front  of  my 
loor,  measuring  four  inches  by  four  inches,  weighs  two  and  a 
lalf  ounces,  and  can  be  compressed  to  one-third  of  its  bulk  (for 
nowballing),  how  many  carts,  and  of  what  capacity,  will  be  re- 
[uired  to  cart  away  all  the  snow  lying  hi  one  mile  of  a  London 
treet  fifty  feet  wide,  the  snow  being  four  inches  deep  ?  Having 
ound  this,  find  how  many  carts,  of  the  same  capacity,  will  be 
equired  to  do  the  same  work  for  all  the  main  thoroughfares  of 
Condon,  showing  how  they  will  get  to  their  work,  and  how  they  will 
ravel  to  the  River  with  their  loads,  and  back  empty  (traffic  not  to 
>e  suspended  during  this  cartage). 


Jenkins  v.  Jenkins. 

THE  JENKINS  tribe,  it  seems,  are  fain 

In  contrariety  to  revel : 
One  JENKINS  writes  The  DenTs  Chain  * 

Another  holds  there  is  no  Devil. 
'Twixt  two  such  JENKINSES,  'tis  plain 

Satan  will  find  his  proper  level. 

*  See  the  drastic  and  didactic  Temperance  Novel,  so  called,  by  E.  JENKIXS, 
so,.,  M.P.  for  Dundee. 

An  Old  Rhyme. 

(Adapted  to  a  Modern  Mania.) 

AngrUua.r  Fain  would  I  rink,  but  that  I  fear  to  fall. 
Edwin.  You  must  risk  "  spillers,"  or  not  rink  at  all. 
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THE    HARD-UP    HORTICULTURISTS. 

I:T  us  give  a  tear  to  the  sor- 
rows of  the  poor  Koya] 
Horticultural  Society! 
They  were  pathetically  re- 
eoiintcd  by  LOUD  Ai.i-'Ki;r> 
Cm  ufiiii.i.,  ]i  residing  at  the 
adjourned  annual  meeting  of 
the  Fellows  of  that  impecu- 
nious Corporation  in  their 
Coum-il  Itoom,  South  Ken- 
sington; and  signally  illus- 
inite  tin-  auspicipuanesa  of 
tin'  iji'iiitix  luci.  His  Lordship 
stated  that:  — 

"In  the  past  year  the  income 
of  the  Society  had  been  diininish- 
ing,  and  the'rcnt  of  the  Gardens 
had  not  been  paid.  The  Koval 
Commissioners,  however,  lux  I 
given  the  Soci'-ty  ihi-ec  v 
order  to  enable  them  t 
their  income  up  to  £10,000  a 
\c-ar.  Up  to  the  present  time 
they  had  only  received  £3,000, 
hut  still  the  year  was  young.  If, 
however,  the  income  was  not 
raised  in  three  years  to  £10,000, 
the  Society  could  not  any  longer 
exist." 

The    report    above     and 
below    quoted    contains    no 

reference  to  any  payment  or  delivery  of  prizes  due  to  successful  competitors  at  the  Society's 
shows.     Those  debts  may  possibly  have  been  paid,  though  rent  is  owing.    But  never  say  die! 
"DR.  ALFRED  SMEE  was  of  opinion  that,  no  matter  what  they  did,  they  could  not  damage  the  prestige 
of  the  Royal  Horticultural  Society." 

No,  indeed.  The  prestige  of  a  Horticultural  Society  in  arrears  of  rent  for  its  grounds  is 
past  damaging. 

"  Although  the  Society  might  be  short  of  funds,  it  would  still  rise  again." 

"  Yes  ;  in  the  meanwhile  its  motto  may  well  be  Resurgum  —  for  how  long  ?  Pit.  SJTBE 
continued  :  — 

"  They  might  do  many  things  to  raise  the  fortunes  of  the  Society.  They  might  have  Skating  Rinks  and 
other  attractions,  but  unicss  they  kept  to  the  cultivation  of  horticulture,  they  could  never  maintain  the 
Gardens  in  their  proper  position." 

At  South  Kensington  ?    Is  that  a  proper  position  for  the  Horticultural  Gardens  ?    And 

than  for 
sad 


. 

The  Horticultural  Society  has  had  losses,  personal  as  well  as  pecuniary.  It  has  lost 
Fellows.  There  are  some  Societies  that  no  Fellow  can  possibly  be  expected  to  remain  in 
connection  -with  :  Imt,  of  course,  it  would  be  too  much  to  say  that  the  Royal  Horticultural 
Society  is  one  of  those.  A  Fellow  suggested  an  attempt  to  reclaim  the  Fellows  they  had 
lost  :  — 

"He  (Mr..  Bowuixo)  was  exceedingly  glad  that  the  Council  had  come  round  to  the  views  of  the 
Fellows,  and  he  would  urge  that  it  was  of  the  highest  importance  that  the  Fellows  who  had  been  lost 
should  lir  recovered  to  the  Society.  ('Hear,  hear  !')  Let  the  Council  make  a  special  appeal  to  those 
Fellows  t.i  (dine  hack  to  their  Society,  and  let  there  be  a  systematic  house-to-house  canvass  in  the 
neighbourhood." 

"  /V  /"c/v,/-it-i  .  ,!,•  riiwlncf,  i'f  tiiiijniirx  <!<•  r<nt<ltt?f  .'"  appears  to  be  the  motto  of  bold 
Mi!.  BOFwsnre.  What  cheek  a  Fellow—  any  Fellow—  must  have  to  propose  sending  round 
the  Hat  on  behalf  of  the  Itoyal  Horticultural  Society!  Systematically,  too.  fromhouse  to 
house  in  the  neighbourhood  I  Would  not  that  expedient  be  a  little  less  unlikely  to  answer 
in  a  remoter  district  wherein  the  Concern  on  which  residents  are  solicited  to  bestow  their 
charity  is  less  known  than  the  R.  H.  S.  is  at  South  Kensington  ? 


THE  TURNER'S  "TIP"  TO  THE  CITY  COMPANIES. 

"  I  desire  that  each  of  these  local  institutions  may  thrive  and  prosper  on  that  only  basis  on  which 
anything  can  permanently  thrive  and  prosper—  namely,  the  steady  and  careful  performance  of  its 
rate.  .  .  .  80  tar  from  desiring  their  abolition,  what  I  cordially  desire'  is  their  development  and  expansion 
in  an  application  In  duties  that  are  of  the  greatest  importa'm  e  to  the  country.  ...  It  is  not  for  an 
infant  to  advise  adults.  .  .  .  The  main  difficulty,  no  doubt,  is  the  change  of  circumstances;  but  if  we 


.  .  .  .  ,  , 

look  to  the  original  dutios,of  these  ancient  Guilds,  we  shall  find  in  most  imtUMM  they  have  disappea 
and  you  do  not  know  where  to  find  them.     There  is  required  for  full  conformity  to  the  purposes  of  th 


ared, 

.  these 

Companies,  a  change  in  the  form  in  which  their  energies  and  resources  were  to  be  applied.  ...  A  great 
mass  of  new  wants  have  come  into  existence.  . 
developing  our  resources,  has  become  greater  and  greaer.  .  .  .      roessiona    and  technical  training  is 


.  ... 

.  .  .  .  The  necessity  of  falling  back  upon  our  ingenuity,  and 
ter  and  greater.  .  ".  .  Professional  and  technical  training  is 

wanted  In  most  of  the  various  classes  of  our  artisans  .  .  .  and  all  these  daises  are,  as  it  were,  knnc  kii 
at  your  doors,  and  asking  what  help  you  can  give  them."  —  Mil.  GLADSTONE  to  the  Turners'  Company. 

"  New  wants,"  indeed  !  the  "  want  to  know 
Which  Brother  GLADSTOXK  starts  with—- 

Is this  the  sort  of  thing  to  go 
And  trouble  Civic  hearts  with? 


GREAT  City  Guilds,  what  think  you,  pray, 
Of  the  new  Turner's  "  basis  "  !- 

Affairs  are  entering,  one  would  say, 
Upon  a  novel  phasis. 


This  Woodman  deals  a  sturdy  stroke 

Stark  strength  with  skill  combining.* 
Duty  with  him  is  not  a  joke, 

<  »r  synonym  for  dining. 
A  gue-t  e.xtremi'ly  kind  and  nice 

To  have  within  your  border, 
Who  gives  you  neatly-veiled  odviee 

To — set  your  house  in  order ! 

Not  .IONKS'S  gush'nor  COTTON'S  sneer 

Will  this  stem  Woodman  soften. 
For  turning  '. — well,  his  foes,  I  tear, 

I  term  he  's  done  that  too  often. 
Hut  when  he  spots  a  Upas  tree, 

And  thinks  it  ripe  for  axeing, 
To  turn  him  were  a  task,  pardii-  ! 

Titanic  inuseles  taxing. 

And  yet  this  "  infant's  "  eool  advice 

Perhaps  is  worth  revolving, 
Kre  the  new  Turner  thinks  his  thrice 

And  reaches  to  resolving  ; 
Or  other  ahopper-wieldera  rise 

To  mark  your  trees  with  "  bla/es," 
And  tell  home-truths  to  Companies 

In  less  mellifluous  phrases. 

For  these  are  days  when  revenue 

Entails  responsibility ; 
Big  trusts  arc  left  to  very  few 

To  toy  with  in  tranquillity. 
Commissions  sometimes  take  by  storm 

Strongholds  of  Corporation : 
And  then  the  "  rude  liand  of  Reform  " 

Works  wondrous  tribulation. 

Neglected  duties,  funds  too  fat, 

Ajid  interests  sly  and  sinister — 
Whioh  he  so  gently  hinted  at, 

Our  fluent  ex-Prime  Minister,— 
Are  not  the  things  to  buoy  a  barque 

When  storm  to  storm  seems  beckoning : 
How  would  it  be,  to  build  an  ark 

Against  a  day  of  reckoning  P 

Those  duties  of  each  ancient  Guild, 

To  which  old  Charters  bind  them, 
Most  surely  ought  to  be  fulfilled 

Wherever  search  may  find  them. 
And  if  Time's  metamorphosis 

Have  blurred  their  very  traces, 
One  thing  is  certain,  and  'tis  this — 

New  ones  must  take  their  places ! 

Trade  interests  alone  may  yield 

Full  scope  for  all  your  vigour. 
To  bring  Art- work  into  the  field, 

And  put  down  rogues  with  rigour, 
Are  tasks  to  tax  your  cash  and  skill ; 

Since  some  who  look  upon  her 
Fear  Britain's  course  must  be  down-hill, 

Till  scamped  work  brings  dishonour. 

Shrink  not  from  Satire's  friendly  whip, 

Nor  pose  yourselves  as  martyrs : 
But  take,  in  time,  the  Turner's  "  Tip," 

And  overhaul  your  Charters. 
Pageants,  brave  halls,   and    sumptuous 
feeds, 

Mean  but  vulgar  ostentation  ; 
Trade  and  the  lime  have  larger  needs 

Which  claim  consideration ! 

*  "A  poet,  whose  works  «renow  three  thousand 
years  old,  in  one  of  his  immortal  lines  has  told  the 
world  that  the  excellence  of  a  Woodman  lieth  not 
in  his  strength,  but  in  his  skill."— Ma.  GLAD- 
STONE. 


SYLLABUS  A5TD  SUEZ. 

Mis.  GLADSTONE  has  sent  the  newspapers  a 
"  Syllabus"  of  questions  on  the  Suez  Canal 
shares  purchase.  A  Syllabus  from  the 
Author  of  Vaticanism!  What  more  could 
liave  been  expected  from  the  Vatican  itself!" 
Is  WII.UAM  going  also  to  proclaim  himself 
infallible ': 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MARCH  4,  1876. 


AN    OLD    KING    BY    A    NEW    NAME. 

Tymkyns.  "  GOOD  MORNING  !    A — A — I  WANT  A  COSTUME  OP  HENRY  THE  FOURTH  OF  ENGLAND,  IF  YOU  PLEASE  !" 
La  belle  Costumie're  (affably,  but  not  without  a  touch  of  scorn).   "  Excvss  ME,  SIR  !     HENRY  THE  EIOHTH  OF  ENGLAND! 


FOURTH  WAS  A  FRENCH  KING  ! 

The  Costumier  (solving  the  difficulty).  "  PARKINS  !     PAR-KINS  !  !  " 
The  Costumier.   "  BRING  DOWN  THE  'ANQRY  CAT!" 


HENRY  THE 


( Voice  in  the  distance.  "YES,  Sir.!") 
[He  must  have  meant  "  HENRI  QUATRE,"  but  that  was  what  he  said. 


CHAIRS  BEHIND  COUNTERS. 

As  a  rule,  when  a  customer  enters  a  Draper's  shop,  an  Assistant 
hands  that  customer  a  chair.  That  is,  if  you  are  a  Lady,  or  a 
heing  of  the  lower  sex  at  ladies'  heels.  Not  if  only  a  Man,  come 
shopping  simply  on  your  own  account.  Male  customers  never 
have  chairs  offered  them.  The  Shopmen  know  that  the  man  will 
be  suited  immediately.  He  will  choose  what  he  wants  out  of  any 
assortment  of  articles  at  a  glance.  Man,  in  making  purchases,  of 
draperies  at  least,  does  not  compare,  deliberate,  and  judge.  It  is 
not  nis  nature  to.  He  will  buy  and  be  oft.  He  won't  sit  down  for 
an  hour,  or  even  a  minute.  He  does  not  want  a  chair,  not  he. 

However,  chairs  are  at  his  elbow,  plenty,  before  the  counter.  But 
there  are  none  behind  it.  There,  those  who  serve  stand.  The 
Female  Assistants  stand,  as  well  as  the  Shopmen,  and  have  to  stand 
all  day.  A  Lady,  who  at  farthest  will  probably  not  exceed  three 
hours  in  choosing  a  silk  or  a  muslin,  has  a  seat  provided  for  her  ; 
but  the  Female  Assistant,  to  say  nothing  of  the  Shopman,  who 
serves  her,  must  keep  on  her  legs  not  only  while  attending  on 
customers,  but  even  whilst  unoccupied,  from  early  morning  till 
late  at  night.  There  is  no  sitting  at  the  receipt  of  custom  for 
her;  no  sitting  for  anybody  but  the  Cashier.  Why  does  this 
particularly  brutal  and  barbarous  arrangement  exist  ?  "It  is  said 
that  this  custom  has  to  a  certain  extent  oeen  adopted  out  of  defer- 
ence to  the  supposed  wishes  of  customers."  So  we  learn  from  a 
Circular  signed  by  a  number  of  Ladies  resident  in  Bristol,  Clifton, 
and  the  neighbourhood,  deprecating  the  regulation  by  which  Female 
Assistants  in  shops  are  "  obliged  to  stand  so  many  hours  continu- 
ously," to  the  detriment  of  their  comfort  and  health.  These  are 
their  words : — 

"Without  any  desire  to  interfere  unduly  in  business  arrangements,  but 
solely  out  of  sympathy  with  those  of  our  own  sex,  we  beg  to  submit  to  the 
Master?  of  all  retail  shops  in  which  women  are  employed  as  Assistants,  that  it 


would  very  much  add  to  our  comfort  when  we  are  making  our  purchases,  if  we 
saw  these  young  women  relieved  from  this  unnecessary  strain  upon  their  con- 
stitution, by  seats  being  provided  for  them,  and  permission  given  to  sit  and 
take  a  few  minutes'  rest  at  the  various  intervals,  in  which,  as  we  believe,  they 
might,  when  not  serving,  do  so  without  neglect  i'lg  the  interests  of  their 
employers." 

This  appeal,  though  addressed  to  all  Shopkeepers  who  employ 
Female  Assistants,  chiefly  concerns  Drapers.  The  Philosopher, 
detained  in  a  Draper's  shop,  and  looking  around  him,  is  generally 
struck  with  the  pallid,  hectic,  pasty,  flabby,  and  otherwise  unwhole- 
some visages  of  the  Assistants,  male  and  female.  Of  the  latter  even 
he  may  often  grieve  to  notice  that  not  a  few  have  partially  lost  their 
hair,  so  that  their  heads  present  here  and  there  appearances  similar ' 
to  the  half-worn  mop,  or  long-abandoned  crow  s-nest.  He  feels 
that  all  this  is  partly  owing  to  the  vitiated  air  of  the  shop,  always 
peculiarly  stuffy,  though  made  so  by  emanations  from  sources  worse 
than  stuns,  and  he  sees  that  the  injurious  effect  of  a  bad  atmosphere 
is  greatly  aggravated  by  having  to  stand  in  it  all  day  long. 

The  considerate  Ladies  who  beg  that  Shopwomen  may  be  allowed 
seats,  add  the  suggestion  that  all  shops  might  advantageously  "be 
closed  at  a  much  earlier  hour  than  is  now  the  case."  They  truly 
observe  that— "The  chief  thing  wanted  is  unanimity  among  the 
Masters."  An  initiative  is  needful  to  render  people  unanimous  who 
are  not  so  yet.  Might  it  not  be  judiciously  taken  by  any  enter- 
prising man  of  business,  master  of  Female  Assistants  ?  He  would 
surely  find  it  at  least  a  safe  "  spec  "  to  combine  enterprise  with 
humanity.  Who  will  risk  it?  "Seats  behind  the  Counter  "- 
would  not  this  be  a  taking  legend  in  a  shop-window  amongst  the 
scrolls  that  teach  us  to  come  and  buy?  Of  all  attractive  labels 
announcing  the  "novelties  of  the  season,"  would  not  this  be  the 
Ticket?  

NEW  NOVEL. — Angry  Livers.     By  the  Author  of  Cross  Lights. 
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MEN   AND   BROTHERS!! 

FTOITIYE  SLAVE.  "  TAKE  THESE  OFF  !  " 

CAPTAIN,  R.N.  "HOW  CAN  I  ?— WITH   THIS  ONI" 
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EAST    AND    WEST. 

Punch  tu  the  MAHARAJAH  or  BURDWAN. 


ELCOME,    Wise    RAJAH   OF 

BURDWAN  ! 
From   the   far   heart    of 

Hindostan, 
Is  this  kind  gift  you  send. 
/'/inch,  pink  of  Western 

courtesy, 
Feels  it  his  part  to  make 

reply 

To  ^ngland's    Eastern 
Friend. 

These  medals,  sent  from 

East  to  West, 
When    hung   upon    each 

boyish  breast, 
Will    tell   the    stirring 

story, 
How    British   lads    could 


play  th£  man, 
Iho 


And  now  a  Prince  of  Hin- 
dostan 

Could   see,    and  ]  swell, 
their  glory. 

Punch  thanks  you  in  the 

youngsters'  name. 
"  Such  deeds  are  not  of 

local  fame," 
Your  Highness  says,  and  rightly. 
Yet  none  the  less  their  thanks  are  due 
To  one  who  proves  that  dictum  .true, 
So  promptly,  and^politely! 

Such  deeds,  such  words,  do  much  to  knit 
Far  lands ;  when  diplomatic  wit 

Proves  the  more  strained  the  duller : 
The  "  touch  of  Nature  "  everywhere 
Knits' hearts  that  feel  and  hands  that  dare — 

In  spite  of  creed  and  colour. 

Be  sure  our  boys  will  wear  with  pride 
These  tokens  from  the  Orient  side 

Of  Britain's  empire  spacious — 
From  one  you  courteously  call 
"  Their  fellow  subject,"  in  Bengal — 

Kind  thought,  and  impulse  gracious ! 

We  serve  one  Lady— EMPRESS— QUEEN, — 
Mere  title  matters  not,  I  ween, 

While  we  are  friends,  not  foemen. 
Though  Critics  carp,  though  Statesmen  jar, 
Burdwan,  from  her  oasis  far,* 

Sends  words  of  pleasant  omen. 

*  ("  Burdwan  is  one  of  the  most  productive  territories  of  India,  and  being 
environed  by  jungles,  appears  like  a  garden  surrounded  by  a  wilderness."  The 
Kajah's  gift  of  silver  medals  to  the  boyish  heroes  of  the  Goliath  is  one  of  the 
pleasantest  paaaagea  ever  recorded  between  England  and  India.) 


UNITED  AT  LAST.* 

A  Novelette  for  the  Drawing-Room  and  the  Kitchen. 
CHAPTER  I.— All  Wrong.' 

"  DON'T  speak  to  me,"  said  FRANCES.  "  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of 
it.  Your  Master  did  not  come  back  to-day,  and  I  do  not  expect  to 
see  him  to-morrow." 

She  was  a  pretty,  pouting  young  wife.  Her  complexion  was 
cream-coloured,  and  her  eyes  a  glorious  hazel.  When  she  smiled 
her  face  became  as  bright  as  a  sunbeam  :  but  now,  as  she  reclined 
on  her  easy-chair,  there  was  a  curl  about  the  ends  of  her  rosy  mouth 
telling  of  great  distress  of  mind.  The  expression  of  anxiety  was 
out  of  place  on  that  sweet,  trusting  countenance.  So  thought  the 
faithful  ATAXANTA. 


will  rind  it  will  come  all  right,  Mum,  in  the  end,"  observed 
the  iaithiul  creature.  "  Take  my  word  for  it— it  will  all  come 
right. 

•  So i  many  stories  are  published  now-a-days  without  a  purpose,  that  Mr 
1  itnch  has  no  hesitation  in  ]>rcsentiir-  his  readers  with  a  tale  bavin"  a  verr 
high  purpose  indeed— the  spread  of  the  science  of  Cookery.  The  style  of  its 
popular  Author  u  so  patent  in  every  line  that  it  is  unnecessary  to  divulge  his 
n 


"  I  have  done  my  best  to  make  my  home  comfortable  for  his 
sake,"  continued  the  Mistress  of  the  house;  and  her  lip  trembled. 
"I  nave  clothed  the  walls  in  blue-green  tints,  and  hung  up  any 
amount  of  delft  and  Persian  plates.  All  the  furniture  is  artistically 
ugly  and  aesthetically  uncomfortable ;  and,  to  please  him,  I  have 
changed  your  name  from  BKTSY  to  AIALANTA,  because  I  thought  it 
sounded  more  refined." 

"  Indeed  you  have,  Mum,"  replied  the  faithful  creature. 

"  And  yet  he  does  not  come ! 

The  words  were  scarcely  out  of  her  mouth  when  a  loud  knock  was 
heard  at  the  front  door.  The  two  women  looked  at  one  another  as 
women  will  when  they  feel  their  hearts  in  their  mouths.  Then 
FRANCES  clapped  her  hands  with  joy,  and  ATALANTA  glided  grace- 
fully out  of  the  room  to  attend  to  fixe  visitor.  In  a  moment  more  a 
hurried  step  was  heard  on  the  stairs,  the  eurtain  barring  the  entrance 
to  the  linitiliiir  was  thrust  a>i<le,  and  husband  and  wile  were  locked 
in  one  another's  amis.  And  then  they  began  to  talk.  He  was  full 
of  conversation.  He  gave  her  a  precis  of  all  the  leaders  in  the  daily 
papers,  and  read  many  articles  from  the  Law  Times,  the  Engineer, 
and  the  Economist. 

"  I  could  listen  to  you  for  hours,"  at  last  she  said  ;  adding,  with 
a  smile,  "  Indeed,  I  have  done  so.  But  I  want  so  very  much  to  ask 
you  a  question,  dear." 

"  Nay,  nay,  pretty  triner,"  he  replied  hurriedly,  but  affectionately, 
"  you  really  must  hear  this.  Listen !  " 

And  then  he  read,  from  beginning  to  end,  the  last  number  of  the 
Journal  o/  P-tuckeioffical  Medicine.  She  listened  with  a  half-smile 
upon  her  lips,  but  there  was  a  feeling  of  anxiety  at  her  heart— at  her 
heart  of  hearts. 

"  You  must  tell  me,"  she  said  gently,  but  firmly,  "  why  jou  did 
not  return  to  dinner  '(  " 

"  Did  I  not?  "  he  murmured,  absently. 

"  0  EDWIN,  you  know  you  did  not." 

He  blushed  up  to  the  roots  of  his  hair.  He  felt  that  his  evasion 
was  regarded  as  a  subterfuge. 

"You  are  right,"  ;he  said,  at  last— and  there  was  a  hard,  cold 
expression  about  his  eyes  as  he  spoke — "  I  did  not  return  to  dinner." 

She  was  all  of  a  flutter,  and  the  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes.  In  a 
moment  she  was  clasped  to  her  husband's  heart. 

"0  my  darling!  he  cried,  ,"we  have  been  married  only  six 
weeks,  and  yet  a  shadow  has  arisen  between  my  loved  one  and 
myself :  a  shadow  bringing  with  it  agony  and  remorse :  a  shadow 
horrible  and  palpable." 

She  was  cold  and  pale  now,  but  she  replied,  calmly,  "  Yon  mean 
the  shadow  of  dinner  ?  " 

He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  and  was  silent. 

"EDWUT,  my  love,  my  angel,"  she  said,  softly,  "before  we  part 
for  ever — for  part  we  must  if  the  Club  claims  you  daily  for  its  own. 
Nay,  do  not  interrupt  me,  darling.  I  repeat,  before  we  part  let  me 
ask  you,  is  there  no  hope  ?" 

He  was  silent  for  a  moment.  Then  he  wiped  away  a  few  tell-tale 
drops  of  moisture  from  his  eyes.  Then  he  sighed  heavily,  and  pro- 
duced a  newspaper. 

"  Onlythis,"  he  said.  "  Take  it !  "  He  moved  towards  the  door- 
way. When  he  reached  the  curtains  he  turned  round  and  cried, 
with  a  voice  trembling  with  emotion,  "  My  darling,  0  my  darling, 
I  leave  my  dinner  in  your  hands.  Let  us  forget  the  past  in  a  glorious 
future." 

As  he  disappeared  she  began  to  read  the  paper  he  had  left  with 
her.  A  passage,  was  marked.  The  marked  passage  contained  a 
report  of  a  Lecture  upon  Cookery  delivered  by  MR.  BTJCKMASTER  at 
High  Wycombe. 

Soon,  her  eyes  glistened  and  her  cheeks,  became  rosy.  "  At  last  I 
know  the  way,"  she  murmured—"  at  last  I  know  the  way.  And  now 
for  ATAXANTA." 

She  rang  the  bell,  and  soon  the  faithful  creature  was  closeted 
with  her  Mistress.  At  the  end  of  the  conversation  the  Mistress 
kissed  the  servant,  as  women  will  under  the  impulse  of  a  joy  too 
great  to  bear  single-handed. 

(To  lie  continued.} 


Two  Paragraphs. 

NEWS  from  India  :— 

"It  is  not  very  improbable  that,  before  long,  Burmese  women  will  be 
employed  as  land  surveyors  in  the  Amherst  diMriet." 

The  champions  of  Women's  Rights  are  in  high  spirits,  and  parade 
enlightened  Burmah  as  an  example  to  prejudiced  England. 
News  from  St.  Petersburg : — 

"  An  official  ukaso  forbids  the  exercise  of  the  function*  of  barrister  by 
women." 

The  champions  of  Women's  ] lights  are  in  low  spirits,  and  use 
harsh  language  about  poor  benighted  Kussia. 
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A    SUGGESTION    IN    BLACK    AND    WHITE. 

OUR  ARTIST  BEGS  RESPECTFULLY  TO  SUGGEST  THAT  WHITE  EVENING  SUITS  MIGHT  WITH 
ADVANTAGE  BE  ADOPTED  BY  GENTLEMEN  DURING  THE  COMING  SEASON.  BLACK  SHIRTS  MIGHT 
ALSO  BE  WORN,  IF  CONTRAST  OF  COLOUR  IS  DESIRED. 

[N.B.— Our  Artist  will  have  to  draw  a  good  many  Evening  Suits  in  the  course  of  the  coming  Season, 
and  probably  grudges  the  labour  of  imparting  the  proper  amount  of  blackness  to  them. — ED. 


REAL  "  FASTING  GIRLS." 

THE  announcement  of  "Another  Fasting  Girl,"  which  is  going  the  round  of  the  papers 
does  not  interest  Mr.  Punch.  He  is  far  more  concerned  for  the  poor  fasting  girls  whose 
total  earnings  for  a  week's  work  of  eight  hours  a  day  only  amount  to  three  or  four  shillings. 
There  is,  certainly  something  of  "the  miraculous"  in  the  fact  that  these  unfortunate 
creatures  manage  to  keep  body  and  soul  together  ;  rather  more  wonderful,  thinks  Mr.  Punch, 
than  that  a  girl  should  be  able  to  lie  in  bed  and  sustain  life  by  the  "moistening  of  her  lips 
with  wine,  brandy,  &c."  "  Moistening"  is  a  convenient  word,  and  "  &c."  is  a  wide  term. 
A  little  wine  and  brandy,  and  a  few  "  etcteteras  "  would  often  save  the  life  of  an  over- worked 
sempstress,  whose  "  fasting"  had  become  a  matter  of  cruel  necessity. 

If  our  readers  wish  to  have  brought  home  to  them  a  real  and  recent  case  of  this  sadder 
order  of  "  fasting  girls,"  let  them  read,  mark,  and  digest  this  brief  record,  from  last 
Thursday's  morning  papers : — 

"  Last  evening,  MR.  BEDFORD  held  an  inquest  at  St.  Martin's  Vestry-hall,  Charing  Cross,  respecting 
the  death  of  ADA  FILE,  an  unmarried  woman,  aged  twenty-two  years.  From  the  evidence  it  appeared  that 


deceased  and  an  elder  sister  lived  in  one  room  in 
Chandos  Street.  Since  the  death  of  their  mother, 
who  died  recently,  they  have  gained  a  precarioun 
livelihood  by  needlework.  The  deceased  was  at 
work  all  Saturday  night  and  Sunday  morning. 
At  about  half-past  live  on  Sunday  morning,  she 
gave  a  sudden  shriek,  and  fell  back  in  her  chair, 
and  died  almost  immediately.  The  medical  evi- 
dence showed  that  the  body  was  extremely 
emaciated,  and  the  stomach  was  completely  empty. 
All  the  internal  organs  were  healthy,  with  the 
exception  of  the  right  side  of  the  heart,  which 
was  dilated.  Death  arose  from  the  failure  of  the 
action  of  the  heart,  produced  by  over  work  and 
long  abstinence  from  solid  food.  The  Coroner 
said  it  was  a  sad  case,  and  the  jury  returned  a 
verdict  id  accordance  with  the  medical  evidence." 


"EMPRESS"    V.  "QUEEN." 

WHEN  C.SSAR  shirked  the  kingly  name, 
And  reigned  as  "  Imperutor," 

The  choice  implied  no  higher  aim — 
None  deemed  that  title  greater. 

With  anxious  care  he  shunned  the  style 
That  Roman  pride  offended — 

Content  the  "  cives  "  to  beguile, 
And  rule  through  forms  less  splendid. 

What  though  that  daring  Soldier's  sway, 
Through  scores  of  rogues  transmitted, 

Enslaved  Old  Europe,  from  the  day 
When  Roman  freedom  flitted ; 

And,  age  by  age,  that  name  accurst 
Has  still,  from  first  to  latest, 

Implied  of  Monarchies  the  worst, 
But  ne'er  with  us  the  greatest ; — 

What  though  the  phantom  of  a  Past 
With  crime  and  folly  teeming, 

Was,  for  a  wonder,  doomed  to  last 
In  faint  imperial  seeming, 

Until  this  shadow  of  a  shade, 

A  tyrant's  views  offending, 
Like  some  old  ghost,  at  length  was  laid 

By  NAP'S  resolve  unbending*  ;— 

What  though  this  empty  name,  the  scorn 
Of  honest  right  and  freedom, 

In  apish  mimicry  is  borne 
By  those  who  little  heed  'em ; — 

Let  mushroom  dynasties  that  spring 

From  spoil  ana  usurpation, 
To  this,  as  to  each  emblem  cling 

Of  lawless  domination. 

For  us,  though  now  we  go  to  school 

Where  crazy  Crotchet  s  mission 
Seems  to  be  to  subvert  old  rule 

Of  History  or  Tradition- 
Still  "  King"  or  "  Queen"  from  earliest 
days, 

To  British  understanding, 
A  sense  of  rank  supreme  conveys, 

That  brooks  no  rash  expanding. 

Symbol  august  of  regal  state, 
With  Freedom's  spirit  blended  ; 

Can  title  so  securely  great 
Be  altered  or  amended  ? 

*  On  the  compulsory  abdication  of  FRANCIS 
THE  SECOND,  the  last  of  the  Emperors  of  the  old 
Holy  Roman  Empire,  which  was  broken  up  by 
NAPOLEON'S  conquests. 


MERCY  TO  ANIMALS. 

THE  Baring  reign,  has  come  to  an  end 
in  India.  Let  us  hope,  thanks  to  the  joint 
influence  of  FLOWER  and  common, sense,  it 
will  not  be  resumed  in  London. 
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DIGNITY    AND    IMPUDENCE." 

Near-Side  Passenger.  "  HE  EVIDENTLY  WANTS  TO  RACE  YOU." 
Driver  (disdainfully).    "  BUT  YOU  DON'T  SUPPOSE  FOB  A  MOMENT,  SIR,  TUAT 
'M  A-GOIN'  TO  K.VCK  WITH  ONE  o'  THEM  TWOPENNY  YALLEBS  ? " 


HAUD-I10ILK1) 

"  The  answer  to  the  Andrasey  Note  was  ready  on  Wednesday, 

but  was  kept  sum.  ib\*  awnonctiu  approval  of  the  SULTAN, 

who  was  ill  with  cholera  from  having  cut. n  .  i-ht. en  hard  eggs  at 

1,  ami  could  not  be  communicated  with." — Conttantinople 

Correspondent. 

GREAT  SIT/TAN,  stubborn  'gainst  attacks, 

Diiiloinaey  attention  begs, 
While  you  digestion  over-tax, 

l!y  tliih  excess  in  hard-boiled  eggs. 
Look,  where  your  Hayahs  evil-stanvl 
< (ppression  s  cup  drain  to  the  dregs, 
And  think  ymir  yoke  on  tli'-ni  lies  hard, 
As  oa  you  yolks  of  hard-boiled  eggs. 
From  scorn,  wrong,  robbery,  grant  them  rest, 
As  Kuss  I'nis-,  Austrian,  Jon.v.liULL  begs, 
And  you  '11  find  easier  to  digest 
Hard-worded  notes  than  hard-boiled  eggs ; 

Lest  when  Al  Sirat's  narrow  bridge 

You  eross  with  rather  shaky  !• 
Your  sul'1  1  you  o'er  the  ridge 

With,  "Allah  bless  those  liard-boiled  eggs ! " 


AN  AESOP'S  FABLE. 

(  Hi  - 

A  CERTAIN  Actor  was  tried  and  condemned  for  mur- 
dering a  Moorish  Captain  in  the  employment  of  the 
Venetian  Republic.  On  his  way  to  the  place  of  exe- 
cution, he  requested,  as  a  last  favour,  that  ho.  might  be 
allowed  to  shake  hands  with  his  Critics,  who  followed  in 
the  crowd,  weeping.  The  favour  was  granted,  but  in 
this  act  of  apparent  cordiality  the  condemned  man  con- 
trived to  twist  out  of  joint  the  pen-fingen  of  the  Critics' 
hands. 

"Unhappy  man  !  "  exclaimed  the  bystanders.  "  Will 
you,  at  this  awful  moment,  add  yet  another  to  your 
catalogue  of  crimes,  that  you  treat  t£us  your  best  friends 
and  advisers  ?  " 

"Not  so,"  replied  the  condemned  man.  _  "If  these 
Gentlemen  had  not  told  me  when  I  was  a  beginner  that  I 
was  a  happy  mixture  of  Roscros,  BETTEKTON,  GABBICK, 
KEMIILE,  and  KEAN,  I  might  never  have  come  to  this 


py  f 
il  — 


superfluous. 


THE  FATAL  TWENTY-NINTH. 

"  MR.  Frrz  MILLION  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Puiu-Ji,  and 
would  bo  glad  to  know  from  the  Universal  Monitor  of  Mankind 
what  to  do  with  these  letters,  all  of  which  he  found  on  his  break- 
fast-table on  the  morning  of  the  29th  of  February.' 

Mr.  I'uiich'n  reply  was  laconic  :  "  Burn  them."  As  there  were 
about  live  hundred,  they  will  make  a  pretty  bonfire. 

Ma.  Frrz  MILLION  is  twenty-two,  and  has  just  inherited  his 
worthy  old  father's  vast  property.  He  is  emphatically — 

"  A  marriageable  man,  with  plenteous  cash." 

Mi:  Punch  selects  three  letters  as  fair  samples  of  the  terrifying 
mass. 

I. 
DEAR  ME.  Frrz  MILLION, 

How  I  wish  I  knew  your  Christian  name !  I  dreamt  it 
was  FERDINAND.  Is  it  ?  I  have  seen  you  driving  four-in-hand, 
like  Apollo  driving  the  chariot  of  the  Sun.  Your  hair  is  golden, 
like  that  Deity's.  0  happy  Leap  Year,  in  which,  without  maiden 
shame,  I  can  tell  you  that  I  love  you  ! 

1  am  poor,  but  poetical.  I  make  my  own  costumes — why  should 
I  blush  to  own  it  ? — but  I  am  divinely  beautiful.  Your  ecstatic  love 
will  decorate  me  with  the  most  resplendent  apparel  and  the  costliest 
frems,  will  it  not,  dear  FERDINAND?  0  ny  to  my  arms,  most 
adorable  of  heroes! 

Your  impatient,  impassioned, 

AMANDA  BLOOG. 

LT. 

MY  YOUNG  FBIEND, 

I  HEAB  that  you  have  inherited  large  property,  and  I  propose 
to  take  the  control  of  it  in  the  interests  of  Science.  This  being  Leap 
^ear,  I  have  a  right  to  make  you  a  matrimonial  proposal,  which  of 
course  you  will  not  refuse.  You  are,  I  am  told,  extremely  ignorant ; 
but  you  are  very  young,  and  as  I  do  not  suffer  from  either  the  one 


or  the  other  misfortune,  I  shall  be  able  to  educate  yon,  so  far  as  a 
mere  masculine  intellect  is  capable  of  development. 

To  devote  your  wealth  to  the  noble  pursuits  of  Science  will  be  a 
grand  enterprise.  Money  is  very  needful  for  great  experiments. 
To  find  DARWIN'S  missing  link  it  is  only  requisite  to  keep  a  few 
thousand  apes  of  different  species,  and  select  sueh  of  their  offspring 
as  show  a  tendency  toward  manhood.  This  is  one  of  many  valuable 
experiments  in  which,  as  the  husband  of  my  natural  selection,  you 
will  be  privileged  to  aid  me.  I  have  tried  it  on  with  others  of  your 
sex  in  preceding  Leap  Years.  You  succeed  to  their  chance  on  the 
Darwinian  principle  ot  survival  of  the  fittest.  You  will,  of  course, 
call  at  once.  I  remain  at  home  to  receive  yon. 

PRISCILLA  GUBMNS, 
Prnfmsor  of  Anthropology,  University  of  Laputa. 

m. 

na.v5afjjj.ruf}  "Epois, 

How  daring  he  grows 
In  the  year  that  's  bissextile,  when  fun  overtl 

'* 


Is  equally  nighty, 
And  won't  give  us  maidens  a  minute's  repose. 


tmreti*  eft 
By  no  means  a  \><  -st, 

If  you  know  how  to  spend  it  with  wisdom  and  zert  : 
So  dear  MB.  Frrz, 
If  keen  are  your  wits? 
In  CHLOE,  M.A.,  you  at  once  will  invest. 
(rirton  Cul/i'iji'. 

Such  are  the  dangers  of  Leap  Year.    MR.  Frrz  MILLION  (whose 
name  is  nut  FERDINAND)  did  well  to  ask  our  friendly  advice. 


A  COMMON  CLERICAL  SCANDAL.— A  Bachelor  Rector  with  a  Family 
Living. 
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MUCH    IN    THE    SAME    LINE. 

Chinamaniacs  (on  the  prowl,  with  an  eye  to  prey).  "  HAVE  YOU  GOT  ANY  OLD  CROCKERY,  MY  GOOD  WOMAN 
Old  Woman  (suspiciously).  "  CROCKERY,  INDEED!    WHAT  DO  YOU  GIVE  FOR  RABBIT-SKINS?" 


ON  A  POLITICAL  ZOILUS. 

(Lows  f.  High  Policy.) 

THERE  's  a  scholarly  Statesman  who  wields  a  keen  wit, 
Like  a  rapier  polished,  and  pungent  of  point ; 

You  might  warrant  that  wonderful  swordsman  would  hit 
In  a  dragon-fly's  armour  the  tiniest  joint. 

The  Gushers  and  Foggers  fight  shy  of  that  blade, 
The  Wind-Bags  all  shrink  from  its  pitiless  prick, 

And  fools  at  the  flash  of  it  slink  to  the  shade, 
Double-Quick ! 

But  so  keen  is  his  eye,  and  so  sure  is  his  hand. 

That  to  pry  and  to  prod  grow  his  only  delight. 
For  sentiment — pooh  I  'tis  a  mountebank's  wand, 

And  policy — nothing  but  conjuror's  sleight. 
Small  prudence,  thinks  he,  based  on  L.  s.  and  d., 

Backed  by  cynical  sneer  and  discourteous  snub, 

Is  the  JEgis  of  State.    But  JOHN  BULL  can't  agree  ; 

There 's  the  rub ! 

The  spy-glass  and  scalpel  are  all  very  well, 
But  a  microscope 's  useless  for  watching  the  stars ; 

And  the  blade  that's  a  boon  when  it  cuts  up  a  "  sell," 
When  it  pricks  little  holes  in  big  policy,  mars. 

We  are  not  wholly  governed  by  ledger-law  yet ; 
And  the  pitiful  prudence  that  fain  would  have  shrunk 

From  a  right  royal  risk,  Punch  declares — with  regret — 
Looks  like — funk ! 


A  New  Shakspeare  Reading. 

Adapted  to  the  Times. 

"  ALL  the  world 's  a  Rink, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  skattrs." 


A  DELICATE  SITUATION. 
ME.  PUNCH, 

As  the  Pantomimes  are  nearly  over,  I  shall  soon  be  out  of 
place,  and  what  do  you  think  of  my  applying  for  the  situation 
following  ? — 

WANTED,  a  Christian  Person  who  has  seen  better  days,  and  would 
value  a  kind  home  more  than  high  wages,  as  NURSE  in  a  private 
family. 

I'm  a  rare  hand  'at  nursing  (ask  Pantaloon  if  I'm  not),  and, 
though  I  'm  often  heard  to  exclaim  "Oh,  what  a  day  we  're  having  ! ' 
I  don't  at  all  mind  owning  that  I  've  seen  many  better.  People  who 
have  seen  me  steal  a  baby,  and  then  thump  it  on  the  floor,  or  treat 
it  like  a  football,  may  entertain  a  doubt  if  I  can  be  "  a  Christian 
person  ; "  but  people  who  in  these  days  expect  to  find  a  servant  who 
will  work  for  them  for  kindness*  sake,  and  next  to  nothing  wages. 
may  expect  their  advertisement'  to  be  treated  as  a  joke,  and 
answered  by  A  CLOWN. 

Music  of  the  Future. 

THE  DUKE  OF  EDINBURGH  is  going  to  give  something  more  than 
his  Patronage  to  the  New  National  Musical  Training  School  of  Ken- 
sington. His  Royal  Highness,  we  hear,  contemplates  giving  Lectures 
on  the  National  Wind  Instrument  of  Scotland,  with  personal  illus- 
trations on  the  Bagpipes.  Of  course  there  will  be  a  Bagpipe 
Scholarship  to  add  to  the  fleet  of  scholar-ships  already  announced. 
The  question  as  to  "who  will  pay  the  piper"  has  not  yet  been 
answered.  Doubtless,  H.R.H.,  as  England's  Sailor  Prince,  will  also 
throw  in  a  Hornpipe  Scholarship.  The  lucky  winner  of  both 
honours  will  be  known  as  Kensington  Bag-and-Hprnpiper  to  H.R.H. 
the  DUKE  OF  EDINBURGH,  by  Appointment.  So  far,  the  prospects  of 
the  New  National  Musical  Training  School  are  magnificent ! 


THE  WORST  SLAVE  CIRCULAR  (By  a  Brute  of  a  Bachelor). — The 
Wedding-Ring. 


I'linted  by  Jowph  Smith,  of  No  ?f,Loratne  Road  H-  11-may.in  the  Parish  of  «t   V  •  T.  Iilinrton.ii  TV*  r,  ury  of  Middlesex,  »i  th*  Printing  Office*  of  Mesan.  Hradbury,  Ajrncw,  *  Co.,  Lombard 
Street,  in  thePiicii.a  ui  Whlttfriaii.in  the  Cit>  of  Lottdoo,  fcnd  publi  uiu    y  him  at  NJ.  r><,  utt.  ,-:rt»-:,  in  the  Paruh  uf  St.  Br.de,  City  of  London.— SATCED*\,  nurch  4,  1816. 


MM:.  11    11,    1S7C.] 
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i:i!UKE,    more    pungent   than   Peers'  pepper 
usually  is  (Mimdny,  l-\h.  iS.,  was  adminis- 
tered by  LOKD  CAKXAKVON  (I.unl.t)  to  LORD 
SivM.KV  in    Ai.in.i;i,KY,  for  his  prematun 
condemnation  of  Authorities  and  Aim\    ii 
our    late   Straits'   shindy.     Loiui  Si 
should  have  waited  till   the   Papers  wen 
before  Parliament. 

(Cfanmons.) — Mu.  I!H.<;AK  looked  smaller 
on  the  collapse  of  his  coin)  at  the  Korns- 
cnn.ns.  The  only  one  of  that  name  m 
in  the  House,  Sin  N  A  i  iiAXiEL.  is  not 
member  of  the  Mighty  Firm,  and  so  has  no 
disqualifying  interest  in  the  Suez  Canal 
bargain.  It  is  a  pity  that  MR.  BIGGAR  did 
not  ask  the  one  question  before  the  other. 

MR.  GOSCHEN  stirred  the  Vanguard  mess, 
with  its  accompanying  messes,  the  Admi- 
ralty  Minul i   the   finding  of  the  one  Court-martial  that  tras  held,  and  the  Admiralty 

mistake  in  refusing  the  two  Courts-martial  that  might  to  have  been  held. 

Mu.    U  Of   Hi  NT  defended  himself  afli  r  his  wont,  blunderingly,  but  in  perfect  good  faith. 
es  en  to  see  the  point  of  MR.  GOSCUEN'S  attack— that  in  over-riding  the  Court- 
martial  s  censure  of  one  of  his  own  colleagues  by  an  Admiralty  Minute,  he  was  exposing  a  good 
Mid  gallant  officer  to  the  most  unfavourable  imputations.     Also  that  a  Court-martial  on  ADMIRAL 
I\I;I.I:TON-  and  CAPTAIN"   HK-KM-IY,  so  far  from  a  hardship,  would  have  been  the  greatest  boon 

oth.       Ihe   Service,   differing  on  every  other  point  in  the  case,   agrees  in    dissatisi; 
at   the  withholding  of  full  public  inquiry  into  the  conduct  of  the  two  officers  exonerated  by 
the  Admiralty  Minute,  and  this  without  reference  to  their  deserts  in  the  case. 

That  is  about  the  upshot  of  the  long  night's  talk.  Even  MR.  W.visn  Ihvr  must,  one  would 
think-,  have  got  the  true  graramen  of  his  own  blunder  beaten  into  him  by  this  time.  It  is 
tun,  Ins  power  of  resisting  the  ram  of  reason  is  amazing.  Talk  of  iron-clads ! 

A  snug  job  (creation  of  a  Chief  Civil  Service  Commissionership  at  £2000  a-year,  for  LORD 
HAMPTON,  <st.  seventy)  rudely  question!  d,  and  all  but  upset.  Too  bad.  Aren't  there  two 
(  ommissioners  to  do  the  work,  and  hasn't  LORD  H.  earned  a  retreat  for  his  old  age  ? 

Tuesday  (Lords).  —  Second  Heading  of  LORD  CAIRNS'  BLLI,,  bringing  the  law  as  to 
j  roflsed  Cheques  into  accordance  with  mercantile  practice,  out  of  which  a  recent  judgment 
hag  rudely  shaken  it.  A  cheque  crossed  "  &  Co.,"  may  be  paid  through  any  banker.  But 
any  one  who  takes  a  cheque  specially  crossed  with  a  banker's  name— except  that  banker- 
does  it  at  bis  peril. 

l.oiiii  S\M,IH  i;si-  led  an  attack  on  Knightsbridge  Barracks.  But  they  have  got  to  be  re- 
1  he  .site  is  pronounced,  on  high  authority,  the  best  for  strategic  purposes— if  the 
(iiuirds  should  ever  have  to  do  bloodier  duty  than  guard  the  line  of  route  for  a  procession— quod 
/>i  avtrtant.  Besides,  the  Duke  assmrea  us  that  the  healthiest  cavalry  barracks  are  those 
where  men  s  rooms  are  over  horses'  stables.  Troopers  so  lodged  are  not  so  liable  to  chills  as  when 
they  pass,  heated,  from  detached  stables  to  gusty  barrack-rooms.  The  ammoniacal  odours,  we 
presume,  they  get  used  to.  Nay,  perhaps  we  shall  be  told  these  are  medicinal.  Did  m.t  an 
elderly  carcase-butcher  tell  the  Smithfield  Committee  that  if  ever  be  f>  It  a  little  "  queer  in  his 
inside  he  used  to  go  and  inhale 'the  odours  from  the  grating  of  one  of  the  Smithtield  91 
and  it  always  brought  him  round  better  than  any  physic  ?  Odor  r,/»i  like  ,,,lnr  lucri—Twii" 

(Lammms.)  The  brisk  Baronet  of  Chelsea  gave  the  House  a  deli-htful  night's  rattimr  sport 
over  the  "  uareforaed  Corporations."  There  were  some  hundred  little  burrows  left  untoucJied 
when  the  municipal  rats  were  smoked  out  of  the  bis.-i.-er  boroughs.  It  was  intended,  no  doubt, 
to  bring  the  sulphur  and  the  ferrets  to  these  lesser  holes,  after  the  big  ones  were  cleansed  and 
set  in  order;  but  this  latter  work  took  more  time  and  energy  than  was  calculated,  and  so  the 


reuarable'JrottenneM  «\  the,,-  el/;,y  re- 

treat-. of  antiquated  I'orruptioll  wai 
spared  '  l!i-'  ('In  Is,  .1  I'aroiiet' 

ke.  u  t:i-t>  lor  ferret  iir.-.  Last  year  hi 
turned  his  ferret  into  the  burrows  o 
New  llomiiey,  Queensborough,  am 

Woodwork.        This     \.  ,ii     the      port      i 
-pread    through     Sussex,     the     I 
Wight,     llorset-hiro.     lievoiisliii 
Cornwall.     Shall    1'iimli   wroiijr    1'n.Kh 
by  jiieking  the  jilums  out.  of  his   pud 
din).-!'     \o.      Let   our  readers  go  to  hi 
if  they  would  i  njoy  the  aina/ins, 
of  musty  abuse,  and   veiierabli 

villilllil  :s  his    sh.'ll1]!    Bye    and     lie,  ; 

li:m    brought  to  light.     2Jeve|-  was  then 

such  an  unearthing  of  \'-nnin  siueeth 

I'ied  Piper  of  llameliii  c-h:irmi'd  the  rat 
into   the    \\Y-ei-,    and   did    mil  earn   tin 
blessing  of  the  Corporation. 

Mu.  Cuoss  undertakes  the  future 
ferreting  in  these  well-stoeked  pre- 
serves; and  SIR  Cu  vitl.KS  leaves  the 
sport  in  his  hands.  The  vermin  shoult 
have  In  i  n  unearthed,  and  their  rotten 
old  burrows  cleared  out,  forty  years  ago 
-  but  better  late  than  never. 


.     Another     Irish     after- 
noon.    By  doubling  the  usual  number 
liamentary  sponsors  to  a  Bill,  the 
Irish     Man.-iirers    have    doubled    thiii 
s  on  the  ballot  for  days.    So  we 
are  in  for  a  good  allowance  of  I  rish  Bills. 
I-'.n  i'i  rnnrjif  the  English  Members  seem 
d  to  leave  Irishmen  all  the  talk 
on  Irish  business. 

I  lie   Great  O'GoRMAN  moved  to  as- 

similate   Irish    to    English    municipal 

franchise.      It  would  be   more  to  the 

•  ',  if  we  could,  to  assimilate  the 

h  municipal  franchise  to  the  Irish 

—  of  £10  rating.    As  it  is,  haying  made 

the  mistake  of  severing  municipal  taxa- 

tion from  representation,  in  our  own 

Corporations  Reform  Bill,  we  should  be 

ruel  to  do  Ireland  the  same  bad  turn. 

The  Bill  was  thrown   out  hy  17G  to 

I*,  a  narrow  majority  under  the  cir- 

cumstances. 


(Lords).—  Second  Reading 

of  the  Ecclesiastical   Offices  ami    Fees 
Hill.     Offices  are  to  be  amalga, 
staffs  reduced,  fees  diminished,  vested 
interests    preserved    or    compensated, 
£10,000  a  year  saved  out  of  more  than 
'our  times  that  amount,  and,  with  all 
his,  a  salary  to  be  screwed  out  of  the 
surplus  for  the  new  Judge  under  the 
Public  Worship  Regulation   Act.     All 
acts  about  fees  are  the  better  for 
ifting — and  those  about  K< 
?'ees  are  particularly  likely  to  repay 
nvestigation.     So  1'nm-li  can't  pretend 
o  be  sorry  that  the  Bill  was  referred  to 

Select  Committee. 

(Ciimiiiinis.) — Army  Conversation  and 
\rrny  Estimates. 

HAIMIY- -  ttiii/iiitrs  hanli—  tackles    his 
lard  task  like  a  man.      He  gallantly 
peaks  up  for  the  Knightsbriogi 
ai'ks    site— echoing    the    Di  KI;.      The 
oad  in  to  be  wident  d  when  the  b; 
are  rebuilt.     He   increases  the   pay   of 
uncommissioned  otliccrs  and  rank  an  1 
ile.    lie  has  settled  a  -eh,  me  of  deferred 
ay,  both  for   the  line  and  the   reserve, 
aleulatcd    to   check   desertion,   and   to 
-men  up  to  the  colours. 
•iks.  and  thinks,  hopefully  of  our 
ccrnitx,   and  giv 
or  so  speaking  and  thinkinsr;  and  he 

as  done  his  best  to  coliti  lit    the  .M 
H-rviei-    anil    attract    t<>    ii-    ranks    the 
:r*-ngth    now    wanting.       Altoiritlur 
'    the  extra  half- 
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THE    PREVAILING    EPIDEMIC. 

Paterfamilias  (dismally,  to  Uncle  John,  who  has  called  to  ask  the  young  People  to  dine,  and  go  to  Ihe  "  Piny").  "  WELL,  WE  'VB  RATHER 
A  SICK  HOUSE!  'FACT  is,  WE'VE  BEEN  RINKINO  A  GOOD  PEAL  LATELY.  MATILDA  HAS  DAMAGED  HER  KNEE-CAT;  ORACK  HAS  GOT  A 
BLACK  EYE  AND  LOST  SOME  OF  HER  TEETH  ;  GEORGE  HAS  SPRAINED  HIS  WRIST  ;  AND  FRED  's  IN  BED  WITH  A  COMMINUTED  FRACT— 

Servant  (at  the  Door).   "  DR.  SPLINTER,  MUM  !  !  "  [Tableau/ 


million  he  asks  for.  If  the  figure-head  of  the  Navy  were  carved  out 
of  the  same  stuff  as  the  ex-officw  head  of  the  Army,  it  would  be 
all  the  hetter  both  for  the  Services  and  the  Ministry. 

"Were  HUNT  but  as  HARDY  'twere  well  for  the  Nary  ; 
But  a  HUNT  for  a  HARDY  means  taking  your  davy 
That  whate'cr  you  go  in  for  will  end  in  peccavi! 

Friday.—  MR.  OSBORNE  MORGAN'S  Resolution,  affirming  the  right 
of  all  parishioners  to  be  buried  in  their  parish  churchyards  without 
reference  to  the  burial  service  that  may  be  celebrated  over  them, 
was  defeated,  in  a  House  of  527,  in  the  teeth  of  the  "  uncompromising  " 
opposition  of  the  Government,  by  a  minority  of  31.  Shall  we  say 
next  year,  or  the  year  after,  for  the  Bill  ?  After  such  a  division,  it 
is  clearly  due. 

WEATHER  FORECAST. 
Based  upon  Calculations  made  during  the  Present  Year. 


THVRSDA  r.— It  may  rain, 
umbrellas. 

Friday. — Probably  wet. 
home  without  umbrellas. 


Very  prulent  people  will  take  out 
Ordinarily  cautious  folks  will  not  leave 


Saturday.— Rain  and  sleet  may  be  looked  for.  The  price  of 
goloshes  will  increase  twenty-five  per  cent. 

Sunday. — A  snow-storm  may  be  expected,  accompanied  by  wind. 
No  one  will  go  to  Church  without  a  greatcoat  and  an  umbrella. 

Munday. — It  is  likely  to  rain.  Several  nasty  cases  of  umbrella 
stealing  will  be  reported  from  the  Clubs. 

Tiii-xilny. — There  is  a  great  chance  of  a  wet  day.  Umbrella  steal- 
ing will  continue,  and  much  bad  language  will  be  used  in  smoking- 
rooms. 

Wednesday. — The  odds  are  in  favour  of  its  pouring  cats  and 
dogs.  Thousands,  in  their  eagerness  to  buy  Punch,  will  leave  their 
umbrellas  at  home. 


THE  REJECTED  OF  ROME. 

A  "  PRESBYTER"  (High)  "  ANGLICANTJS  " 
Would,  forthwith,  turn  Sacerdos 
"  If  you  'd  only  agree 
To  admit  us,"  says  he, 
"  Not  requiring  to  first  reordain  us." 

We  own  English  Orders  ?    Prof  anus  .' 

Ineptus,  insulsus,  insantis .' 
Did  he  verdure  espy 
In  the  living  POPE'S  eye  ? 

Sttipidissimus  asinus  ranus .' 


Speaking  Out. 

PUNCH  finds  this  advertisement  in  a  provincial  paper : — 

WANTED,  a  GENERAL  SERVANT,  one  who  can  neither  Read  nor 
Write  preferred.     She  must  be  clean,  obliging,  willing,  and  honest. 
Good  wages  given.— Apply  personally,  to  M.,  Post  Office,  &c. 

Would  cleanness,  obligingness,  willingness,  and  hnnosty  be  any 
the  worse  with  reading  and  writing  ?  Let  us  hope  that,  if  the  former 
qualifications  were  found  in  the  applicant  to  "  M.",  the  reading  and 
writing  would  not  be  fatal — disqualifications ! 


Notice. 

As  the  recent  discussion  about  Crossed  Cheques  has  produced  a 
state  of  anxious  agitation,  difficult  to  describe,  among  several 
nervous  elderly  Ladies  and  amiable  Clergymen,  it  is  requested  that 
all  Cheques,  about  which  there  may  be  any  hesitation  as  to  their 
immediate  destiny,  be  made  payable  to  Mr.  Punch  or  order,  Fleet 
Street,  without  crossing  of  any  kind. 


MAK<  i! 
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A    POINT    UNSETTLED    IN    HISTORY. 

Lucy  (to  Iwr  elder  Siattr,  who  Juts  just  been  relating  a  thrilling  Episode  in  the  Life  of  William 
Tell).   "AND  WAS  TIIK  LITTLK  BOY  ALLOWED  TO  SAT  THI  APPLE  AFTERWARDS?" 


COLLISION  EXTRAORDINARY. 

COLLISIONS  at  sea  ore,  as  every  one  knows,  but  too  common,  though  they  usually  occur  when 
one  or  the  other  of  the  vessels  is  urging  on  a  wild  career  with  supreme  indifference  to  the 
tate  of  any  unlucky  craft  that  may  happen  to  he  in  the  way.  The  disaster  of  the  Strathclyde 
1  if-  rugrht  us  "!"*  broad  daylight,  smooth  sea,  and  unimpeded  sight  of  the  vessel  into 
which  you  are  driving,  are  no  securities  against  running  down.  But  we  had  yet  to  learn 
that  not  even  the  fact  of  both  ships  being  at  anchor  will  prevent  vessels  from  indulgence  in 
their  favourite  pastime.  In  the  Wrecks  and  Casualties  report  of  last  week  we  read  :— 

"  (JRA^E8KNI).  F«b-  27.— The  Dorothy,  of  Sunderland,  from  Newcastle  for  Marseille?,  has  returned 
Uie  l)owns  with  damage,  having  be«u  in  collision  with  the  Toirotaar  (barque),  CAFTAIU  LIN-DELL. 
irorn  bnielda  lor  Oenoa.     Both  vessels  were  at  anchor  at  the  time  (midnight)  in  the  Downs.    The  Toi- 
rotaar  has  received  considerable  damage  to  quarter,  4c." 

If  we  feel  profoundly  pxizzled  how  the  Franconia  came  to  run  into  the  Stratliclyde  we  are 
\\  more  curious  to  learn  by  what  perverse  capacity  for  mischief  the  Dorothy,  at  anchor, 
managed  to   run  into  the  luckless  Toivotuur,  at  anchor  too.    At  all  events,  the  o<  currence 
goes  tar  to  justify  MB.  HUNT'S  assertion  that  collisions  "  will "  occur. 


BUM  'UNS  FROM  ROMSEY. 

(A  Rural  HoiinJelay.     tier  "  Jlnntn 
Indf pendent") 

THE  chap  as  for  his  feller,  feels 

Is  one  as  'ool  bemoan 
The  loss  of  are  another's  pigs 

As  thof  they  wuz  his  own. 
All,  you  and  me,  mates,  knows  what  'tis 

Pigs  of  our  own  to  keep  ! 
A  case  in  Porchmouth  County  Court 

Must  meak  all  hearers  weep. 

There  did  Pigdealer  HOLIDAY 

Pigdealer  OSMAN  soo 
For  hve  disazed  pigs  sold  for  sound, 

On  a  warranty  untrue. 
'A  s'ore  to  Romsey  on  the  Mud 

'A  went  last  Romsey  Fair, 
And  dealt  wi'  un  for  thirty  swine, 

And  bought  'um  of  un  there. 

Oie'd  fower  pound  iteen  shill'ns  apiece, 
And  the  seller  a  said,  says  he, 
I  warrand  them  there  pigs  all  right ; 
If  they  hain't,  I  '11  meak  'um  be." 

The  pigs  that  night  to  HOLIDAY 
At  r  areham  come  by  train, 

They  sim'd  all  right  for  all  he  zee,' 
But  praps  'a  couldn't  zee  plain. 

Next  marn  'a  found  their  stummicks  fail, 

Their  happy  tights  all  flown, 
They  'd  nuther  touch  milk,  nor  barley- 
male 

^  Ate  up,  and  'oodn't  lay  down. 
Fust  one  on  'um  died  a  nateral  death, 

Soon  fower  moor  went  the  same. 
Some  says,  for  Hampshire  sassidges, 
That  Romsey  '11  arn  a  name. 

Poor  Plaintive  to  Southampton  hied, 

He  there  Defendant  zee, 
And  said,  "  This  here 's  a  purty  job 

Into  as  you  've  let^me." 
Too  late  'a  went  the  cheque  to  stop 

For  his  ity-zeven  pound, 
Zo  'a  went  to  laa  for  the  fourteen  ten 

'A'd  paaid  for  the  hogs  unsound. 

Defendant,  on  his  'dayy  s'orn, 

Pigs'  warranty  denied. 
'Bout  pigs  when  dealers  disagrees, 

The  jury  must  decide. 
That 's  what  the  Judge  his  Honour  said, 

So  they  for  OSMAN  found, 
And  HOLIDAY  lost  them  there  five  pigs, 

And  moor  nor  vowerteen  pound. 

Now  Romsey  is  a  noted  pleace 

For  beer  and  likewise  drought. 
What  haven'  a  ben  to  Romsey  manes 

Is  well  know'd  hereabout. 
Oft,    whilst   the    rhwoad   to    Romsey 's 
straight, 

|Tis  zigzag  back  from  there, 
Mind  that,  whenever  ve  gooz  to  dale 

In  pigs  at  Romsey  Fair. 


Ancient  Drinking   Customs. 

ONE  of  the  officials  of  the  Corporation 
if  Lostwithiel  tills  the  agreeable,  out  re- 
sponsible office  of  "Ale-taster."  The 
•xistence  of  Ale-tasters,  probably,  also,  of 
Wine  and  Spirit-tasters,  is  quite  within 
the  bounds  of  possibility,  not  only  in  the 
unreformed  Corporations,  so  amusingly 
thown  up  by  SIR  CIIAUI.KS  IMLKK,  but 
may  we  venture  to  suggest  in  some  of  the 
reformed  ones  also.  How  about  our  Vene- 
rable Civic  Corporation  itself  ? 


LEAP  YEAH  READING  or  AN   OLD  PRO- 

VKHI).  —  Lit  fi'inllli-    jii'iii-iiSf.   l>ieu 
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"OUR    REPRESENTATIVE"    IN    INDIA. 

In  which  the  bubble  bursts,  nnd  t/ie  Public  is  made  acquainted  with 
fir  mil  fuels  of  the  case.) 

I  of  the"  question  to  say, 
"Dear  Sir,"  until  I  1m  e 
received  the  necessary 
funds  to  carry  on  the  way. 
What  is  a  nmn  without  his 
sinews?  Nothing.  "No 
song,  no  supper ! "  no 
cheque,  no  chatter.  That 's 
my  motto.  Those,  Sir,  are 
my  sentiments.* 

'Tis  early  morning.  The 
dews  are  falling — (why  do 
I  use  this  word  ?  Strange ! 
Heaven  gives  the  earth  its 
dew  every  morning  and 
evening ;  and  yet,  Sir,  why 
do  /  not  receive  my  due 
from  you  ?  I  couch  this 
playfully,  but  I  mean  what 
I  say) — the  Indians  are 
snoring  round  the  camp- 
fire,  my  Noble  Sportsman 
is  asleep.  He  little  dreams 
that  when  he  awakes  and 
calls  for  his  most  faithful 
and  most  loyal  companion, 
that  his  summons  will  not 
be  answered.  No,  I  must 
away !  I  cannot  own  to  my 
Illustrious  Friend  that  I 
have  come  to  my  last  ru- 
pee! /  cannot  borroir. 
Do  you  ask  me  why  I  cannot  ?  Ask  your  own  heart,  if  you  have  one.t 
And  I  who  have  done  so  much  for  my  country !  Alas !  how  does 
History  repeat  itself !  Did  not  an  ungrateful  people  make  C.T.SAK 
himself  sit  in  a  swamp  all  night  until  he  caught  the  cramp,  from 
which.he  never  fully  recovered  ?  Was  not  HANKIBAL,  the  liberator 
of  his  country,  put  under  a  burning-glass  off  Syracuse,  and  scorched 
to  death  by  his  own  admirals?  What  was  the  end  of  POMPEY  ? 
What  of  HELIOOABAIUS  ?  What  of  IVANTTCH  THE  FIRST  of  Russia, 
whose  near  relation,  the  chief  of  the  M'ScATCniiT  clan  of  Scotland, 
was  also  cruelly  rewarded  by  his  own  ingrate  countrymen  ?  Not  to 
multiply  examples,  how  about  MAC  ASSAH  THE  THIRD  and  ROWLAND 
O'DoxTO,  surnamed  "  the  Dandy,"  tenth  King  of  Trim,  Ireland  ?  J 

However,  so  be  it !  Farewell  the  tented  field !  Farewell  the 
elephant-hunt,  and  the  death-struggle  with1  the  tiger !  Farcied, 
the  prirate  scandal  and  the  secret  history  of  our  life  in  India  .'  Ha! 
Sir,  do  you  not  now  regret  not  having  forwarded  me  the  paltry  dross  ? 
Why,  if  you  lilted- to  come  to  terms  now,  aye,  at  the  last  moment,  1 
could  a  tale  unfold  of  Indian  life  behind  the  scenes  which  would 
make  each  particular  porcupine  stand  on  end,  and  send  up  your  cir- 
culation to  the  highest  degree  on  the  journalistic  thermometer.  Six 
thousand  a  second  would  be  your  sale.  BM  there  are  two  sides  to 
every  question. 

My  esteemed  and  Royal  Friend  has  but  tA  say  to  me,  "  Don't! ' 
and,  on  my  word  of  honour — unless  you  make  it  very  well  worth  my 
while,  by  placing  £20,000  to  niy  account  at  once,  and  getting  me  a 
free  pass  to  the  South  of  Lusitania  (where  there  are  some  charming 
spots  for  a  literary  man  to  live  in) — I  say,  on  my  word  of  honour  anc 
'of  loyalty,  I  would  not  (except  on  the  conditions  just  mentioned 
'allow  a  single  word  of  all  this  to  pass  my  lips.  But  let  me  reminc 
you  there  are  other  firms,  besides  your 'publisher's,  icho  know  thi 
r/tliir  i if  this  (<//>•)•._  But  I  would  rather,  for  old  friendship's  sake 
that  you  were  lirst  in  the  field  ;  so  if  you  want  to  realise  thousands 
send  it  boy  on  receipt  of  this  with  tu'cnty-jirc  pounds  on  account.  $ 

«  The  cheque  was  sent,  was  received,  and  was  cashed.  Wo  know  all  abou 
it  now,  and  so  shall  the  patient  public. — ED. 

t  The  evident  reply  to   Our  Correspondent's  question,   "Why  cannot 
borrow  ? "  is,  of  course,  "  Because  no  one  would  be  such  a  donkey  as  to  len< 
you  anything.''      Jl'e  know  Our  Man  by  tliis  time. — ED. 

J  In  spite  of  all  that  lias  happened,  and  of  all  that  may  happen,  we  shal 
always  regret  that  a  gentleman  of  such  historical  learning  and  research  shouh 
li;i\e  10  utterly  thrown  himself  away  as  the  public  will  subsequently  learn  h 
htu  done.  We  willingly  admit  that  so  accomplished  and  erudite  a  schola 
would  be  an  ornament  to  any  society.  Alas !  poor  Yorick  ! — ED. 

§  Here  Our  Correspondent  at  last  let  the  cat  out  of  the  hag.  In  his  eager 
ness  to  secure  the  money,  he  wrote,  as  may  be  seen,  "send  a  boy  on  receipt  o, 
this"— forgetting  that  his  letter  was  supposed  to  be  written  in  India.  W 
secured  the  envelope.  It  was  stamped  Gravesend !  We  took  steps  accord 
ingly.  Gravesend  is  associated  with  the  place  wherein  to  "  spend  a  h»pp 
day!"  We  know  Our  Man  note.  Attenttez  ! — ED. 


1  am  bidding  farewell  to  my  old  and  faithful  Snnderbund  (a  kind 
_'f  Indian  valet),  who  has  served  me  most  faithfully  ever  since  my 
irrival.  The  poor  fellow  is  weeping  bitterly.  * 

It  is  a  heartbreaking  scene.  Our  Tattee  is  packed.  I  have  given 
iway  my  last  new  pair  of  palankeens,  with  India-rubber  straps, 
made  by  the. best  Indian  tailor,  to  my  old  Siiwarree  (Indian  cook), 
while  my  pistols,  I  am  presenting,  as  a  souvenir  instead  of  wages  (for 
is  to  wages,  like  "  two  into  one,  I  can't),  to  my  trusty  Patarras  (a 
and  of  gamekeeper),  the  truest  shot  in  India. t 

I  suppose  I  must  bid  farewell  to  my  Illustrious  Friend,  even  if  I 
_nn  the  risk  of  having  the  bootjaek  thrown  at  me  ;  for  this  he  will  do 
when  suddenly  roused  from  sleep. 

My  elephant,  and  camels,  and  Arab  steed  await  me.  I  must  depart 

without  noise,  and  get  down  to  the  coast.    Away !    Ah,  the  weeping 

Nautch  girls!     Muffle  the  tom-tom!     Adieux!     This  is  my  last 

morning  in  India  .  .  .  unless  before  I  embark;!  receive  a  telegram 

rom  Gravesend  to  say,  "All  riyht — cash  paid — stay  on  the  tour — 

ee  it  out !  "  in  which"  case  duty 'before  pleasure,  and  I  will  stay,  and 

write  you  all  particulars. 

»*»»»» 

Oh,  Sir,  as  you  are  great,  be  merciful !  For  the  sake  of  my  poor 
widowed  mother !  for  the  sake  of  my  bedridden  children  and  my 
disconsolate  wife,  to  whom  your  harsh  conduct  would  be  a  death- 
)low !  for  the  sake  of  my  family  name !  do  not,  do  not  proceed  to 
extremities !  J  I  admit  it  all.  Let  me  tell  my  story,  "i  ou  wanted 
a  first-rate  Correspondent.  I  am  that.  You  will  own  so  much,  I 
mow.  Sir,  I  was  on  my  way  out — I  mean  I  had  packed  up,  and 
was  (for  economy's  sake)  carrying  my  valise  myself,  down  Regent 
Street,  in  order  to  reach  Charing  Cross  Station,  when  an  intelligent 
flindoo,  to  whom  I  have  often  given  a  penny,  thereby  saving  a  dirty 
boot,  touched  Ids  turban,  said  "Salaam,  Sahib!"  and  offered  to 
carry  my  small  portmanteau  for  a  trifle.  While  arguing  with  him 
;he  simple  point  of  remuneration  for  his  services,  I  told  him  the 
object  of  my  journey.  Ah !  unhappy  wight !  _  Treacherous  Black  ! 
The  glitter  of  his  eve  fascinated  me !  the  cunning  of  his  suggestion 
loored  me !  "  Sahib,"  he  hissed  in  my  ear,  "  Why  Sahib  go  V 
RUMMUM  PAL  BOSHJ  ABBA  "  (himself  he  meant)  "can  tell  the  Sahib 
all  he  wants  to  know.  RUMMUM  tell  him  all  Indian  words—  every- 
thing that  go  on  in  his  own  country,  all  true,  on  RUMMUM  PAI.'S 
tiead  be  it !  Den  Sahib  save  the  money  for  his  poor  little  childs  and 
fader  and  moder,  and  his  whitey  wifey,  and  live  happy  ever  after  ! 
Who  will  know  f  RUMMUM  PAL  not  tell !  Swearee!  Takum  Affa 
Dava,  RUMMUM  no  split  on  Sahib  !  " 

Was  not  this  a  tempting  offer  ?    It  was. 

It  was  too  much  for  me.  Home  ties  held  me.  I  went  to  Graves- 
end.  RUMMUM  PAL  came  down  every  evening  after  his  dirty  work 
was  done  to  do  dirtier. 

Sir,  I  have  been  betrayed.  You  have  also  suffered.  RUM  MI  .M'S 
Indian  words  ware  nil  humbug.  So  wan  he. 

One  evening,  when,  in  consequence  of  some  inexplicable  delay  on 
your  part,  the  usual  supply  did  not  arrive,  the  RUMMUM  became 
very  angry.  Hejcame  the  worse  for  liquor';  he  got  worse  and  worse 
for  liquor  as  the  night  wore  on.  He  would  not  give  me  any  Indian 
words.  He  insisted  upon  receiving  all  the  money  himself— may  I 
never  again  have  to  do  with  such  an  unprincipled  vagabond — and 
because  I  would  not  yield  a  point  (for  with  me,  on  honour,  a  bargain 
is  a  bargain),  he  became  violent,  dashed  his  turban  on  the  ground, 
whirled  his  broomstick  round  his  head,  and  exclaiming,  "  Hurroo 
for  owld  Oireland  ! "  upset  the  whiskey  and  rushed  at  me. 

I  was  one  too  many  for  him,  and  encountered  him  with  the  poker. 
We  parted,  and  I  have  not  seen  him  since.  When  we  next  meet,  I 
shall  have  great  pleasure  in  handing  him  over  to  the  police,  as  I 
consider  that  you,  Sir,  have  serious  cause. of  complaint  against  him, 
and  so  have  I. 

My  letters  would  have  ceased  there  and  then,  but  for  my  happen- 
ing to  meet  your,  boy,  icho  had  just  purchased  an  Indian  Dictionary, 
and  was  taking  it  back  to  you.§  I  asked  him  to  stay  while  I  looked 

*  A  Sunderbundia  "a  forest  tract  on  the  Delta  of  the  Ganges ! "  Tirfcour  Dic- 
tionary, on  which  we  are  now  certain  we  can  perfectly  rely.  But  we  are  not  to 
be  taken  in — in  fact,  we  never  were ;  we  always  said  we  mistrusted  him. — ED. 

f  Once  for  all  we  unmask  the  deceiver.  Tattee  is  not  a.  trunk  or  portman- 
teau, but  a  "screen  of  glass  placed  in  a  window  and  cooled  by  water!" 
Everyone  knows  what  a  palankeen  is,  though  more  often  spelt  palanquin ; 
everyone  knows  it 's  not  a  garment  of  any  description.  And,  finally,  a 
patamui  is  no  more  a  gamekeeper  than  a  tom-cat,  being,  in  fact,  "  a  pair  of 
boxes  slung  on  a  bamboo."  So  much  for  Buckingham  !  Oft' with  his  head  f — ED. 

J  This  change  of  note  is  attributable  to  the  sudden  appearance  of  our  Head- 
clerk,  with  a  Police-officer,  just  as  Our  Correspondent  and  the  missing  Boy 
(whom  we  sent,  months  ago,  to  buy  a  Dictionary)  were  leaving  his  cottage  to 
go  out  for  a  row  on  the  river. — ED. 

§  Our  office  is  in  Fleet  Street.  Why  did  our  Boy  go  to  Gravesend  for  an 
Indian  Dictionary  t— ED. 

We  have  just  asked  him  this  very  question.  The  Boy  (who  is  a  good  lad 
enough)  replies,  "Because  I'd  always  "eard  as  hinjun  dikshonaries  was 
cheaper  down  at  Gravesend."  This  looks  like  truth.  The  Boy,  at  his  age, 
could  not  have  inrcnted  such  a  falsehood.  We  shall  retain  him  on  the  esta- 
blishment, and  deduct  the  half-sovereign. — ED. 


MARCH  11,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


89 


out  a  word,    lie  stayed 
now.     I  surrender  him. 


I  looked  out  several  words.     lie  is  here 

now.  i  surrender  mm.  lie  is  not  a  had  hoy.  though,  were  1  you.  I 
would  not  implicitly  trust  nil  he  snys,  especially  when  he  is  speaking 
about  me.  The  Indian  Dictionary  is,  I  regret  to  say,  lost.  I  took 
it  to  church  hy  mistake  for  my  prayer-book,  and  left  it  in  t' 
When  I  went 'to  afternoon  service  it  had  disappeared,  >>'"  muekfor 
l>ift>t .'  I  am  now  ready  to  go  out  to  India,  or  wherever  you  like  to 
send  me.  Itut,  lirlirve  me,  in  all  your  establishment  you  have  not  a 
truer  or  more  faithful  Correspondent  than  has  hem  ever 

Yuri;  OOBSBSPOITDKNT.* 


*  The  Clerk  and  the  Policeman  returned  with  the  Boy.  The  Bay  owned  to 
having  spent  the  ten  shillings.  He  nerer  bought  any  Dictionary.  He  /,</»• 
says  that  lie  wont  down  with  the  money  to  Koshervillo  "  to  spend  a  happy 
day."  There,  he  says,  he  met  Our  Representative.  The  Boy  (who  is  a  brave 
little  fellow)  attacked  him,  and  charged  him  with  ingratitude  to  his  em- 
ployer. Our  Itepresentative  retaliated,  and  threatened  to  take  the  Boy  to  the 
nearest  j>oliee-nmrt.  The  case  was  serious,  and  the  Boy's  mother  inter! 
The  Boy  was  induced  to  remain  with  eight-and-sixpenco  at  Oravesend.  His 
mother  received  eighteeapaDoa,  and  left.  Our  Correspondent  took  the  rn 
saying  he  would  give  the  Boy  a  weekly  allowance  of  twopence.  He  kept  his 
word  so  fur  aa  to  givo  the  Boy  an  I  0  U  for  that  amount  every  Saturday.  We 
believe  the  Boy,  and  have  blamed  the  Policeman  for  not  having  brought  up 
the  principal  offender,  who  has  now  absconded.  However,  on  behalf  of  his 
afflicted  family  mentioned  in  his  appeal,  we  have  written  a  full  and  free 
pardon. 

I'.N.— On  inquiry  we  find  that  Our  Correspondent  has  not  got  a  wife,  or  a 
•mother,  or  a  father,  or  any  children  at  all.  We  have  been  imposed  upon,  but 
it  is  for  the  hut  Urns.  "  Jferer  again  with  you,  Robin ! " — ED. 


PAVING  THE  WAY. 

Tfie  Clrrli-al  Mrs.  Partington  on  the  Burials 

"  We  shall  give  our  stanch  and  unqualified  opposition  to  the  resolution  of 
MK.  OeBOBJf a  MOKOAN."— Mn.  DISRAELI  to  the  Imputation. 
"Nature  will  prove  too  strong  even  for  a  Conservative  majority." — Times. 

HRAYVO,  my  dear  BENJAMIN!    Bless  yon!    Sioh  words  is  the  sort  I 

assure  you 
To  settle  them  dratted  Dissenters.    You  stick  to  that  text  and 

you  "re  right ! 
No  Surrender 's  the  only  safe  standing.    So  don't  you  allow  'em  to 

lure  you, 

I  rom  the  proper  Conservative  posture,  as  gives  you  a  pull  in  the 
fight! 

Nonconformity's    getting    a   nuisance;    and   as   for   that   horrid 

(>.  MOBAAJT, 

( Vernation  's  the  hest  I  can  wish  him— the  sooner  the  better  I  say. 
Eqnahty  s  ruhhish ;  the  ery  of  each  tuppenny  tub-thumping  organ. 
And  means  what  that  darling  EA.BL  FKVEHSHAM  patly  called 
paving  the  way." 

As  certainly  no  "  good  intentions"  to  us,  or  to  anything  proper. 
Don  t  form  any  part  of  that  pavement,  although  its  direction  's 
the  same 


As — but,  there,  I  don't  wish  to  speak  strong,  not  at  all !  but  we 

must  put  a  stopper 

On  plans  whose  prime  mover  's  a  Person  I  'm  always  unwilling  to 
name. 

For  whatever  that  bragian  JENKINS,  as  bothered  poor  dear  MR.  COOK 

so, 

May  say  in  his  nasty  stuckupishncss,  7'm  too  Conservative  far 
To  give  up  my  Satan,  though  Science  our  Church's  foundation  has 

shook  so, 
Resolving  all  faiths' into  Sun-Myths,  and  him  I  suppose  to  a 

Star! 

But  none  of  your  sly  "  educating,"  no  "  leaps  in  the  dark,"  d< 

Dr//\  : 
"  Moderation"  may  sound  very  nice,  but  it  often  means  pulling 

up  stakes. 
Your  talk  of  "  discussion  "  and  "  reason,"  with  MIALL  and  MORGAN 

so  bu;.y, 

Kemembenng  what  I  remember,  I  own  sich  talk  gives  me  the 
shakes. 

The  question  did  ought  to  be  safest,  as  EGEHTOJT  says,  with  the 

Tories. 
Which  why  to  be  buried  like  Christians  the  Tubthumpers  can't  be 

tent, 
Fogs  me.    But  the  fact  is,  their  aim  is  to  strip  us  of  all  our  old 

glories, 

And  that,  my  dear  DIZZY,  is  why  I  would  have  you  so  down  on 
Itissont. 

As  (n  sayincr  that  Nature's  against  us,  that's  gammon !     She  knows 

herself  better. 
They  'd  make  her  a  Rad,  if  they  could,  with  their  science  and 

'lorn  and  stuff. 
They  envies  our  Church  her  position,  and  does  their  black  best  to 

upset  her. 

f'oncosion!    It 's  not  to  be.  thought  of ;  they're  truckled  to  more 
than  enough! 

!\(  ep  'cm  out  I     That's  the  watchword,  dear  BEN.    The  thin  end  of 

the  we 'dire  they  'd  be  driving  ; 
They've   horrid   "ulterior    objects"- — as  doubtless   to   you    is 

heknown. 
To  sweep  back  this  deluge  of  dirty  Dissent  I  have  long  been  a- 

sti  i\  inir, 

And  it  you  will  aid  Me  and  my  Mop,  I  have  hopes  we  may  yet 
hold  our  own  ! 
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UNITED  AT  LAST ! 

A  A'oivlsttf  fin-  the  Drawing-Room  and  the  Kitchen. 
CHAPTER  II.— All  Right! 

IT  was  a'verv  happy  party.  Enwrx  and  FUAXCKS  were  seated  at 
a  table  upon  which  was 
spread  a  snowy  white 
cloth,  upon  which  were 
pliu-ed  some  hot-house 
flowers.  He  was  eating 
heartily'; .  £she.  'was  all 
aglow  with  excitement. 
In  the  background 
ATALANTA  stood  like  a 
presiding  genius,  the 
very  impersonifieation 
of  contentment.  The 
faithful  creature  was 
employed  in  removing 
the  dishes.  The  soup 
had  been  praised ;  the 
fish  had  lx>cn  cxcel- 
1'  nt ;  the  joint  was  on 
the  table. 

"  Come."  said  ED- 
WIN, "  this  is  some- 
thing like  a  dinnir,  I 
will  be  bound  no  dirty 
fork  was  used  to  re- 
move this  boiled  beef 
from  the  pot  to  the 
dish." 

"I should  think  not," 
replied  the  now  happy 
mistress  of  the  honse, 
pouting.  "  I  followed 
the  directions  of  the 
great  master." 

"  You  mean  BLTK- 
si  ASTI-:  j:  :-  "  put  in 
EDWIN. 

"I  do  mean  MB. 
IiucKMASTK«,"  replied 
FRANCES,  smiling.  "A 
piece  of  tape  was  tied 
round  the  joint.  The 
dirty  fork  lets  out  the 
gravy." 

"It  is  -beautifully 
cooked  !  "  murmured 
EDWIH. 

"  It  is,"  returned  his 
wife,  with  ci.nscious 
I>ride.  "  Thoroughly 
agreeing  with  MR. 
BiCiiiAsTEu  that  it  is 
a  gr.'at  mistake  to  keep 
the  pot  bubbling  away, 
I  got  a  receptacle  large 
enough  to  receive  the 
meat  in,  the  clean  soft 
water  I  had  heated  to 
about  190  degrees  to 
receive  it.  The  meat 
was  boiled  a  quarter 
ot  an  hour  to  every 
pound.  I  carefully 
(with  the  assistance  of 
my  faithful  ATAHNTA) 
removed  the  scum  every 
now  and  then,  and  you 
see  the  result." 

''  I  do  indeed !'  cried 
EDWIN,  laughing  mer- 
rily, and  holding  out 
his  plate  for  a  second 
helping.  '•  How  good 
the  soup  was.!  " 

"  Yes,"  murmured  FRANCES,  dreamily,  "  I  followed  the  direc- 
tior.s  of  MR.  BUCKMASTER.  I  put  the  meat  in  cold  water,  and  set 
it  on  the  hob  to  simmer  for  three  or  four  hours." 

"  Did  you  say  culil  water  my  angel  ?  Another  potato,  please  !  " 
It  was  EDWIN  who  wan  speaking. 

"  ^  plunged  into  hot  water,  the  meat  forming 


MR. 


In  one  case  I  wanted  to  keep  the  juices  inside  the  Joint,  in  the 
other  to  get  the  juices  out  into  the  soup.  In  future  (following  the 
advice  of  MH.  BUCKMASTKR)  I  shall  turn  the  liquid  in  which  the 
meat  is  boiled  into  soup."  This  was  said  with  a  pretty  little  air  of 
determination. 

"  How  good  these  potatoes  are  !  "  cried  EDWIN,  enthusiasti- 
cally. "  I  ain  sure  you 
took  the  advice  of  MR. 
Bit  KM  ASTER  on  this 
subject,  too  ?  " 

I  am  not  ashamed 
to  say  I  did,"  was  the 
reply  of  the  sweet  young 
wife.  "  I  selected  po- 
tatoes of  the  same  size 
and  same  variety,  I 
washed  and  lornobed 
them  with  a  hard 
brush." 

"  Did  you  remove  the 
skin  before  cooking  ?  " 
"  Certainly  not,"  she 
cried.  "  If  I  had,  all 
the  delicate  flavour  of 
the  potatoes  would  have 
been  lost.  If  a  raw 
potato  is  peeled,  the 
part  giving  the  dis- 
tinctive taste  of  the 
different  varieties  — 
which  lies  just  under 
the  skin  —  is  wasted. 
No,  Sir,  I  packed  them 
us  tightly  as  possible  in 
a  saucepan,  and  covered 
them  with  the  smallest 

fuantitv  of  rain-water, 
brought  them  quickly 
tci  i  he  boil,  and  when 
they  did  boll  I  set  them 
aside  till  they  were 
lender.  I  soon  ascer- 
tained that  they  were 
tender  by  using  a  knit- 
ting-needle— not,  mark 
mi1,  a  dirty  fork.  When 
1  knew  that  the  pota- 
toes were  indeed  tender, 
I  put  them  on  the  tire 
to  boil  for  two  or  three 
minutes  quickly.  Then 
I  poured  all  the  water 
I  could  away,  gave  the 
potatoes  a  shake,  and 
took  off  the  lid  to  allow 
the  remainder  of  the 
water  to  evaporate. 
Then,  and  not  until 
then,  the  potatoes  were 
peeled,  and  sent  up  to 
table.'* 

EDWIN  was  silent  for 
a  long  time,  thinking 
deeply  and  gravely  ; 
then  he  rose  from  the 
table,  went  to  his 
desk  and  wrote  a  short 
note.  All  this  while 
FRANCES  was  watching 
him  anxiously  and  ea- 
gerly. Then  he  came 
to  ner,  and  smilingly 
placed  the  letter  in  her 
fair  hands. 

"My  soul!  "he  mur- 
mured, as  he  embraced 
her,  "  it  is  my  resigna- 
tion of  the  Club.  In 
future  I  dine  at  home 
with  a  darling  little  angel  who  knows  how  to  cook.  Thanks  to 
MR.  BCCKMASTER'S  teaching,  this  is  now  a  happy  house  —  and, 
darling,  we  are  united  at  last !  " 

Our  story  is  over.    EDWIN  and  FRANCES  (now  MABQUIS  and  MAR- 
CHIONESS OF    BROMPTON   AND   ISLINGTON)  are  the  most  contented 


PUNCH'S    DRESS    DESIGNS   (AFTER    NATURE). 

COSTUME  DU  Soin — ROBE  EN  HOMAHD. 

[A  Suggestion  for  Tight  Dresses. 


(with  oatmeal)  the  nourishment  of  the  soup,  was  thrown  into  cold,  j  couple  to  be  found  in  the  pages  of  B urke—  their  dinners  are  the 
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WHUUS  QUESTION 


UN REFORM  ED 
CORPORATIONS 


CIVIL    SERVICE    STORES. 


"WHAT   CAN  WE  DO  FOR  YOU,  MADAM?    ROYAL  COMMISSION  ?— SELECT  COMMITTEE  ?— PAPEttSf-CARETOL 
CONSIDERATION P-OFFICIAL   INQUIRY?     ANYTHING   TO   OBLIGE!" 
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theme  ot  admiration  for  miles  and  miles  round  their  many  country 
seats.  As  fcr  AS1  A  CANT  A,  thai  faithful  creature  learned  the  theory 
of  Cookery,  went  to  Canada,  and  married  a  wealthy  farmer.  She 
has  her  ln..\  at  the  Opera  at  Toronto,  and  In  r  husband  keeps  a  pack 
of  hounds. 

And  now  let  us  drop  the  puppets,  lower  the  curtain,  blow  out  the 
lights,  and-  with  Mi:.  l!ickM\sn:K  as  our  guide — elli-crfully  and 
comfortably  to  dinner. 

NE    QUID    NIMIS. 

Ol  n  1'rsvir, 

Now  iln  be  reasonable — 
,  and  don't  scnlil  so.  You 
know  it  is  absurd  to  expect  us  to 
make  ourselves  pretty — and  we 
do  make  ourselves  Itirely'fmlv  for 
you  horrid  men — without 
destroying  something  or 
other."  of  course  I  don't 
want  to  hurt  the  </<•«)• 
little  Robins  though  I  be- 
thcy  deserve  their 
name'— though  what  they 
would  say  at  the  Spelling 
if  I  spelt  Robbing 
without  a  g  or  Robin  with 
two  6's  if  it  comes  to  that 
I  don't  know — but  good- 
ness gracious  you  know  you 
really  make  U8  out  tun 
inrf'it//i/  cruel  and  I  cannot 
think  why  for  surely  tro- 
pical birds  were  not  meant 
to  waste  their  beautiful 
plumage  on  savages  or 
ilieir  desert  hair  and  after 
all  when  our  first  parents, 
don't  mean  anything 
i»-<if,iin-  you  know,  com- 
mitted their  first  sin  their 
first  thought  was  dress 
and  beasts  meant  birds 
one  would  think  though  perhaps  as  salt  was  not  discovered  ifmight 
be  difficult  for  ADAM  and  KVE  to  put  any  on  their  tails. 

Dear  dear  I  fear  there  are  no  stops  but  I  am  in  such  a  hurry  to 'go 
to  the  Rink  and  I  mttxt  tell  you,  you  old  dear,  what  I  think  and 
that  is  that  nobody  cries  out  about  the  poor  silkworms  who  spin 
their  own  catacombs  for  us  or  the  dear  little  cochineal  insects  or  the 
shivering  lambs  or  the  thousand  and  one  animals  that  lay  down 
their  lives  grutrfully  at  the  shrine  of  Beauty,  no  that's  nonsense 
but  you  know  what  I  mean  and  though  as  I  said  before  I  am  snre  I 


IS  If 


are  to  be  pitied  for  it  must  be  painful  after  weaving  so  much  silk 
and  growing  such  beautiful  feathers  to  be  unrolled  or  plucked  just 
when  you  have  succeeded  in  producing  your  best,  and  if  the  silk 
was  meant  for  our  use  surely  the  beautiful  scarlet  and  green  and 
purple,  and  blue  sheen  were  not  intended  only  to  adorn  the  virgin 
torests— <>h !  and  I  quite  forgot  all  the  chirpy  little  squirrels  and 
petit-grit)  is  that  a  weasel  a  squirrel  or  a  rat '(  which  must  have 
multiplied  by  millions  you  know  lately  for  it  takes  nearly  a  hundred 
and  fifty  skins  to  make  one  of  the  mantles  we  wear  and  you  know 
1-n-rifliinlif  does  and  wo  could  not  go  without.  Is  that  cruel  too  ?  I 
suppose  it  is  somehow  or  other  but  then  there  are  chops  and  cutlets 
and  dear  me  I  suppose  I  am  rcru  hard-hearted  but  nothing  will 
ever  make  me  turn  vegetarian.  There's  Cimn.m's  knock!  Ta-tfc 
you  duur  old  thing  you. 

Ever  your  admiring  subscriber, 

Ki'iTii  ROSAMOND  SPAEKOWUAWH. 
The  Eagle's  Nest, 


Celestial  Cruelty. 

Im:  Chinese  have  a  Hoard  of  Rites  called  Li-tni,  which  has  lately 
published  an  edict  to  the  effect  that  brides  of  Mandarins  are  not  to 
wear  more  than  eight  ornaments  (it  says  nothing  about  bridesmaids, 
by  the  way).  What  wonld  become  of  our  brides,  and  their  chate- 
laines, lockets,  and  bangles,  under  such  cruel  sumptuary  restric- 
tions (  Li-pu  Board  of  Rites,  indeed!  Had  we  anything  of  the 
kind  here,  English  Daughters-in-love  and  Mothers-in-law  would 
call  them  a  Board  of  Wrongs. 


VIVISECTION. 

SIK  OW  Lady  Dai/. 

^o  less  than  forty-eight  Mayors,   some  of  them  old  Mayors 
—  and  so  perhaps  of  no  further  n  to    the  knacker  or 

\ivi>ei-tor  pmtest  against  the  cruelty  of  Vi\  Neet  inn,  and  call  on 
Parliament  to  legislate  against  "the  existing  evil."  I  can  sympa- 
thise with  them,  and  hope  they  will  succeed  in  neutralising,  by  law, 
the  philosophic  curiosity  and  eru.  Ity  of  Students. 

lie  afraid,  Sir,  to  ride  your  "  Cockhorse  "  to  our  "  Cross," 
to  pay  mi-  a  visit.  I  will  protect  from  the  dangers  of  vivisection 
your  horse,  and  as  many  Mayors — equine  or  asinine — as  you  like  to 
bring.  I  am,  Sir, 

Your  obedient  Servant, 
BbtlBurfo  Fff>.  29,  1876.  THE  OLD  WOMAN. 

P.S. — Why  do  they  not  enlist  in  their  cause  the  meres  and  com- 

mcVc.Xj  as  well  as  the  Mayors  Y 
Christendom  was  once   "our  hell"  as  well  as  that  of  "  dumb 

animals"  see  advertisement).  Cruel  wretches  used  to  vivisect  us 
after  they  had  hanged  or  drowned  us  as  witches.  THE  0.  W. 

The  Old  Woman  encloses  the  following  advertisement,  to  which  we 
gladly  give  publicity : — 

EEASONS  AGAINST  the  SCIENTIFIC  TORTURE  of  ANIMALS, 
most  respectfully  addressed  to  the  Members  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
shortly  tu  IK-  engaged  in  the  consideration  of  the  question  of  Vivisection  : — 

Because  it  cannot  ba  justified  without  justifying  the  scientific  torture  of 
num.  To  torture  a  man  is  not  wrong  on  the  ground  that  he  is  intelligent  or 
immortal,  Imt  only  In  'cause  he  has  a  sensitive  body ;  and  the  same  is  true  of 
all  vertebrated  animals. 

Because  it  cannot  be  practised  without  an  immediate  hardening  of  heart  to 
students  who  grow  up  under  it,  and  u  spreading  demoralisation  in  the  com- 
munity. 

mac  in  particular  it  becomes  impossible  to  punish  boys  for  indulging 
their  boyish  curiosity  hy  cruel  experiments,  when  philosophers  indulge  their 
philosophic  curiosity  by  experiments  prodigiously  more  cruel.  So  too  if  a 
philosopher  may  try  how  many  minutes  it  takes  to  bake  a  dog  to  death,  or 
what  amount  of  torture  suffices  to  alienate  his  affection,  rudo  man  cannot  be 
punished  for  trying  which  of  two  animals  has  greater  endurance  of  wounds. 

Because  a  medical  degree  is  at  best  a  test  of  intellectual  attainment,  not  of 
pcntlcucs.*,  patience,  and  wisdom ;  and  since  one  heartless  man  who  has  taken 
a  medical  decree  can  torture  in  living  death  tens  of  thousands  of  dogs,  cats, 
and  rabbits,  no  licence  of  torture  can  safely,  wisely,  or  justly  be  granted  to 
any  one  by  virtue  of  his  degree  or  station. 

.Because  the  increasing  use  of  more  and  more  artificial  apparatus  for  inge- 
niously torturing  our  helpless,  harmless,  and  innocent  creatures,  has  been 
accompanied  with  an  increasing  tendency  in  the  medical  profession  to  approve 
of  and  promote  artificial  impurity  in  the  blood  and  in  morals ;  cruelty,  reck- 
Ic^ness,  and  impurity  going  hand  in  hand;  so  that  we  are  threatened  with 
demoralisation  of  a  complicated  order  from  the  profession  which  ought  simply 
to  minister  to  health. 

Because  it  cannot  be  proved  that  any  truth  of  science  worth  knowing  is  not 
attainable  by  legitimate  observations'  and  experiments  which  involve  no 
cruelty,  uml  especially  by  observations  upon  human  beings. 

i  particular  it  is  denied  by  competent  medical  authorities  that  the 
circulation  of  the  blood  and  the  function  of  the  nerves  were  discovered  by 
vivisection  ;  while  other  eminent  persons  have  avowed  that  this  cruel  practice 
has  perpetuated  error  and  distracted  students  from  truer  modes  of  discovery. 

Because  it  is  not  even  pretended  that  the  cruelties  aim  directly  at  the 
relief  of  human  suffering.  Avowedly  they  ami  at  science,  that  is,  at  the 
p ratification  of  curiosity  ;  any  relief  to  man  from  it  is  only  contingent  and 
barely  possible,  and  to  judge  by  results  may  rather  be  called  a  fiction  and  a 
fraud. 

Because  Christendom  has  long  since  been  taunted  by  the  nations  beyond  as 
the  hell  of  dumb  animals,  and  Christianity  must  be  eternally  and  fatally 
disgraced  if  nations  called  Christian  allow  the  perpetration  of  these  heart- 
rending enormities  under  any  pretext  whatever. 

Issued  by  the  Birmingham  Association  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to 
Animals.  H.  F.  GOODSON,  Hon.  Sec. 

It  would  he  difficult  to  find  a  better  illustration  of  the  softness  of 
heart — and  head — at  the  bottom  of  the  present  vehement  horror  of 
Vivisection.  'The  Commission's  Report  recommends  the  wise  course, 
regulate,  but  do  not  prohibit.  Prevent  the  abuse  of  Vivisection, 
but  in  the  name  of  Science  and  Humanity  do  not  deprive  the  world 
of  the  use  of  it. 


Admiralty  Maxim. 
(At  Translated  by  the  RIGHT  HON.  W.  II.) 

fur  Jiistitiii  (/),  runt  ccclum.  "Let  Justice  be  done,  though 
EVANS  come  to  gnet." 

FAIRLY  AVALKBD  OFF  HIS  FEET. 

MRS.  MAXAPHOP  writes  to  sympathise  with  poor  PAYSON  WESTOS 
on  his  great  walking  feet  having  come  off !  She  doesn't  wonder  at 
it,  considering  the  awful  amount  of  work  they  have  had ! 
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LAST    MATCH    OF    THE    SEASON. 

K\-<  ITINO  RACE.— JUMPING  IN  ULSTERS!    BY  GENTLEMEN  AMATEURS  !     (Umbrellas  "  de  Bujueur"!) 


FOG-SIGNALS. 

MB.  PUNCH  has  picked  Tip  a  pocket-book  (with  the  initials  W.  II.), 
containing  nothing  (as  far  as  he  can  make  out)  of  any  value  to  any- 
body, including  the  owner.  In  the  hope  of  identification,  he 
publishes  a  portion  of  these  contents — rough  copies,  apparently,  ot 
what  would  seem  to  he  letters.  No  signatures  are  attached  in  any 
case. 

(Private.) 
DEAR  ADMIRAL  T*******, 

OF  course  you  could  not  he  expected  to  he  on  deck  in  your 
position,  and  I  don  t  blame  you  the  least  for  being  below  when  the 
collision  took  place.  Try  no't  to  do  it  again. 


SIR, 


(Prieate.) 


WHAT  the  devil  do  you  mean  by  being  below  when  your 
Commanding  Officer  was  not  on  deck  ?  If  yon  had  not  slowed  your 
ship,  you  might  have  gone  right  through  the  other,  and  in  the  fog 
we  should  never  have  heard  more  of  her.  Now  we  shall  have  to 
make  an  example  of  you,  as  ADMIRAL  T*"*****  did  of  WILMOT, 
when  he  ran  his  ship  ashore. 


SIB, 


(Pi-irate.) 


WHAT,  in  Heaven's  name,  do  you  mean  by  thinking,  when 
you  ought  to  have  been  below  instead  of  on  deck — no,  I  mean  ought 
to  have  been  on^  deck  instead  of  in  the  tops  ?  You  did  it  for  the 
best,  indeed !  Why  did  you  not  follow  the  example  of  your  Captain, 
and  do  as  he  did  ?  Had  you  drowned  yourself,  it  would  have  been 
better  for  us  all. 

(Private.) 
DEAR  CAJTAUT, 

OF  course  you  know  best.  There  is  no  doubt  that,  if  the 
Captain's  place  on  board  the  Iron  Duke  was  on  deck,  your  plun  mi 
the  Vanguard  was  below.  If  the  Admiral  was  right  in  not  being  on 
deck,  which  cannot  bo  contradicted,  then  LODTmrAira  K ought 


to  have  known  better  than  to  remain  out  of  his  cabin.    You  are  not 
to  blame  any  more  than  the  fog. 

(Private.) 
MY  DEAR  G**«*«*, 

I  AM  in  a  fog.  That  is,  they  were  in  a  fog.  Do  tell  me 
who  ought  to  have  been  on  deck  and 'who  below  ?  When  an  Admiral 
is  below,  ought  the  Captain  to  be  in  his  berth  ?  Has  a  Lieutenant 
in  charge  any  right  to  leave  the  wheel,  or  may  he  remain  in  the 
galley  T  Answer  me  these  questions  at  once,  or  I  shall  be  in 
a  fix. 


LOVELINESS  BY  LIMELIGHT. 

"  During  the  PRINCE  OP  WALES' s  visit  to  Agra,  the  Taj  Mahal  was  illumi- 
nated by  coloured  lamps  and  limelight,  with  results  as  little  pleasing  to  the 
senses  as  to  irsthrtic  sentiment.  Malodorous  fumes  from  myriads  of  oil  lamps 
and  Will-o'-the-Wisp  illumination  suggestive  of  a  Crystal  Palace  firework 
'set-piece'  on  a  windy  night,  could  hardly  have  enhanced  the  native  beauty 
of  the  place,  or-one  would  think-the  pleasure  of  the  Prince."— Our  Ovm 
(indignant). 

Uxouious  SHAH  JEHAU,  could  you  return 
To  view  the  peerless  tomb  your  love  created, 

How  would  your  Eastern  blood  within  you  burn, 
To  see  that  sacred  shrine  so  desecrated ! 

The  snowy  marble  must  have  blushed  for  shame. 
^  Better  decay  like  Tadmor's  should,  with  time,  light 

I'pon  that  fairy  dome,  than  it  should  flame 
A  la  Cremorne,  with  coloured  lamps  and  limelight ! 

Were  Sahibs  snobs  that  they  should  do  this  thing, 

\Yhrre  the  East's  Marble  Miracle  reposes, — 
A  dream  of  "  mist  and  moonbeams  "  glistening 

Amidst  its  clustering  cypresses  and  roses  Y 
A  Prince's  Progress  has  its  needs,  no  doubt ; 

Yet  is  there  not  a  dash  of  something  sad  in 
Thought  of  the  lovelv  Taj  tricked,  tawdry,  out, 

Like — Covent  Garden,  when  they  play  Al<iil<!<»  .' 
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AURINKULAR    CONFESSIONS. 

(Hi/  II  'it  muses  examined  before  Mr.  Punch's  own  Royal  Ctuii- 


THE  HONOURABLE  MR. 
DAWDLE     confesses 
he  thinks  Rinking 
rather  fun  than  other- 
wise.   Does   not   skate 
himself.  Likes  to 
drop     in,     don't 
you    know,    and 
look  at  other  fel- 
lows. 
-£y        Miss    AURORA 


not  mind  confess- 
ing that  she  dotes 
upon  the  Rink. 
Thinks  it  quite 
too  awfully  jolly. 
Is  not  very 
strong,  and  gets 
knocked  up  by 
dancing.  Can 
skate  for  hours 
and  hours  —  at 
least,  when 
CHARLES  is  with 
her. 

CAPTAIN!  HAR- 

(unattached)  skates  because  it  's  cheap.  Can't  afford  to  hunt, 
or  to  play  rackets,  or  tennis.  Kinking  only  costs  you  eighteenpenee 
a  day.  Cheapest  exercise  there  is,  and  never  wears  one's  boots  out 
as  one  does  by  walking. 

LADY  SHORTCOMMONS  confesses,  with  a  blush,  that,  as  the  mother 
of  six  daughters,  she  looks  upon  the  Rink  as  quite  a  heavenly  insti- 
tution. Girls  must  have  amusement,  or  they  get  out  of  sorts,  and 
even  out  of  temper.  Now  skating  is  so  economical  a  way  of  taking 
exercise,  and  quite  as  fashionable  as  riding,  which  is  so  expensive. 
Besides,  there  are  always  some  eligible  young  men  now  at  the  Rink, 
and  who  knows  but  an  attachment  may  spring  up  from  a  premedi- 
tated tumble.  Really,  don't  you  know,  a  Rink  is  quite  as  suited  for 
flirtation  as  a  ball-room  ;  and  there  's  no  expense  incurred  for  bou- 
quets or  evening  dresses. 

MR.  SLOWCOACH  confesses  he  objects  to  this  new-fangled  amuse- 
ment. Thinks  it  quite  un-English  to  go  skating  in  summer-time. 
Seems  to  him  like  flying  in  the  face  of  Nature. 

MR.  DASHERTON  confesses  he  goes  in  for  Riuking  a  good  deal. 
Has  averaged  five  hours  a  day  for  the  last  six  months.  Doesn't  care 
much  for  the  skating  —  in  fact,  considers  it  a  bore.  But  likes 
meeting  girls  one  knows,  you  know,  and  having  larks  and  chaffing 
with  them. 

MR.  BONESETTEH  confesses  that,  professionally  speaking,  ho  much 
approves  of  this  new  fashion  of  skating  upon  wheels,  for  it  has 
brought  him  several  highly  interesting  cases.  Asphalte  is  more 
dangerous  to  tumble  on  than  ice  ;  accidents,  though  personally 
pitiable,  are  professionally  paying. 

Miss  OGLEWELL  confesses  she  loves  Rinking.  Those  little  ducks 
of  hats  are  so  delightfully  becoming,  and  a  short  skirt  looks  so  well 
when  one  hasprctty  feet  and  ankles.  It  's  really,  don't  you  know, 
almost  as  awfully  nice  as  valuing.  Indeed,  in  one  respect,  it's 
nicer,  for  if  one  feels  timid  one  needn't  be  ashamed  of  leaning  upon 
somebody. 

(  'A  [TUN  RATTI.ECASII  thinks  Rinking  a  good  spec.  He  has  helped 
to  get  up  heaps  of  Rinks,  and,  as  a  promoter,  of  course  has  helped 
himself  to  something  handsome. 

_MR.  STOONI.EY  confesses  that  he's  awfully  fond  of  Winking. 
Yes,  be  means  to  say  Winking.  Can't  pronounce  his  R's  well. 
Likes  Winking  better  than  waltzing.  Comes  a  cwopper  pwetty 
often.  Hasn  't  fallen  in  love  yet. 

Mtss  DOLDKCM.S  confesses  she  thinks  Rinking  a  sadly  demoralis- 
ing habit,  and  one  likely  to  produce  a  most  pernicious  influence  upon 
the  female  character. 

MR.  ADONIS  WOBBLEBY  confesses,  upon  pressure,  that  although 
he  is  most  brilliant  in  a  ball-room,  he  does  not  shine  on  wheels. 
Has  an  uncommonly  fine  figure  (for  a  fellow  over  forty),  but  rarely 
shows  it  on  the  Rink  for  fear  of  looking  awkward. 

Miss  ritirrni'iT  confesses,  with  some  shyness,  that  she  delights 
in  skating;  that  is  to  say,  when  .she  gets  some  one  nice  to  teaeli 
her.  Really,  is  so  nervous  that  she  dares  not  try  alone,  but  can 
manage  pretty  well,  if  some  one  holds  her  by  the  hand.  AVhen 
one  makes  a  slip,  you  know,  he  cannot  well  help  squeezing  it.  (The 
last  six  icnrds  irere  spoken  in  so  low  a  tune  tliat  tltc  Jl'ifness  teas 
obliged,  with  grail  rrliirtniire,  to  rr/>raf  tficin.) 


SIR  .CHARLES  DILKE  AND  THE  CORPORATIONS. 

ALAS,  ye  unreformed  Municipalities, 

With  small  venalities, 
Saltash,  Lostwithiel,  Peveusey,  and.Wareham, 

This  harum-scarum 

Young  Baronet  has  tried  you,  taking  notes 
From  the  Land's  End,  it  seems,  to  John  o'  Groat's, 
And  swears  your  members  all  are  greedy  sinners, 
Who  spend  the  public  money  upon  dinners. 

Certes,  not  quite  un-English  this  proclivity 

To  free  festivity : 
GLADSTONE,  in  tones  half  menace  and  half  pity, 

Has  told  the  City 

That  not  for  banquets  did  our  fathers  build 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  traders'  Guild : 
And  who  can  doubt  that  all  men  will  be  learners 
From  WILLIAM'S  wise  sayings  to  the  Turners  ? 

So  llomney,  with  your  very  grave  election  * 

(Then  gay  refection), 
And  Brading,  with  your  Hall  for  Aldermen, 

Eight  feet  by  ten.t 

And  Plympton  Earle,  that  sold  the  portrait  rare 
Of  great  SIR  JOSHUA,  your  most  famous  Mayor,  t 
Not  very  long  the  public  shall  you  bilk  : 
Reform  must  follow  on  the  words  of  DILKE. 

*  "  The  Corporators  of  New  Romney  sat  round  a  tomb  to  elect  their  Mayor, 
and,  locking  the  gate  of  the  Church  to  keep  the  people  out,  declared  them- 
selves a  public  meeting  of  the  inhabitants." 

t  "  At  Brading  the  Town  Hall  and  the  Stocks  were  the  only  outward  and 
visible  signs  of  the  existence  of  the  Corporation.  The  Town  Hall  was  the 
smallest  he  ever  saw,  being  only  eight  feet  by  ten." 

I  "  SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS  was  once  Mayor  of  Plympton  Earle,  and, 
not  being  able  on  one  occasion  to  attend  the  Corporation  dinner,  he  sent  down 
his  portrait,  painted  by  himself,  to  be  put  in  his  vacant  place.  It  was  after- 
wards hung  in  the  Town  Hall,  but,  after  a  long  period  had  elapsed,  the 
representatives  of  the  Aldermen  claimed  that  the  portrait  had  not  been  given 
to  the  Corporation,  but  to  the  Aldermen  as  private  individuals.  They  sold  it, 
and  it  was  now  in  the  possession  of  LOUD  iaiiEMO^T,  at  Silvcrtoti  1'ark." 


the 


OUR  LEVEE. 

BY  Command,  a  Lccfe  was  held  yesterday  afternoon  at  85,  Fleet 
Street,  by  H.R.H.  PRINCE  PUNCH  (on  behalf  of  HER  MAJESTY). 

The  following  Presentations  were  made : — 

The  S-LT-N,  on  his  not  paying  his  debts,  by  a  Commissioner  of 
Bankruptcy. 

The  KII-D-VE,  on  his  selling  the  Suez  Canal  (and  the  purchasers  ?) 
by  a  Stock  Exchange  Bear. 

DON  C-RL-S,  on  his  happy  dispatch,  by  the  Spanish  nation. 

MR.  L-WE,  on  his  late  heavy  falls,  both  in  Public  Opinion,  and  on 
the  asphalte,  by  the  proprietor  of  the Skating  Rink. 

B-R-N  DE  R-Tiiscn-LD,  on  his  obtaining  his  commission,  by 
MR.  L'-IVE. 

MR.  W-RD  H-NT,  on  his  naval  policy,  by  ADMIRAL  T-RLT-N. 

MR.  GL-DST-NE,  on  his  Syllabus,  by  MR.  D-SR— LI. 

Several    Conscientious,    Painstaking    People,    on    reading 
Syllabus,  by  several  other  C.  P.  People. 

MR.  C-VE,  on  his  deliverance  from  Egypt,  by  the  KH-D-VE. 

SIR  W-LFR-D  L-WS-N,  on  his  great  success  in  the  character  of 
J —  M-LL-H,  by  MR.  ALLS-P  B-ss. 

DR.  K-x — I.Y,  on  his  having  mercifully  held  his  tongue  this 
Session,  by  the  SPEAKKI:. 

Six  other  K-N — LYS,  on  their  chances  of  being  returned  to  Parlia- 
ment, bv  their  father. 

MRS.  PR-Dfi-RS,  on  having  ridden  1  mile  17-39  yards  for  eightoen- 
pence,  by  a  Metropolitan  Stipendiary  Magistrate. 

.Mits.  CK-WSH-Y,  on  her  attempts  to  abolish  maid-servants,  by  the 
grateful  Head  of  a  Family. 

RISIOIAYDAYKOOKOKLARMAN  (Spelling-Bee  Directors,  beware!), 
on  his  splendid  reception  of  the  PR-NCE  OF  W-LKS,  by  his  taxed 
subjects. 

Alu.  IRV-NG,  on  his  Otltclln,  by  S-GN-R  S-LV-XI. 

Mi;.  T— LE,  on  his  refusing  to  play  Jfrtcbcth,  by  MR.  IRV-NG. 

The  D-r-et-rs  of  the  W-stm-nst-r  Aq--r— m,  on  their  laudable 
endeavours  to  promote  the  study  of  pisciology,  by  an  instructed 
public. 

Various  Contributors  to  P-ach  (whose  modesty  will  not  allow  of 
their  names  being  printed),  on  the  refining,  enlightening,  and  edify- 
ing effect  they  produce  on  the  world,  by  the  aforesaid  grateful 
world.  

CRACK  ! — Reports  of  the  Martini-Henry  Rifle  have  been  presented 
to  Parliament.  The  most  conclusive  report  is  the  Rifle's  own. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


LANK-CABTRTDGE  fire^-not 
exactly  a  feu  de  joie— 
in  the  Lords  (Monday, 
March  6)  from  LORD 
STEATHEDEN  AND  CAMP- 
BELL over  the  Andrassy 
Note.  LORD  DEBBY  said 
what  little  there  is  to  be 
said,  in  a  case  where 
there  is  nothing  to  be 
done  but  to  keep  our  eyes 
open,  mouths  shut,  and  see  what  the  SULTAN  will  send  us.  We  couldn't  keep  our  fingers  out 
of  the  Turkey  Pie  when  all  the  Great  Powers  were  dipping  theirs  in  ;  but  it  is  a  comfort  to 
know  we  have  not  plunged  them  deeper  than  was  inevitable,  and  than  will  allow  ns  to  take 
them  out  without  soiling — it  is  to  be  hoped — or  burning. 

(Commons). — A  night  on  the  Suez  Canal.  The  Government  declines  a  partnership  in  the 
Egyptian  National  Bank.  It  has  not  declined  to  appoint,  with  France  and  Italy,  one  of 
three  receivers  of  Egyptian  revenue,  with  power  to  appropriate  the  needful  out  of  Egyptian 
income,  for  payment  of  Egyptian  debt.  Unfortunately  any  dealing  with  the  KHEDIVE  flings 
our  Government  among  the  bulls  and  the  bears.  It  is  unlucky  that  our  road  to  India  should 
lie,  not  only  through  the  Suez  Canal,  but  through  the  dirty  alleys  of  the  Stock  Exchange. 

MR.  GLADSTONE  twitted  the  Government  on  the  dismissal  of  SLR  D.  LANGE  from  the 
English  agency  of  the  Canal  Company.  M.  DE  LESSEPS  wants  to  show  he  is  still  master  of  his 
own  house,  if  England  natters  herself  she  has  bought  the  latch-key.  ME.  GLADSTONE  thinks, 
as  most  people  are  likely  to  think,  the  publication  of  private  and  confidential  despatches  an 
inadvertence  and  an  error,  and  suggested  that  the  Government  ought  to  intervene  on  behalf  of 
an  agent  whose  only  fault  was  being  too  English. 

MR.  DISRAELI  retorted  with  some  irritation.  SIR  D.  LANGE  had  not  asked  the  interven- 
tion of  Government.  When  he  did  it  would  be  time  to  consider  of  action  on  his  behalf. 
Two,  and  the  most  important,  of  his  five  Dispatches  published,  were  not  marked  "private 
and  confidential."  Besides,  LORD  GRANVLLLE  had  seen  the  Blue  Book,  and  had  not  objected 
to  their  publication. 

LORD  HARTINGTON  explained  that  the  papers  were  sent  to  LORD  GRANVTLLE  merely  as  an 
act  of  courtesy,  and  that  he  had  not  been  consulted  as  to  the  propriety  of  the  publication  of 
SIR  D.  LANGE'S  Dispatches. 

Altogether,  MR.  DISRAELI  did  not  come  brilliantly  out  of  the  night's  skirmish.  The  Bill 
to  raise  the  Four  Millions  was  read  a  Third  Time. 

In  Committee  of  Supply  on  Army  Estimates.  SIR  WILFRID  poked  fun  at  the  increase  of 
MR.  HARDY'S  little  Bill;  and  MR.  PEASE,  with  better  taste  and  more  sense,  withdrew  his 
Motion  to  knock  off  10,000  men. 

MR.  HARDY  defended  his  estimates  gallantly.  He  hankers  after  ME.  ANDERSON'S  scheme 
for  marking  recruits  in  vaccination.  And  why  not?  There  seems  more  prejudice  than 
reason  against  such  a  plan  of  making  a  "  marksman  "  of  the  British  recruit.  Of  course,  if 
outsiders  will  call  such  a  mark  a  "  brand,"  it  sounds  ugly,  and  is  likely  to  be  pooh-poohed. 
If  it  be  adopted,  officers  should  be  marked  as  well  as  men. 

An  Irish  row  over  the  appointment  of  the  Referee  Committee.  MR.  SULLIVAN  wanted 
more  Irish  Members  on  the  Committee.  MR.  BUTT  was  not  there  to  keep  the  "boys"  in 


order  ;  and  so  SULLIVAN  and  O'GORMAN 
between  them  kept  up  the  game,  through 
seventeen  divisions,  till  after  four  in  the 
morning!  Now  "division,"  like  love, 
may  be 

"  The  sowl  of  a  natc  Iri.-hmun," 

but  Englishmen  get  tired  of  the  si«n-t, 
when  begun  unreasonably  and  kept  u\> 
hopelessly. 

MR.  Si  I.I.IVAN-  ought  to  know  better 
than  discredit  Ould  Ireland  by  such 
"  devilry,"  especially  when  all  decent  folks 
— even  M.P.'s — want  to  be  in  bed.  The 
pleasantest  Club  in  London  will  lose  its 
character  if  this  sort  of  thing  happens 
often.  To  be  sure,  the  Home-Rulers  are 
not  particularly  anxious  to  promote  the 
harmony  of  its  evenings. 

Tuesday  (Lords). — LORD  GRANVILLE  dis- 
posed of  MB.  DISRAELI'S  statement  that  he 
had  sanctioned  the  publication  of  the  Lange 
Despatches.  LORD  DERBY  had  to  admit 
that  no  such  sanction  had  been  given.  He 
added  a  lame  defence  of  what  remains, 
after  all  said  and  done,  an  official  blunder, 
if  no  worse. 

The  best  summary  of  the  pro  and  <•<>«. 
on  the  subject  of  the  Slave  Circular  that 
Parliament  has  yet  obliged  us  with.  LORD 
CAIRNS  for  the  Government,  LORD  SEL- 
BORNE  against.  LORD  SELBORNE'S  argument 
clinches  the  case  against  Circular  Number 
Two.  Why  not  have  substituted  for  it  a 
declaration  that  we  would  not  restore 
fugitive  slaves,  and  leave  the  aggrieved 
Governments  to  look  after  their  own 
niggers  ?  That 's  what  it  must  come  to, 
with  more  or  less  circumlocution. 

(Commons). — Three  talks  on  Wine  Duties, 
Tralee  Savings  Bank  Losses,  and  Railway 
Passengers  Duty.  Government  won't  give 
Select  Committees  on  the  two  first  (won- 
derful !  Select  Committees  are  not  granted 
as  asked,  then) ;  but  to  make  up  for  the 
unexpected  refusal,  grants  one  on  the 
third. 

Wednesday  (Commons). — Great  rejoic- 
ings of  Opposition.  In  the  fight  over  MR. 
M'LAGAN'S  Scotch  Game  Laws  Bill, 
Government  floored  by  172  to  150.  First 
blood  for  the  Opposition ! 

It  is  true  it  was  a  scramble.  The 
Government  didn't  seem  quite  to  know 
their  own  mind.  The  Bill  was  a  decently 
good  Bill,  on  a  subject  fertile  of  bad 
blood,  and  hard  to  handle  reasonably. 
Scotch  Members  are  not  so  easily  driven  as 
English,  when  the  Government  road  is  one 
they  don't  want  to  go. 

It  wasn't  much  of  a  victory,  but  the 
Opposition  is  thankful  for  small  mercies  in 
that  way,  and  yelled  vociferously  at  the 
announcement  of  the  division. 

Thursday  (Lords). — An  instructive  talk 
on  LORD  SALISBURY'S  Oxford  Reform  Bill. 
When  their  Lordships  do  talk  to  the  point, 
their  wisdom  is  wonderful.  We  seem  in  their 
high  House  to  breathe  a  serener  atmosphere 
than  the  hot,  if  breezy  and  healthy,  breath 
of  the  Commons.  But  who  are  the  "  Idle 
Fellows"  LORD  SALISBURY  is  for  waging 
such  fierce  war  on  ?  Punch  would  have 
said  that  Clerical  fellows,  as  a  rule,  best 
answered  the  description.  The  danger 
seems  to  be  that  LOED  SALISBURY'S  Bill  will 
hand  over  the  University  to  the  tender 
mercies  of  these  very  Clericals.  If  that  is 
what  LORD  SALISBURY  means  by  strengthen- 
ing the  University  element,  we  would  rather 
he  strengthened  the  Colleges,  by  getting  rid 
of  the  Clerical  dry  rot  which  now  infests 
them,  and  left  the  University  to  take  care 
of  itself. 

(Commons). — (lueen  or  Empress?  Which 
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is  it  to  be  I"  "  Empress,"  says  MK.  DISUAKLI,  with  much  emphasis,  yet 
with  little  force  of  logic,  or  reason  of  history.  "  Queen."  says  MK. 
(  ILADSTONE,  with  emphasis  all  the  more  effective  for  the  pulse  ot 
patriotism  and  force  01  feeling  that  beat  and  glowed  under  his  words. 

The  House,  like  the  Country,  is  most  anxious  to  avoid  anything 
that  shall  have  the  appearance  of  interfering  with  HER  MA.IIM  i  '- 
choice  of  a  title,  still  more  of  disapproving  any  title  she  may  choose. 
But  HKK  MA.IKMY  always  feels  with  the  Country.  For  her  best  title, 
if  she  still  hesitates,  we  beg  to  refer  her  to  our  Cartoon,  and  to  remind 
lier  of  the  additional  reason  she  has  given  in  favour  of  "  Queen  of 
the  East,"  by  her  last  week's  visit  to  the  London  Hospital,  and  the 
womanly  and  motherly  feeling  which  guided  her  kind  hand  to  poor 
little  KATIE  AMBLER'S  pale  cheek. 

Friday  (Lurch). — A  good  word  for  a  g-ood  thing — LORD  SHAFTES- 
lii'itv  on  Training-ships — one  of  the  best  machines  (witness  the  little 
heroes  of  the  ffotiath)  to  work  up  the  waste  of  our  back  slums  into 
stout ' '  fearnought '  '—about  the  best  stuff  going  to  meet  wear  and  tear. 

Government  admits  the  need  of  able  Seamta  and  the  feasibility  of 
converting  our  X.  Y.  Z.'s  into  A.-B.'s.  The  question  is,  who  's  to 
find  the  money  r1  The  Ship-owners,  for  whose  use  the  article  is 
manufactured,  are  not  at  all  disposed  to  pay  for  it.  Joins'  BULL 
can  hardly  be  asked  to  dip  his  hands  into  his  pocket,  though  it 
would  be  cheaper,  in  the  end,  to  turn  street  Arabs  into  sea-boys 
than  into  gaol-birds. 

(Commons.)— ME.  BRASSEY  on  the  same  tack  as  LORD  SHAFTES- 
HURY.  Punch  is  glad  to  hear  that  the  Admiralty  is  ready  to  pay 
1  \\vnt.y-nve  pounds  for  every  trained  boy  who  joins  the  Navy,  and 
three  pounds  for  every  Naval  Reserve  boy,  and  to  provide  three 
training-ships  a  year. 

MR.  BRASSEY,  besides  training-ships  to  look  after  the  launching 
of  our  Jack-tars,  wants  a  Pension  Fund  to  provide  for  them  when 
"laid  up  in  ordinary  " — their  best  berth,  when  disabled,  now  being 
the  Workhouse. 

Here  again  Government  is  welcome  to  do  its  utmost,  but  Ship- 
owners will  not  hear  of  a  compulsory  contribution.  The  Sailors' 
Friend  must  fall  back  on  "Voluntary  Contributions" — in  other 
words,  the  generous  must  pay  for  the  selfish. 

"  So  was  it  ere  my  life  began, 
So  is  it,  since  I  ve  been  a  man, 
So  will  it  be  when  I  am  gone  ! 
Let  SHAFTESBURYS,  UKASSEYS,  still  work  ou  !  " 

Altogether,  this  has  been  one  of  MR.  DISRAELI'S  bad  weeks.  He 
has  treated  the  House,  strange  to  say,  to  bad  taste,  bad  temper,  and 
stranger  still,  bad  talk.  MR.  GLADSTONE,  on  the  other  hand,  has 
been  in  rare  force — quite  a  revival  of  the  old  man — 

"  The  ARTHUR  whom  we  knew, 
From  spur  to  crest,  a  star  of  tournament." 


THE    'VARSITY    FCENERATOR. 

AJOJIES  nostri  furem  dupli 
condemnarunt,  fceneratorem 
quadrupli." — CATO. 

THE  'Varsity  Twenty-per- 
center 
Is    a    gay    and    genial 

wight ; 

hi  parting  with  his  money 
He  taketh  great  delight ; 
And  is  piouslv  glad  when 

the  IJndVrgrad 
At  his  gilded  hook  will 
bite. 

Some    youth    who    L».    to 

( 'ambridge 
To   sap  for  honour  aiv 

fain, 
But  the  faster  sort  they 

Live  their  sport, 
And    the    midnight  oil 

disdain, 
Save    that    which     lights 

Unlimited  Loo 
And  Van  John's  loss  and 
gain. 

At  pigeon-match  and  race- 
course 

They  love  to  take  the  air, 
And  where  they  bet,  "  Hail  fellow,  well  met!  " 

The  Twenty-per-center  's  there  : 
For  u  loser  rash  he  '11  find  the  cash, 
So  nobody  need  despair. 


These  youthful  Cantabs,  gallant  and  gay, 

Diversion  merrily  seek  ; 
Both  x  and  ?/  they  do  defy, 

And  also  Latin  and  Greek  : 
Who  hard  up  would  be  found  when  twenty  pound 

Can  be  had  for  a  pound  a  week  '' 

So  Cambridge  has  its  Tattersall's  : 

Of  course  they  choose  the  one  day 
When  there 's  never  a  race  or  a  lark  in  the  place — 

And  life  runs  slow  of  a  Sunday. 
In  his  twentieth  year  what  youth  will  fear 

Don,  Devil,  or  MRS.  GRUNDY  ? 

Still,  inquisitive  people  want  to  know 

If  really  Alma  Mater 
Likes  boys  in  their  teens  to  waste  their  means, 

And  so  heavily  mulct  poor  Puter  f— 
In  their  caps  and  gowns  to  be  horsey  clowns, 

And  slaves  of  the  Ecenerator  ? 

And  you,  young  Cambridge  gownsmen, 

Distrust  the  genial  cad 
When  out  he  totes  his  sheaf  of  notes, 

Which  for  twenty  per  cent,  may  be  had  ; 
Who  helps  you  o'er  the  stile  on  the  way  to  the  dogs, 

And  gives  you  a  lift  to  the  bad. 


OUR   NEW   NOVEL. 

CONFIDENTIAL  ADDRESS. 

OUR  Headers  will  learn  with  pleasure  that  negotiations  have  been 
entered  into  with  an  Authoress  of  great  repute,  as  the  representative 
of  a  certain  school  of  fiction,  for  the  immediate  production  of  a 
Novel  in  this  Journal.  The  Editor,  in  pursuance  of  his  usual  course 
of  plain-spoken  and  open  dealing  between  himself  and  the  Readers 
of  this  paper,  wishes  to  put  them  in  possession,  at  once,  of  the  cir- 
cumstances attending  this  new  arrangement.  For  reasons  which 
will  be  appreciated  in  the  proper  quarter,  he  gives  to  the  Public  the 
correspondence  that  has  passed  between  the  gifted  Authoress  and 
himself,  in  lieu  of  preface  to  the  forthcoming  work,  which  he 
believes  will  prove  itself  to  be  the  Authoress's  chef  d'ceuvre — unsur- 
passed by  any  work  of  fiction  within  the  present  century. 

PREFATORY  CORRESPONDENCE. 

From  the  Editor  to  Miss  RHODY  DENDRON,  Authoress  of  "  Gnod- 
/>//,;  Sweet  Tart!"  "  Red  a  a  a  Xose  is  She,"  "Not  Slilij,  but 
Don't  Tell,"  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,'*  SfC.,  $c. 
DEAK  MADAM, 

I  HAVE  not  had  the  great  pleasure  of  reading  any  of  your 
charming  Novels,  but  having  heard  from  a  great  number  of  mv 
fairest  and  liveliest  friends  that  your  works  are  "awfully  good,"  I 
have  determined  upon  asking  you  to  give  us  something  in  your  very 
best  and  most  characteristic  style.  You  understand,  of  course,  the 
high  moral  tone  which  is  required  from  all  Contributors  to  this 
Journal,  and  I  am  certain  that  it  will  be  your  aim  and  object,  as 
well  as  your  greatest  pride  and  truest  pleasure,  not  only  to  adorn 
your  tale,  but  also  to  point  clearly  and  emphatically  afrs't-rate  and 
ti'sri'/rfioiHiljle  »iur(i/. 

I  remain,  my  dear  Lady,  yours,  in  most  sincere  admiration  of  your 
undoubted  and  acknowledged  talents,  THE  J.;1)T1|IR. 

To  tin'  Editur  frnni  Miss  RHODY  DKNDRON,  Authoress  of  "  Hal  its 

a    .\W    is'  Mr."    "  -W     SH/l/,     Intt    Don't     7V//,"     ' ;  (-!oi,d-l»,c, 
Hirert  Tart,"  "  Cometh  l)n<rn  lit,;-  ,i  fihoirer,"  ,\r.,  tie. 
DEAI;  Sm, 

Do  you  object  to  tremc.-idoti-i  Lurr  interest '.'  If  not,  I  think 
I  have  the  very  thing  for  YOU.  Yours  trulv, 

R.  D. 

From  flu-  Editor  to  Miss  R.  D. 
MY  DEAR  YOUNO  LADY, 

I  NKVEK  object  to  "  tremendous  interest,"  even  up  to  fifty 
•>•  cent.  Yet  permit  me  to  observe,  as  a  matter  of  business,  that, 
when  the  interest  is  extraordinary,  the  risk  is  proportionately  large. 
You  will  take  this  remark  as  made  from  a  humorous  point  of  view, 
and  will  have  too  much  uncommon  sense  to  be  in  the  least  offended. 
In  fact,  I  am  sure  that  1  may  leave  the  question  of  "  Love  interest" 
to  your  own  good  taste,  delicate  feeling,  and  excellent  judgment. 

With  most  profound  respect  for  your  genius,  and  every  confidence 
in  the  result  of  our  arrangement, 

I  beg  to  remain,  &e.,  &c.  (us  before}. 

Frnni  Miss  R.  D.  to  the  Editor. 
DEAR  SIR, 

I  TAKE  you  at  your  word.  You  are  willing  to  accept  a  high 
interest  with  proportionate  risk.  Of  mump  I  do  tint  write  for  inilk- 
sojis,  and  I  am  sure  that  you  would  not  wish  either  yourself  or  your 
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readers  to  come  under  that  designation.  My  object  is  to  raise  a  rosy 
cloud  of  Love  and  maddening  witehery  round  you,  to  make  your 
veins  throb,  and  your  pulse  beat  -with  ecstasy,*  as  I  guide  you 
onward,  with  my  enchanter's  wand-pen,  into  the  very  presence  of 
divine  ambrosial  loveliness.  Those  who  listen  to  the  voice  of  this 
Syren,  must  prepare  their  palates  for  goblets  of  the  vein-tingling 
nectar  of  the  Gods  and  Demigods.  I  do  nut  profess  myself  to  be  a 
demure  Hebe  serving  out  flabby  toast  and  wisny-washy  tea  to  sleek 
divines  and  weak  effeminate  milksops.  As  to  pointing  a  moral," 
my  dear  Sir,  depend  upon  me  lor  that.  I  am  proud  to  say  that  tin  IT 
is  not  one  of  my  novels  which  lias  not  been  written  irith  the.  highest 
,'iixxi/itc  iiini.  All  teachers  of  morality  have  not  one  uniform  plan  of 
inculcating  their  lessons.  If  you  have  not  already  made  yourself 
acquainted  with  my  method,  you  should  do  so  without  delay.  / 
'•nnsider  the  lari/iiin  riinr/utli-il,  and  the  novel  shall  forthwith  be 
commenced  in  your  pages. 

I  remain,  my  dear  Sir,  yours,  &c., 

P.S.— Do  yon  really  mean  to  say  you  've  never  read  my  Itt-d  us  a 

\iisi-  IX  S/lr    '        }'»<(  should. 

Frnin  the  Editor  to  Miss  K.  1). 
DEAR  MADAM, 

No,  no,  we  are  not  milksops.  On  the  contrary,  no  man 
whose  daily  literary  /m/m/itm  is  the  Itcrm-  i/<:i  ilciu-  Mondes,  MR. 
MATTHEW  ARNOLD'S  Olijrrfions,  SCULKOKL'S  r/ii/ono/ihiml  History, 
(JiJXTiiKu's  rro/i/rni<iMn,  and  reviewing  the  latest  Dysteleological 
arguments  of  Circulionist  santnx,  with  a  cold  bath  every  morning 
throughout  the  year,  and  the  dumb-bells  and  leaping-bar  to  follow, 
can  be  much  of  a  "  mil  lamp."  The  day  is  gone  bv  for  milksops. 
(iive  tapioca  to  the  timid,  steaks  to  the  strong !  Were  there  any 
'  milksops  "  among  our  readers,  I  should  request  them  to  take  their 
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right  hand  of  fellowship,  I  will  order  the  agreement  to  be  drawn  out 
at  once,  and  am  yours  strenuously  and  hardily,  >pHE  £DITOR. 

P.S.— I  couldn't  get  Ri-il  ax  n  None  at  either  MUDIE'S  or  SMITH'S. 
I  suppose  the  run  on  it  was  enormous.  Should  like  to  read  it.  You 
might  send  me  a  presentation  copy  on  toned  paper. 

D  AH  SFR  Front  Miss  11.  D.  to  the  Editor. 

YOUR  letter  is  highly  satisfactory.  Now  I  understand  you. 
As  you  say,  "  Tapioca  for  the  Timid,"  so  I  may  be  permitted  to  add 
Rice  for  the  Respectable  !  Venison  for  the  Venturesome !  !  Beef  for 
the  Bold ! ! !  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  at  first  the  sort  of  thing  you 
expected  ?  I  detest  beating  about  the  bush.  But  now  you  shall 
have  yonr  Novel.  You  want  a  real  good  thing — the  pith  and  marrow 
of  lied  as  a  Nose  is  <S7ic,  (iooil-ht/r,  .S'i/vr/  Tnrt,  Not  >SY/Y//,  but  don't 
Tell,  Cometh  Satan  Like  a  Shower,  and  the  rest  of  my  popular 
works,  all  distilled  into  one  strong,  clear  jelly — a  very  Liebcg's 
Ksscnee  of  a  Novel !  Good,  my  dear  Sir,  you  shall  have  it.  "  Man 
wants  but  little  here  below,  but  wants  that  little  strong." 

Yours  sincerely,  R.  D. 

P.S.— "  That  Little— Strong ! "  wouldn't  be  a  bad  title.  But  I 
prefer  either  titles  of  popular  songs  or  a  bit  of  a  proverb.  I  have 
had  my  eve  on  several  song-titles,  such  as  "  Tommy,  main-  room 
for  your  I  'iir/r,"  which  might  be  cut  into  "  For  Your  Uncle  ;  "  also 
"  Don't  /if  Sorrnirfnl,  J)<ir/i»rj,"  which  could  eome  out  well  as 
"  Sorrowful  Darling!  "  *  *  *  Stay!  I  have  just  put  my  hand  on 
what  I  am  told  is  quite  a  catch  phrase  about  Town  now,  and  //nil 
will  be  half  the  battle  of  popularity.  It  is  "  'J'/ierr'.i  another  </"'"' 
Man  ijonc  n'nmif."  You  can  therefore  announce  my  new  Novel  as 

GONE    WRONG  : 
And  you  can  advertise  the  first  Number  for  your  Next. 

*  On  showing  this  letter  of  the  gifted  Authoress  to  a  confidential  friend, 
whose  advice  we  have  hitherto  found  invaluable,  he  remarked,  u  Ahem  ! — 
'  veins  throbbing ' — '  pulse  beating  with  ecstasy ' — oh— nm — if  the  Novel  is  tn 
have  this  effect  on  you,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  to  keep  n  first-rate 
medical  man  on  the  premises?"  We  felt  he  was  right,  and  acting  on  this 
suggestion,  we  intend  to  edit  the  forthcoming  work  under  medical  ad\ 'i  r. 
H'irli  it  Iin<iur  imil  it  Solicitor  on  the  spot,  tee  can't  go  very  far  wrong, — El). 
To  the  Public. — In  consequence  of  a  private  communication,  the  Editor, 
in  the  interests  of  the  Public,  of  the  Publisher,  of  the  Authoress,  and  of  himself, 
has,  with  the  advice  of  his  Solicitor,  inserted  a  clause  in  the  agreement  with 


note,  or  remark,  wherever  the  text  may  appear  to  require  it.  To  this  the 
distinguished  Authoress  has,  with  a  ladylike  courtesy  which  does  credit  at 
once  to  her  head  and  heart,  replied,  that,  aa  her  text  will  need  no  comment, 
she  bus  no  objection  to  the  insertion  of  the  above-mentioned  clause,  which 
stipulation  the  talented  Lady  goes  on  to  observe,  seems  to  please  the  Editor, 
and  can  do  no  sort  of  harm  to  tho  writer.  On  this  amicable  understandim.'. 
the  Editor  has  the  greatest  possible  pleasure  in  welcoming  this  rarely-qualified 
Writer  as  a  contributor,  who  will  widely  extend  her  already  large  circle  of 
ardent  admirers. 


A 


MKi.iiN';  of  the  Signs 
of  the  Zodiac,  in  re- 
ference to  the  state  of 
the  weather,  was  re- 
cently held  at  the  Mermaid 
Tavern. 

As    tin-    I'I-IT.S    (though 
"  parents    of    swe. 

•*-  ^_  sounds")  are  not 
famous  for  ora- 
tory, AQUARIUS 
was  unanimously 
voted  to  the 
Chair. 

The  venerable 
but  rather  wash- 
ed out  Chairman 
remarked  that, 
although  his  duty 
had  ended  in 
February,  his 
successors  had 
carried  out  his 
aqueous  policy 
with  real  consis- 
tency, for  which 
he  heartily 
thanked  them.  He  was  proud  to  be  able  to  say,  in  the  words  of 

HORACE,— 

"  Pismum  ct  summa  genus  hoesit  ultno, 

Nota  qua  sedea  fuerat  columbis." 

PISCES  wagged  their  tails  in  grateful  response.  There  was  no  need 
to  provide  for  them  a  special  aquarium,  as  the  room  was  underwater. 

ARIES  rose  to  dissent  from  the  Chairman's  watery  discourse.  His 
favourite  grass  meadows  were  all  under  water.  It  was  his  chit  i 
duty  to  provide  good  mutton  for  the  Lords  of  Creation,  and  that 
could  not  be  done  unless  the  sheep  had  wholesome  grass  to  eat.  Had 
it  not  been  for  the  fun  he  had  lately  had — on  salt  water — thanks  to 
the  employment  found  him  by  the  Iron  Jhtke,  he  really  hardly 
knew  how  he  could  have  stood  the  late  superfluity  of  fresh  water 
vouchsafed  by  JUPITER  PLTJVTUS. 

TAUBUS  followed  on  the  same  side.  He  had  no  personal  disrespect 
to  the  Chairman,  but  he  should  like  to  see  him  cross  his  paddock 
with  water-buckets.  He  should  have  an  aerial  voyage  gratis,  and 
see  how  he  relished  another  element.  He  had  quite  enough  to  do 
on  the  Stock-Exchange,  in  keeping  up  his  "  Egyptians,"  without 
having  to  waste  his  time  on  a  set  of  "  Ptimpe .'" 

The  GEMINI  spoke  together,  and  swore  a  little,  but  they  were 
suddenly  interrupted  by 

LEO, .who,  having  kicked  CANCER  out  of  the  way,  roared  his 
approval  of  the  remarks  of  ARIES  and  TAURUS.  Both  men  and  lions 
wanted  beef  and  mutton  (sensation),  and  you  couldn't  grow  either  in 
wet  weather.  For  his  part,  he  was  thankful  that  the  Ministers  had 
given  him  a  permanent  interest  in  the  fine  dry  climate  of  Egypt, 
and  the  Canal  he  was  most  concerned  in  was  one  not  of  drainage, 
but — passage!  (Sensation.) 

LIBRA  rose  to  deprecate  political  allusions.  It  was  his  object,  and 
shoidd  be  that  of  his  brother  and  sister  Signs,  to  hold  the  balance 
between  Government  and  Opposition.  Open  to  all  parties, 
influenced  by  none,"  should  be  the  motto  whether  of  houses,  or 
Planets,  who  hung  out  Signs  to  the  public !  He  hoped  his  friend 
AQUARIUS  would  not  misconstrue  him. 

Here  LIBRA  was  cut  short  by  an  unanimous  call  for 

VIRGO,  who  remarked,  in  a  musical  voice,  that,  as  she  looked  for 
garden-parties  and  pleasant  hours  on  the  river  in  that  part  of  the 
year  which  was  specially  her  own,  she  should  take  good  care  that 
strawberries  and  flirtations  should  not  be  spoilt  by  the  extravagant 
folly  of  the  Chairman  and  his  clique.  A  great  poet— ANACREON— 

had  said : 

'  •  A  ature  to  bulls  gave  horns, 

To  lions  fierce-fang' d  jaws  " 

But  to  Woman  (he  sang) 

"  What '»  Nature's  boon  •— 'tis  beauty — 
More  than  a  match  for  shields, 
More  than  a  match  for  spears ! " 

With  such  authority  on  her  side,  she  had  courage  to  defy  what  she 
must  call  the  rishy  conspiracy  against  the  comfort  of  mankind. 
Aquariums  were  all  very  well,  particularly  with  "  covered  "  rinks 
attached  to  them;  but  to  turn  the  world  into  an  aquarium  was  a 
thing  unendurable.  The  race  of  mortals  should  have  a  summer  this 
year,  if  a  lady  had  anything  like  the  influence  due  to  her  sex  with 
the  Clerk  of  the  Weather. 

The  speech  was  greeted  by  loud  cheers,  led  by  LEO  and  TAURUS, 
and  the  meeting  broke  up  without  a  vote  of  thanks  to  the  Chairman. 
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A    PROTECTOR. 

Frustrated  Garotler  (to  his  Pal).  "  BLESSED  IP  A  COVE  DIDN'T  OUGHT  TO  GET  Six  MOUTHS  FOE  KEEPIN'  A  DOKO  LIKE  THAT  ! " 


MARY-ANNER  ON  THE  EAMPAGE. 

"  I  see  before  me  say  two  thousand  honest,  virtuous,  industrious  young 
women,  working  hard  and  half  starred  ;  and  I  see  before  me  at  least  twenty 
thousand  other  women  holding  out  plenty  in  both  hands,  and  that  plenty 
rejected  with  scorn  by  young  women  of  very  little  merit,  or,  if  not  rejected, 
accepted  only  under  vexatious  and  galling  conditions  imposed  by  the  persons 
to  be  benefited.  .  .  The  way  the  modest  householder  is  ground  down  by  these 
young  ladies  is  a  grievance  too  large  to  be  dealt  with  under  this  head,  and  will 
probably  lead  to  a  Masters'  and  Mistresses'  League.  .  .  .  "Why  do  they  (the 
Sempstresses)  sit  hungry  to  the  dullest  of  all  labour,  and  hold  aloof  from 
domestic  service,  at  a  time  when  Ladies  born  are  beginning  to  recognise  how 
much  better  off  is  the  rich  housemaid  than  the  poor  Lady  ?  .  .  .  They  think 
a  female  sen-ant  has  no  '  liberty,'  and  that  her  principal  remuneration  is  her 
'wages.'  .  .  Her  wages  are  as  a  drop  in  the  ocean  of  her  remuneration.  .  .  In 
the  place  where  she  pigged  with  her  relations,  she  often  had  a  bit  of  bacon  for 
dinner  and  a  red  herring  for  supper.  In  the  palace  of  cleanliness  and  comfort 
she  is  promoted  to  she  gets  at  least  four  meals  a  day,  and  butcher's  meat  at 
two  of  them.  .  .  The  wages  of  her  class  have  been  raised,  when  they  ought  to 
have  been  lowered." — MR.  CHARLES  READE'S  Letter,  "  Starvation  refusing 
Plenty,"  in  the  Daily  Telegraph. 

DEAH  SUSAN  JANE, 


I  takes  my  pen,  I  may  say.  con  amory, 
I  a  bit.     Which  a  more  wicked  story 


Just  to  relieve  my  mind 

Than  that  there  MR.  RKADE,  as  writes  his  rubbidge  to  the  Telly, 

I  never  see.    And  that,  as  JOHN  would  say,  's  the  caseis  belly ! 

Of  course  you  've  read  his  letter,  SUE.    A  nasty,  spiteful — there,  I 
Should  like  to  comb  his  wool  a  bit,  and  so  says  JOHN  and  SAIRY. 
Which  what  domestic  Ladies,  SUE,  possessed  of  sense  and  sperrit, 
Likes  being  called  "  young  women,    and  "  of  very  little  merit "  f 

A  lot  he  knows  about  it,  I  dessay,  as  talks  of  Mississes 

Being  ground  down  by  Servants.    He  should  know  what  groans  and 

hisses  is, 

If  the  slandered  twenty  thousand  in  his  presence  might  but  muster  ; 
I  'd  like  to  tackle  him  alone,  armed  with  my  tongue — and  duster ! 

He  seems  to  think  us  Servants'  lives  is  regular  paradises — 
"  Where  ignerance  and  cetrer."    But,  oh  lor !  my  dander  rises 


When  he  says  our  wages  is  too  high,  and  reckons  up  our  perkses. 
A  Screw,  as  ought  to  go  and  herd  with  Ottingtots  or  Turkses  '. 

And  then  his  nasty  insults,  SUE  !     Young  Ladies  in  our  stations 
Don't  feed  on  no  red  herrings  when  we  "  pigs  with  our  relations  "- 

0  drat  his  imperence ! — which,  SUE,  it  well  to  you  beknown  is, 
My  folks  would  rather  starve  than  stoop  a  step  below  polonies ! 
"  Trampling  too  hard  on  Mississes  "?    I  wish  he  'd  got  a  sample 
Of  Stuckup  Naggers  at  his  heels.    I  guess  he  'd  want  to  trample ! 
Which  if  us  Servants  didn't  show  a  sperrit,  lawkamussy, 
Tain't  us  would  play  that  little  game,  but  rather  wisey  wussy  ! 

And  as  to  talk  of  cutting  down  our  liberty  and  wages — 
Well,  there — it  ain't  no  use,  I  s'pose,  to  ny  into  sech  rages ! 

1  've  spilt  the  ink,  and  Missis  is  that  horridly  pertikler ! 

But  let  who  will  knock  under,  SUE,  I  keeps  my  perpendikler. 

He  talks  about  a  league  among  the  Mississes.     0  drat  it ! 

They  'd  better  try  it  on,  they  had !     I  'd  like  to  see  'em  at  it ! 

I  proudly  hopes  there 's  none  on  us,  from  Brixton  to  Belgravy, 

As  wouldn't  rally  to  the  nag  ;  no  not  the  veriest  slavey  ! 

And  as  to  them  there  Sempstresses  he  'd  shove  into  our  eribses — 

Walker !  I  says.    The  letter,  SUE,  's  all  foolishness  and  fibses. 

Just  like  that  "  Lady  Helpses  "  dodge !    Would  READE,  for  all  his 

bawling, 
Relish  two  thousand  JIammy  Toors  pitchforked  into  his  calling  ? 

He  says  we  holds  our  heads  too  high.    I  guess  we  '11  hold  'em  higher. 
It 's  time  we  pulled  together,  SUK.    But  there !  that 's  Miss  MAIUAJB 
A  pulling  of  her  bell  like  mad,  as  is  her  usual  manner — 
And  so  no  more  at  present  from  your  much-riled 

MAET-ANNEB. 

The  Sweets  of  Savage  Life. 

PLINY  tells  us  that,  among  the  ancient  cannibals  of  Ethiopia, 
black  pudding  was  a  favourite  dish  at  all  state  dinners.  In  default 
of  other  sweets,  they  beat  their  wives  into  a  jelly,  or  made  mince- 
meat of  their  enemies.  As  regards  one  dish  of  this  appetising  menu 
ancient  Ethiopia  may  boast  a  rival  in  our  modern  Black  Country. 
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MERE    METAPHOR. 


OMB  writers  say  tli.it 

an    English    "nubile 

ship,    wherever   she 

la  part  of  tbe 

English  soil.  .  .  .  1 

miut   beg    leaYe    to 

doubt  tin'   accuracy 

»f  that  ]iro]>u.titiuii. 

I    believe   it   to    be 

iphor,    and    a 

metaphor  eminently 

1 1  rd     tn      mi-- 

"  —  I,  o  ii  ii 

'lie  Stan 

Cirt'-' 

"  There  is  no 
such  thing  as  a 
Slave  by  the  law 
of  England."  — 
LORD  HOLT,  nt 
quoted  by  LORD 
COLERIDGE. 


'/i  from  hi*  Xricspaper). 
tafore,"  Mate  ? 


Wh;, 
ItM  (xcratchiiii/  his  hrad).  Well,  I  can't  rightly 

But  it  's  put  try-lingo  for  somethin'  or  other  ; 

A  sort  of  ii  li.i'gcr  o'  speech,  anyway, 

one  thing  and  means  <|uitr  another. 
Jurk.^  Hang  »ieh  fingers  o'  speech  then  !     A  false  figger-head 

To  a  sneaking  iiiniticul  craft  isn't  wuss  ! 
Hill.   Don't  know  as  you  're  werry  far  out  when  all  's  said  ; 

Hut  it'  land  coves  will  use  'cm,  'tain'  nutliin'  to  us. 
.Tack.  Ain't  so  sure  about  that  !     Here  's  a  Parlyment  chap  — 

Their  top-sawyer  Lawyer,  I  take  it  —  as  says 

That  we  .lacks  lias  lieen  siiillin'  this  "  Metafore"  trap, 

Ami  is  like  to  lie  caught  in  it  one  o'  these  d;n   . 
Hill.  How's  that,  JACK? 

-k.  D'ye  see,  we  have  had  an  idee 

As  our  deck  is  a  bit  like  o'  free  British  soil. 

Hut  this  chap  says,  says  he,  that  's  pure  tiddlededee  — 

Mere  misleuuin'  '"  metafore  "  ! 


BM.  Pity  to  spoil 

raightforrard  rule  with  sueh  stuff,  JACK,  say  I. 
Which,  wot  with  their  ('irkyli  r.-,  chatter  and  patt*  i . 
We  're  more  in  a  fog  than  tin-  ll'mii/unrtl — 'ooe  wv, 
We've  got  no  eliart  to  >tf  r  !•>      and  that 's  what  's 

the  matter! 
Jack  (run: 

\  "mctatojv,"  eh  lln.i.!     Tliat  sticks  in  my  gizzard, 
Which  how  many  more  sueh  ialso  signals  is  li\ 
Who  knows v     An  A  Ii  ain't  exactly  a  wizard  ; 
/can't  see  my  way,  HILL,  it 's  no  use  a  trying. 
All  that  'hunt  linn  \MKK  arulin' the  wa> 
"  Hearts  of  Oak,"  and  the  "Cherub  as  sits  up  alolt ." 
\\'itli  (lie  1'nio],  n't  cover  no  si: 

Is  metafore,  p'raps  ! 

/in  /nix  /M-rii  hiking  n  .I/M  II  ul  tin-  1'n, 

Avast  jawing,  .1  \<'h  '.     Soft  ! 

Here's  another  bigwig-    and  a   Lawyer,  by  -lingo!  — 
'  mi  xiir/i  Iliiinj  K.S  ii  Xlace,  by  the  line 
OfOU  Kiiyl.mil! 

Jack.  Ay,  ay!  that 's  the  right  sort  o'  liniro. 

Let  'em  stick  to  that  there,  and  what  ne«d  o'  much 

jaw? 

What  call  for  to  reekcrnise  any  sich  sham 
As  the  ''rights"  of  a  rogue  in  the  thing  ho  has 

stole?— 

For  to  talk  about  >n<i/ing,  Brii.'s  only  a  flam, 
When  the  article  's  contryband, — sich  as  a  Soul.' 
Hill.  Jest  so,  JACK.    My  eyes !  if  we  Ve  got  for  to  play 
The  part  o'  Perlice  to  scaped  Niggers  and  sudi, 
Why,  don't  let  us  have  no  more  "  metafores,"  pray, 
they  only  means  bounce  when  they're  put  to 
the  touch. 
Jud:  (juiintiinj  tn  Paper').  Here 's  lots  o'  palaver :  I  don't 

rightly  see 
What  the  plague  they  are  driving  at.    When  they 

have  done, 

I  hope  that  plain  fellows,  like  you,  HILL,  and  me, 
May  be  able  to  spell  out  our  dutv.     For  one 
I  goes  for  the  faith  of  the  true-lilue  old  school, 
I  hat  a  man-o'-war's  deck  's  like  a  bit  o'  free  land  ; 
lint  it'  that  's  only  Metafore — let 's  have  the  rule 
Put  in  plain  English  speech,  as  we  '11  all  understand. 


THE  ANGEL  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

(An  Apostrophe  to  DH.  Jonxsojr.) 

M.IRUIED  life  is  ^indeed  a  sad  affair  when  all  the  conversation 
between  the  partners  is  "  whether  the  mutton  shall  be  boiled  or 
roast,  and  probably  a  dispute  about  that."  But  in  so  saying,  DE. 
JOHNSON,  you  did  not  mean  to  countenance  a  foolish  disesteem  of 
eating,  and  to  censure  culinary  discussion.  No,  Sir — not  you.  A 
conference — no  altercation — between  husband  and  wife  as  to  what 
shall  be  done  with  the  mutton  or  the  beef — question  not  confined  to 
the  alternative  of  boiling  or  roasting,  but  extending  to  the  possi- 
bility of  frying,  stewing,  mincing,  hashinsr,  making  a  rol-au-n-nf 
of  it,  or  a  curry,  or  bubble-and-squeak — this,  Sir,  surely  you  would 
consider  an  intellectual  talk  on  a  practical  branch  of  the  most  useful 
knowledge.  You  were  never  the  man  to  disparage  gastronomy,  or 
i  ology  either  ;  you,  Sir,  who  declared  that  "  the  man  who  would 
not  take  care  of  his  belly  would  hardly  take  care,  of  anything 
else." 

Sir,  an  interesting  letter  in  the  Hour— a.  Tory,  or,  as  we  now 
say,  a  Conservative  paper,  mind — on  "Teachers  of  Local  Cookery 
Schools,"  signed  "  SI-KS,"  announces  that  at  Darlington,  Stockport, 
Middlesborough,  and  other  places  in  the  North,  some  sensible  persons 
are  actively  endeavouring  to  institute  local  schools  of  Cookery.  You 
will  doubtless  appro\  <•  the  sui;-irestion  of  "  SPKS  "  that  it  is  not  only 
girls  in  elementary  schools,  but  girls  in  "middle  schools  "—that  is  to 
say,  School-board  schools  for  general  teaching — who  require  instruc- 
tion in  the  art  of  preparing  food  : — 

"  A  local  school  should  provide  for  teaching  both  classes  ;  and  MR.  BITK- 
MASTER,  at  one  of  the  meetings  to  which  we  have  referred,  says  : — '  A  local 
school  should  not  exist  f.ir  the  instruction  of  children  of  the  working  elasses 
only,  Imt  the  daughters  of  the  middle  and  upper  classes,  and,  indeed,  any 
.lass  wishing  for  the  instruction.  It  is  the  want  of  this  knowledge  which 
makes  mistresses  dependent  on  their  servants. '  " 

Why,  Sir,  might  you  not  have  said  all  this  yourself  ?  and  did  you 
not,  in  fact,  very  often  say  the  like  in  the  course  of  your  valuable 
lifer  \ou  know  the  concise  Alderman  who,  being  a  man  of  more 
wisdom  than  eloquence,  exclaimed  on  an  occasion,  "  I  say  '  ditto  '  to 
Mu.  BTTRKK  !  "  Sir,  you  are  eloquent,  otherwise  you  likewise  might 
simply  say  "  ditto  "  to  what  follows  :— 


"  The  school  must  be  taught  by  a  person  who  had  not  only  pimed  the 
technical  and  practical  examinations  at  South  Kensington,  bat  who  was  able 
to  impart  her  knowledge  to  others  in  a  pleasing  and  interesting  manner. 
Such  a  teacher  should  be  received  and  treated  as  a  Lady,  supposing  her  to  be, 
as  she  ought  to  be,  a  person  of  education  and  refinement,  with  whom  no  Lady 
ought  to  be  ashamed  to  associate.  You  can  never  elevate  or  improve  the  Art 
of  Cookery  by  despising  the  persons  engaged  in  teaching  it." 

Them,  Sir — pardon  the  vernacularism — them  's  your  sentiments. 
That  is,  if  BOKY  has  enabled  us  to  divine  them.  Yon  must  know 
that  the  ME.  BUCKMASTEE  referred  to  by  "  SPES,"  is  a  propagandist 
of  practical  gastronomy,  an  expert  and  able  philosopher,  who  goes 
about  doing  good  by  lecturing  on  culinary  science  and  art.  You 
perceive  that  a  principal  object  of  BUCKHASTER'S  labours  is  to  train 
ladies  to  be,  so  to  speak,  Buck  mistresses — and  what  better  right- 
hand,  I  ask  you,  for  a  Materfamilias '(  Mistress-cooks  are  rare.  A 
chef  is  ex  ri  termini,  always  a  man.  Master  minds  in  cookery,  as 
in  poetry,  painting,  and  music,  are  specifically — genderically  may 
we  say — masculine.  Is  cookery,  then,  one  of  the  High  Arts  ?  Per- 
haps ;  but  until  Ladies  are  taught  that  art  as  well  as  those  others, 
we  cannot  know  that  its  highest  range  is  above  their  powers.  Mas- 
culine ideas  may  be  necessary  for  composing  a  symphony,  but  do 
you  not  think  due  precept  and  practice  should  suffice  to  enable  any 
thinking  woman  to  compose  a  salmi  ?  Many  women  have  an  apti- 
tude for  inventive  cookery,  as  in  the  case  of  a  Lady  who  did  herself 
the  injustice  of  saying  that  she  had  made  some  mock-turtle  out  nt 
her  own  head.  Surely,  Sir,  this  aptitude  has  only  to  be  duly  culti- 
vated to  qualify  any  Lixdy  endowed  with  it  for  appointments  at  Clubs 
and  Hotels  now  entirely  engrossed  by  the  male  eex,  or  to  preside 
over  the  kitchen  as  well  as  at  the  table  of  a  rational  husband,  one 
who,  having  known  how  to  appreciate  a  real  treasure,  has  insured 
himself  an  anti-past  of  your  Elysian  and  ambrosial  beatitude,  Sir, 
in  the  good  things  provided  for  him  at  home,  by  the  truly  platen* 
uxar,  an  educated  woman  whose  education  has  rendered  "her,  as  a 
thorough  Cook,  indeed  an  "  Angel  in  the  Houae." 


SPORTIXC  IxTKLl.KiF.NTK.— MK.  WnsToy.  who  has  walked,  and  was 
still  walking  when  we  last  heard  of  him,  so  hard  against  Time, 
declares  he  is  not  in  the  least  sensible  to  the  shock  of  the  collision. 
Will  he  never  stop  ?  It  really  looks  like  it. 
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SWEET    SIMPLICITY. 

Visitor.  ",IAXE,  HAS  YOUR  MISTRESS  GOT  A  BOOT-JACK?" 

"No,  SIR;  1'i.BASB,  SIR,  I  CLBA.N  ALL  THE  BOOTS,  Sir.!" 


THE  ANTI-VIVISECTION  MOVEMENT. 

A  MKK'i'ixii  <>!  lower  Animals  to  claim  participation  in  any  measure  which 
may  be  framed  to  regulate  the  practice  of  Vivisection,  was  held  last  evening  at 
i  in-  .Ksopian  Hall.  A  Pig  was  unanimously  voted  into  the  Chair. 

The  Pig  complained  that  Pigs  were  subjected  to  death  by  most  unpleasant 
\  Bisection.  An  incision  was  made  through  the  Pig's  neck  into  a  large  vein, 
and  lie  was  bh-d  to  death.  He  demanded  that  porcine  Vivisection  should  be 
performed under  chloroform.  Then  he  should  not  mind.  A  Pig  must  die  i 

.  and  if  under  an  ana-st  bet  ie,  after  a  good  meal,  he  would  as  soon  that  as  sleep. 

The  Eel  wanted  to  know  how  much  longer  he  was  going  to  be  skinned  alive. 
lie  would  give  the  most  decided  contradiction  to  the  statement  that  Eels  were 
used  to  it.  He  spoke  on  'behalf  of  Fishes  in  general.  It  was  as  bad  as  any 
Vivisection  to  be  booked  on  to  a  night-line,  and  remain  so  for  hours. 

The  Earthworm  had  something  to  say  to  that.  His  own  lot  was  still  worse ; 
and  the  Eel  might  remember  that  he  owed  all  he  got  to  biting  at  worms. 

The  Eel  replied  that,  as  for  that,  it  was  only  putting  worms  out  of  their  misery. 

The  Earthworm  would  submit  that  fishing  with  pround-bait  should  be  for- 
n,  and  gardeners  obliged  to  be  careful  in  diguing  not  to  cut  worms  in  two. 

The  Lobster  wanted  to  know  if  the  proposed  Vi\  isection  liill  would  contain 
any  proviBicra  to  protect  him  from  continuing  to  be  boiled  a  I 

I'he  Domestic  Pigeon  contended  that  being  torn  with  shot  which  did  not  at 
kill  a  bird,  amounted  to  Vivisection  of  the  very  worst  kind,  for  it  had  not 
\nise  of  shooting  wild  creatures  for  food,  nor  that  of  any  scientific  or  other 
us  -fid  object  whatever. 

The  Sheep  concurred  with  all  that  had  fallen  from  the  President  the  Pig. 
lie  wished  to  know  if  mutton  would  be  any  the  worse  for  being  made  under 
laughing-gas  ': 

The  CaB  denied  to  extend  the  observations  of  the  last  speaker  to  veal.  It 
wascruel  stinginess  of  butchers  to  grudge  a  poor  animal  a  little  nitrous  oxide. 

'I  he  r'rog  had  been  represented  by  sonic  physiologists  as  a  creature  of  what 
they  called  "low  organisation."  They  tried  to  make  out  that  Vivisection  did 
not,  hurt  him.  He  knew  best,  and  he  begged  to  differ  trom  them. 

The  Beetle  said  he  had  SIIAKSITAKT'S  authority  tor  the  fact  that  when 
trodden  to  death  he  suffered  as  much  us  Gog  or  Jlairog  would.  People  should 
mind  how  they  walked;  and  he  had  quite  as  much  right  to  protection  as  the 
I-  rog. 


The  Flea  also  aru'iieil  that  no  relation  whatever  i  \- 
isted  between  si/c  and  sutierin  .  lie  was  liable  to  be 
cracked  without  the  slightest  compunction.  If  cracked 
at  all,  why  not  under  chloroform  ''  He  claimed  the  same 
consideration  as  his  biggers. 

Several  Animals  here  rose  ;,(  ,„],.,,,  ;l,,,i  .,:i\,\  that  Legis- 
lation must  draw  the  line  somewhere.  An  uproar  of 
inarticulate  noises  ensued,  and  the  M,  ,  ting  broke  up  in 
confusion. 


THE  \VK()X(;s  OF  OUR  NATIVES. 

(  /  /if    .l/t/7iVs'.s'  i  if  Milton.) 


MIC  revelations  whieh  are 
oalculafc 

•ifi'circ  Ma.  RBOOBMEB  WFM  at 

''Hester  Quarter    Sr.--i"lis,    invnlving   a    elianie   of  theft 

IITH,  employed  M  oyrterman  :it"Thc 

'(•r  (Limited  )"   ivslaiirant  below  tlic  It'jyal  Exchange. 
On  the  18th  of  January  he  got£t  (Von)  the  ra-hi.-r  to  buy  oysters, 
"inled  with  the  innm-y.     On  his  apprehension  a  month 
later  at  Harrogate  he  denied  tlie  theft,  and  said  he  had  let'  H 
place  because  fie  was  disgusted  at  having  to  siipjih   ' 
a-   natives.     The  cashier  and  the   manager  of  'tin-  restaurant 
admitted,  um:  .:uinati»n    In    tin-    primmer'  .-    • 

MR.  COTTINGHAM,  that  it  was  the  practice  to  put  Dutrl 
into  native  sheila,  and  sell  them  under  the  pretence  that  they 
were  native  o\  manager  stated  he  was  the  responsible 

person,  and  'kept  it  quiet.'  It  was  done  at  the  suggestion  of 
the  prisoner.  The  prisoner  was  found  guilty,  and  was  sent  to 
gaol  for  six  month-." 

DEAR  PUKCH, 

We  gape  with  indignation 

At  tliis  appalling  revelation  ! 

Crossing  m  love  we  hold  a  trifle, 

J!ut  thin  stirs  wrath  too  strong  to  stifle. 

We  '\o  seen  our  race,  by  lovers'  treason, 

O'crdredged,  and  swallowed  out  of  season  ; 

We  've  borne  the  sauce  of  vulgar  rivals, 

Though  —  thank  our  strength  —  we're  still  sur- 
vivals — 

But,  by  our  beards,  this  is  too  much— 

To  be  translated  to  Low  Dutch  ! 
What  's  six  months  for  this  worst  of  "  sells," 
That  serves  up  Dutch  in  Natives'  shells  ? 
How  could  they  hope  to  "  keep  it  quiet," 
While  England,  like  Worms,  has  a  diet  ? 

Manchester  of  its  taste  cracks  much  ; 
But  fancy  DA.XUO  done  by  Dutch  ! 

\Vhat  is  electoral  personation 
To  this  fraud  on  our  reputation  ? 
Aliens  pretend  to  Native  worth  ! 
Then  what  is  name  or  fame  on  earth  ? 
Much  it  concerns  the  whole  community 
Such  a  crime  pass  not  with  impunity. 

I  lear  we  may  be,  but  we  're  delicious  ; 
And  less  we  'd  fetch  if  less  you  "d  fish  us. 
Seasons  too  should  share  blame  for  that! 
How  can  we  help  short  falls  of  "  spat  "  / 
Hut  Natives'  character  should  stand  — 
Above  all,  in  their  native  land  — 
At  whate'er  cost  they  show  your  dish  on, 
Like  CESAR'S  wife,  above  suspicion  ! 

Sure  this  worst  form  of  personation 
Asks  the  strong  hand  of  legislation. 
It  they  who  personate  electors 
Have  statutes,  sentences,  detect 
What  Act  would  be  too  bad  for  stirh  men 
As  dare  for  Natives  pass  oif  Dutchmen  ': 
And  though  I  thank  ltooiM>t;i;  \Vi.-i  , 
The  muse  of  MJLTOJT  in  my  breast 
Swells  into  protest  at  the  thought 
That  such  crime,  to  conviction  brought, 
But  dooms  the  wretch  to  six  months'  prison 
Who  gives  the  Dutchman  what  's  not  /ii.t'ii, 
But  mine,  the  advantage  of  the  favour 
I  owe  to  my  unrivalled  flavour  ! 
Then  lay,  0  Punch,  thy  potent  lash 
On  him  that,  for  vile  greed  of  cash, 
The  worse  for  better  oyster  sells, 
And  plants  intruders  in  our  sh< 
What  doom  's  too  bad  for  the  low  caitiffs 
Who  pass  oil  Dutch  for 

Your  own, 

:  v  KN  : 
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EASIER    SAID    THAN    DONE. 

Draper's  Shopman  (Melbourne,  Victoria).   "WHAT  DO  YOU  WANT,  MY  MAN?" 

Successful  Gold-Digger  (who  has  been  admiriiig  the  Customer  seated  near  him).   "  Jisx  YOU  RIG  our  MY  Missus  LIKE  THAT  'EBB  YOUNG 
'OoMAN  !  ! " 


THE  SLEEPY  HOLLOW  OF  SCIENCE. 

A  LECTURE  on  "  The  Paraffins  and  their  Alcohols  "  was  given  the 
other  Friday  evening  by  PROFESSOR  ODLLNG,  in  the  Theatre  of  the 
Royal  Institution. 

A  lecture  by  a  clever  man  on  combustible  matters,  illustrated  by 
experiment,  is  peculiarly  interesting  to  a  popular  audience.  The 
remark,  therefore,  below  quoted  from  a  report  of  PROFESSOR 
ODLING'S  discourse,  may  to  some  minds  appear  unaccountable,  if  not 
a  joke  at  the  Professor's  expense.  Of  paraffins  the  Lecturer  had 
said : — 

"  The  lightest  and  most  volatile  varieties  constitute  benzoline,  a  liquid  of 
many  uses  in  the  arts,  but  exceedingly  dangerous  for  lamps." 

His  reporter  continues  :— 

"  PROFESSOR  ODLING  placed  a  minute  quantity  on  some  cotton  wool  in  a 
jar  of  oxygen,  allowed  a  few  seconds  for  it  to  diffuse  itself,  and  then  applied  a 
match.  A  sharp,  short,  and  very  loud  report  resulted,  the  effect  of  which  was 
peculiarly  observable  on  those  of  the  audience  who  were  unable  to  struggle 
against  the  demand  for  an  after-dinner  doze." 

Nobody,  however,  who  has  ever  experienced  a  crowded  theatre  of 
an  evening  at  the  Royal  Institution  will  make  the  mistake  of  sup- 
posing that  PROFESSOR  ODLING'S  observations  on  paraffin  had  sent  a 
good  many  of  his  hearers  to  sleep.  The  demand  for  an  after-dinner 
doze  on  their  parts  was  created  not  by  scientific  information,  but  by 
carbonic  acid  gas,  with  which  the  atmosphere  in  the  Theatre  of  the 
Royal  Institution  is  always  loaded  when  full  of  people  whose  lungs, 
by  a  law  of  nature,  exhale  that  narcotic.  What  we  learn  from  their 
somnolence  is  not  that  PROFESSOR  ODLING  lectured  in  a  somniferous 
style,  but  that  the  Royal  Institution  remains  unventilated,  although 
its  Managers  have  had  pointed  put  to  them,  what  it  is  strange  they 
should  need  to  be  told,  that  their  Theatre,  a  Theatre  of  Science  in 
general,  and  Physiology  and  Chemistry  in  particular,  whenever 
crammed,  is  crammed,  literally,  to  suffocation. 


MY  ONLY  "  CROSSED  CHECKS."— My  own  Shepherd's-plaid  Trousers. 


GAMGEE  TO  CELIA. 

(See  the  Accounts  of  the  Professor's   Wonderful  "  Glaciariuin,"  or 
Seal-Ice-Rink.) 

RINK  with  me  upon  Nature's  ice, 

And  I  '11  match  hers  with  mine : 
Out  of  your  asphaltes,  so  cracked  up, 

'Tis  I  will  take  the  shine ! 
I  make  an  ice  that's  more  than  nice — 

Ethereal,  divine! 
And  they  in  Rinks  that  would  invest, 

Had  best  buy  into  mine  ! 


The  Great  Divide. 

THE  EARL  OF  DUNRAVEN  has  chosen  a  subject  for  his  new  book 
which  will  deeply  interest  all  British  matrons.  Of  course  the  object 
of  The  Great  Divide  is  to  teach  economy  in  the  use  of  coals  and 
firewood.  His  Lordship  would,  however,  do  well  to  attend  a  Spelling 
Bee,  and  he  will  then  be  able  to  announce  his  next  edition  under 
its  correct  heading,  with  the  "e"  in  the  right  place,  and  an 
explanatory  second  title,  i.e., The  Grate  Divide;  or.  How  to  Save 
Half  your  Fuel.  A  Narrative  of  Mi-grating  into  the  .Hearthstone 
Country  during  the  Last  Three  Winters.  But  perhaps  this  would 
be  more  suitable  to  Lord  Dundreary  than  LORD  DUITRAVEN.  Or, 
why  not  collaborate  ? 

Baring  and  Over-bearing. 

THAT  FLOWER'S  crusade  has  not  been  vain, 

By  a  late  change  is  shown : 
Ere  he  '11  brook  SALISBURY'S  bearing-rein, 

NOKTHBKOOK  gives  up  his  own ! 


A    DISH    RE-CHRISTENED.— For    Cabinet    Pudding,    read    Suez 
Dumpling-. 
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SACRILEGE. 

Purinh-Clt-1-k's  Wife.   "LET  YOU  INTO  THE  CHURCH,  TO   DRAW  A  INTERIOR  1 
I  DU'STN'T  BO  IT,  Miss.     THERE  WAS  A  PARTY  THERE  LAST  YEAH,  AND  DO  you 

KNOW    THEY    LEFT  A    'ORBID     lU-slMIN'    TRAC'    IN    TOE    HECTOR'S    PEW  !       EVER 

IIIAI   n's  AfJAixsr  ORDERS  1" 


OUR  COUPLE  OF  CRAZES. 

THE  thoughtful  Sage,  who  notes  each  "rage  " 

Prevailing  'inongst  his  kind, 
Regards  with  amaze  the  present  craie 

<  >l  what 's  called  the  public  mind, 
On  a  single  fad  the  world  run  mad 

'Tis  no  new  thing  to  see  ; 
But  now  'tis  insane  upon  fancies  twain — 

The  Rink  and  the  Spelling  Bee. 

Like  droves  and  herds,  and  flocks  of  birds, 

Like  oxen,  sheep,  and  swine, 
And  rooks  and  daws,  whom  an  instinct  draws 

Together,  how  folks  combine, 
With  one  consent  on  a  purpose  bent, 

For  no  reason  the  wise  can  see, 
With  a.  common  crush  as  in  crowds  they  rush 

To  the  Rink  and  the  Spelling  Bee  ! 

The  human  swarm  will  sometimes  form 

Intent  on  perilous  ends : 
But  if  spelling  and  skates  have  turned  your 'pates, 

That  is  all  the  harm,  dear  friends. 
You  indulge  no  vice  on  the  mimic  ice, 

Or  in  mild  orthographic', 
And  no  naughtiness  shames  the  popular  games  f 

Of  the  Rink  and  the  Spelling  Bee. 


Our  William's  Last. 

FANCY  what  the  Farmers  will  say  to  MH.  GLADSTONE'S 
late  declaration  that  he  derived  more  lively  and  unmixed 
satisfaction  "  from  the  increase  of  the  agricultural 
labourer's  wages  "than  from  "any  of  the  economical 
changes  ho  had  lived  to  witness ! >:  "  Increase  o' 
labourer's  wiges !  Yah !  Call  that  there  a  economical 
change  ?  Purty  economy  for  we  Farmers !  There  be'n't 
many  as  'ood  practns  the  'conomy  o'  spendun  moor  money 
nor  they  could  help.  What's  the  differ'nce,  at  that 
rate,  'tween  economy  and  ixtravagance  ?  "  In  these,  or 
similar  observations,  it  may  be  feared  that  too  many 
agricultural  gentlemen  will  criticise  the  epithet  applied 
in  its  philosophical  sense  by  WILLIAM  to  increase  of 
wages.  

AD  VICE  TO  ASPIRANTS.— If  you  go  in  for  a  Spelling  Bee, 
and  are  brought  down  at  the  first  shot,  mind  not  to  be 
waspish. 


CLUBS  ARE  TRUMPS. 

Ni:\v  Clubs  are  rising  almost  as  rapidly  as  Rinks  and  faster  than 

mushrooms.     An  Unsophisticated  provincial  may  perhaps  wonder 

what  (1  .Humiliation  of  mankind  remains  to  be  catered  for.  Mr.  I'um-h 

iiisxver  his  mute  ama/ement  with  the  following  list  of  proposed 

flubs  :— 

"  The  Janus."  Political.  For  unsuccessful  Candidates  in  Parlia- 
mriitary  Elections,  who  arc  not  c|tiitr  decided  as  to  what  line  they 
may  adopt  when  they  next  offer  themselves  to  the  Nation. 

"  The  Brillantine."  Social.  For  the  younger  members  of  the 
highest  Society,  •who  find  their  partings  not  accurately  defined  at 
Tnri:i  ITT'H  or  DouotAs's.  A  staff  of  German  shavers  and  French 
hairdressers  are  engaged. 

"  The  Wag  and  Lavish."  Military.  For  those  Gentlemen  who, 
having  strong-  military  tastes,  aro,  from  failure  in  obtaining  com- 
missions in  the  Army,  ineligible  for  election  at  the  Army  and  Navy, 
•Tumor  ditto,  United  Service,  Junior  i<lr»i,  Naval  and  Military, 
Horse  and  Foot,  Star  and  Garter,  and  other  Clubs.  No  Servant  of 
this  Club  will  address  any  Member  otherwise  than  "  Captain." 

"  The  Tarbrush."  Consolation.  For  Gentlemen  who  have  been 
blackballed  at  all  other  Clubs.  Five  blackballs  insure  admittance. 

"  The  Ham-and-Eggs."  Festive.  Many  Gentlemen  having 
complained  that  in  no  London  Club  can  they  pet  a  decent  early 
breakfast  after  leaving  the  Hyde  Green  whist-table  at  six  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  this  Club  will  be  considered  positively  a  sine  ijn,i 
nun  for  men  about  Town,  and  breakfasts,  at  a  moment's  notice, 
may  be  obtained  here  between  5  and  10  A.M.  during  the  Season. 

"The  Worms."  Ditto.  A  Club  which  has  long  been  wanted. 
Where  early  birds,  turned  out  of  other  Clubs  by  their  absurd  rules 
and  regulations,  may  find  a  snack  and  a  pack  of  cards  after  4  A.M. 

"  The  Pavement."  Good  intentional.  Only  Gentlemen  are  eligible 
who  have  sworn  off  plunging,  whist,  and  ecarte,  and  have^made  vows 


to  drink  nothing  stronger  than  gingerbeer.  Spillikins  the  only 
game  allowed  in  the  Club.  Tea  at  any  hour  up  till  twelve  at  night. 

"The  Alexandrine."  Literary.  It  has  long  been  a  subject  of 
astonishment  in  literary  circles  that  no  Club  has  been  started  to 
meet  the  requirements  of  Poets — a  class  now  increasing  every  day. 
This  Club  is  opened  to  benefit  the  numerous  disciples  of  Parnassus 
who  may  not  nnd  their  wsthetical  tastes  appreciated  by  Club  men  of 
other  denominations.  A  Listener  of  long  standing  and  great  judg- 
ment will  be  kept  on  the  establishment.  Members  may  introduce 
Publishers  as  visitors  at  all  hours.  Hair-brushes  not  allowed. 

"  The  Sable  Stockings."  Exclusive.  Got  up  by  Gentlemen  who 
have  found  it  expedient  to  retire  from  the  Hyde  Green,  Bezique, 
Brag,  and  other  card-playing  reunions.  Members  are  allowed  to 
bring  their  own  packs,  bones,  and^boxes. 

Other  Clubhouses  top  numerous  to  mention  are  in  course  of 
con-  and  obstruction,  with  power  to  add  to  their  number. 


Two  Birds  with  One  Stone. 

ME.  PUNCH, 

SIB, — I  'd  like  to  know  why  we  're  having  all  this  bothera- 
tion about  the  addition  to  the  Royal  Title '(    Sure  HEK  MAJESTY 
(long  life  to  her !) '  can  do  what  she  plases.    It  is  not  as  if  there 
wasn't  a  new  style  convenient,  and  one  that  would  flatther  HM.- 
than  the  Indies. 

See  here,  Sir.  Don't  we  all  know  the  Emerald  Me  is  the  finest 
jool  in  the  British  Crown,  and  why  wouldn't  the  QUBBH  be  ownin' 
it  ':  Sure,  thin,  isn't  hero  an  iligant  title  which  would  be  ni<|ually 
nate  and  appropriate  for  Ireland  as  for  India— and  that 's  the  Paddy 
Shah  '•: 

Should  the  Roval  Titles  Bill  pass  its  Third  Reading  in  the 
Commons,  LORD  BROWNE  AND  ORANMORE  might  take  the  matter  in 
hand,  when  the  Act  reaches  the  Upper  House. 

Allow  me,  Sir,  to  sign  myself  j^  pAT  AND  A  pATEIOT. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


E  may  take  comfort  from  LORD  CARNARVON'S 
assurance  (Lords,  Monday,  March  13)  that,  if 
the  DUKE  OP  BUCKINGHAM,  when  Colonial 
Secretary,  did  despotically  abrogate  the  Con- 
stitution of  Heligoland,  Heligoland  has  since 
got  on  ever  so  much  better  for  the  loss  of  her 
Constitution.  She  no  longer  shares  the  dis- 
credit of  Monaco,  the  Governor  having  done 
what  her  Constitutional  Council  wouldf  not — 
put  down  her  gaming-tables.  A  desultory  talk 
on  Iron-clads,  led  off  by  LORD  DUNSANY.  Why  is  it  that  on  Naval  Construction  everybody  thinks  himself  able  to  advise  the  Government  ? 
What  with  Naval  Lords,  Naval  Construction  Board,  Professional  Advisers,  Amateur  Critics  of  the  Royal  Navy,  the  Merchant  Service,  and 
all  the  Yacht  Clubs,  the  Admiralty  ought  surely  to  be  able  to  command  the  best  advice.  Punch  never  reads  a  Parliamentary  dis- 
cussion on  the  subject  of  ships  and  ship-building,  and  what  the  Admiralty  ought  to  be  and  to  do,  but  the  moral  of  ^Esop's  Old  Man 
and  hit  Ass  is  borne  in  strong  on  his  mind. 

(Commons.} — Nor  was  the  thought  of  that  pregnant  apologue  ever  more  present  than  to-night,  when,  after  ME.  BENTINCK'S 
Resolution  (that  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  should  be  a  Naval  Officer)  had  been  curtly,  and  with  general  consent,  disposed  of  by  261 
to  18,  MB.  DISRAELI  having  first  elaborately  smothered  Big  Ben  under  Blue  Books,  MR.  REED  applied  his  private  and  peculiar  measuring 
rod  to  our  iron-clad  sea-going  Navy,  and  by  excluding  first  one  class  of  ships  as  too  long,  and  another  as  too  short,  and  a  third  as 
too  fast,  and  a  fourth  as  too  slow,  or  for  some  equally  sufficient  reason,  brought  down  our  fighting  fleet  to  a  poor  dozen,  and  hence 
concluded,  to  his  own  satisfaction,  at  least,  that  France,  joined  with  either  Germany,  Russia,  Austria,  Turkey,  or  Italy  would  be  more 
than  a  match  for  Great  Britain.  Even  Germany,  Russia,  and  Austria— land-lubbers  our  JACKS  have  been  accustomed  to  think 
the  smallest  beer  of — together  were  stronger  on  the  Ocean  than  poor  BRITANNIA,  ex-Queen  of  the  Sea !  Our  rule  of  the  waves,  in  fact, 
according  to  REED,  is  a  lapsed  legacy  of  the  past,  and  an  idle  dream  of  the  future,  unless  we  lean  on  our  REED  as  we  ought,  and  go  on 
as  he  would  have  us,  building  more,  and  still  more,  Iron-clads  of  the  kind  he  fancies.  "  Vous  etes  orfevre,  Maitre  Josse!"  You  are 
an  iron-clad-ship-constructor,  MR.  REED.  Not  only  do  you  believe  in  nothing  but  Iron-clads ;  but  your  faith  in  Iron-clads  is  apparently 
confined  to  those  of  MR.  REED'S  building.  Verbum  sap. 

Till  somebody  will  satisfy  Mr.  Punch  that  there  is  a  vital  distinction  between  land-fighting  and  sea-fighting,  he  must  continue 
to  ask  why  the  experience  of  armour  on  shore  is  so  utterly  inapplicable  to  the  future  of  armour  at  sea  ?  Why,  if  the  Knight's  steel- 
coat  wasvthickened  and  complicated  till  it  fairly  swamped  the  man  inside,  growing,  at  last,  too  heavy  for  any  horse  to  carry,  and  too 
cumbrous  Jor  any  strength  to  wear,  and  wield  weapons  in,  should  not  a  similar  danger  be  apprehended  from  thickening  the  armour- 
plates  of  our  men-of-war  ?  So  far  from  feeling  with  REED,  Punch  must  own  to  deriving  comfort  from  MR.  WARD  HUNT'S  assurance 
that  for  the  present  he  means  to  confine  the  new  ship-building  work  of  the  year  to  ««armoured  vessels.  We  want  eighty-four  of  these, 
it  seems,  for  the  regular  reliefs,  and  have  only  eighty  forthcoming ;  so  MR.  HUNT  has  already  made  contracts  for  six  gunboats  and  two 
sloops,  without  waiting  for  leave  of  Parliament,  and  proposes  to  contract  for  twelve  more  gunboats,  six  corvettes,  three  sloops,  and 
four  torpedo-vessels — in  all  4,000  tons  of  new  unarmoured  craft  to  5,200  of  armoured  ships  now  building  under  contracts  of  former 
years.  Altogether,  if  MB.  HUNT  asks  for  £11,400,000  of  Navy  Estimates,  he  shows  us  value  received  for  it.  And,  as  earnest  of  his 
performance  in  the  year  to  come,  he  informs  us  he  has  built  up  to  within  450  tons  of  his  programme  in  the  year  gone  by.  If  Punch 
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ON    HER    DIGNITY. 

Cook  (at  tlit.  Registry  Office).  "  'AviN1  NEVER  LIVED  WITH  ANY  BUT  'ion  FAM'LIES,  'SHOULD  WISH  TO 

THEIR   CARRIAGE,— MEX-SUWAXTS   IN   THE  'OuSE,— MOVES   IN  GOOD  SOCIETY " 

Mistress  of  the  Office  (shortly).  "  THE  LADY  HAS  BEEN  PRESENTED  AT  COURT,  IP  THAT  WILL  SUIT  YOU  !" 
Cook  (condescendingly).  "  TUASXS.     Taen  I  TBISK  I'LL  CALL  UPON  nsRll" 


KNOW  IF  THE  PARTY  KEEPS 


dealers  in  skins,  but  it  does  not  beget  confidence  in  the  article ; 
and  "  Nothing  like  armour-plates !  "  works  the  same  way.  Punch 
can't,  for  the  life  of  him,  help  putting  more  trust  in  hearts  of  oak 
than  in  plates  of  iron,  and  in  big  guns  than  big  ships. 

Tuesday  (Lords). — "  Qiiis  tulcrit  Gracchos  de  seditions  querentes  ?" 
Fancy  LORD  HALIFAX  and  the  DUKE  OF  ARGYLL — two  of  the  most 
aggravatingest  Indian  Secretaries  that  ever  nagged  a  Governor- 
General  and  his  Supreme  Council  to  tearing  of  hair  and  gnashing  of 
teeth— united  to  wig  the  MARQUIS  OF  SALISBURY  for  dictation  to 
LORD  NOETHBEOOK,  because  he  preferred  other  tariff  reforms  to  the 
remission  of  the  5  per  cent,  import  duty  on  cotton  goods !  That  the 
Secretary  of  State  for  India  must  have  some  say  in  Indian  Government, 
is  admitted.  It  needed  no  J.  S.  MILL  to  come  from  the  grave 
to  tell  us  THAT.  That,  with  the  telegraph  at  his  elbow  to  say 
his  say  through,  the  Secretary  of  State  is  likely  to  say  it  more 
promptly  and  peremptorily  than  always  pleases  a  Governor-General, 
is  not  surprising.  Perhaps,  in  the  instance  specially  complained  of 
by  LORD  HALIFAX,  LORD  NORTHBBOOK  may  have  been  right,  and 
the  MABUUIS  or  SALISBURY  wrong.  Doctors  differ.  But  surely  it 
is  rather  unreasonable  to  complain  of  a  Secretary  of  State  suggesting 
that  it  might  be  more  convenient  if  important  acts  of  Indian  legisla- 
tion were  submitted  to  him,  as  a  rule,  for  approval,  before  they  are 
passed  in  Council,  rather  than  for  veto  after  passing.  Altogether,  in 
the  night's  debate  LORD  SALISBURY  seemed  to  Mr.  Punch  to  have 
decidedly  the  best  of  it — whatever  he  may  have  had  in  his  difference 
with  LORD  NORTHBROOK. 

(Commons.)— MR.  CLARE  RF.ED  enjoyed  that  pleasantest  and 
proudest  of  all  positions — that  of  the  martyr  who  can  point  to  the 
conversion  of  his  persecutors  to  the  faith  he  has  suffered  for.  He 
resigned  Office  because  the  Privy  Council  would  not  enforce  uni- 
form regulations  for  the  slaughter  of  diseased  cattle  in  Ireland 
and  England,  and  lo  the  Privy  Council  have  agreed,  as  LORD  SAXDON 
now  announces  to  the  House,  to  uniformity  of  regulation  in  the  two 
countries ! 

As  MR.  REED'S  case  was  unanswerable,  his  triumph  is  complete  ; 


and  he  has  fairly  earned  the  handsome  testimonial  which  his  friends 
the  tenant-farmers  have  subscribed  to  present  him  with. 

He  remarked  significantly,  in  closing  the  debate,  that  all  the 
changes  made  by  the  Privy  Council  had  been  made  since  his  resig- 
nation in  November.  He  has  earned  his  little  crow. 

The  Government  has  lost  more  in  ME.  REED  than  ME.  REED  in  his 
berth  under  the  Government. 

Wednesday. — A  wonder ! — the  Scotch  Members  divided  among 
themselves,  over  MR.  M'CLAHEN's  Bill  for  the  Abolition  of  Church- 
rates  in  Scotland.  As  the  organs  of  Scotland's  collective  wisdom 
always  manage  to  agree  among  themselves  when  the  object  in  view 
is  clearly  and  demonstrably  good,  we  conclude  that  MB.  M'CLABEN'S 
Bill  was  not  of  this  kind  ;  and  that  it  was  rejected  by  210  to  155  for 
good  and  sufficient  reasons. 

MB.  EGEBTON'S  Bill  for  putting  parishes  into  "  mission  "  whose 
parochial  "black  shepherds "  neglect  their  pastoral  charge,  was 
talked  out. 

Punch  is  rather  at  a  loss  whether  to  condole  with  MB.  EGEBTON, 
or  to  rejoice  for  JOHN  BULL  that  another  Clerical  bone  of  contention 
is  not  to  be  added  to  the  heap  already  collected  ;  but  he  is  disposed 
to  think  that  the  measure  might  have  done  good  in  some  cases,  and 
that  some  of  the  black  shepherds  it  aimed  at  might  be  the  better  for 
its  rod  being  hung  up  over  their  irreverend  heads. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  LOED  CHANCELLOB'S  Bill  for  lopping  the 
too  luxuriant  branches  of  the  Irish  Judicature.  The  twenty-three 
judges  are  to  be  cut  down  to  twenty. 

£t  tu,  Brute  !    Then  die,  Irish  Conservatism ! 

The  changes  suggested  seem  called  for.  But  let  us  hear  what 
Ireland — above  all,  the  Irish  Bar — may  have  to  say  to  them,  and  then 
cut  away,  CAIRNS  ! 

(Commons.)— Second  Reading  of  the  Royal  Titles  Bill.  The  Leader 
of  Her  Majesty's  Opposition  gave  voice  to  the  general  feeling 
in  his  Amendment  tnat  "it  is  inexpedient  to  impair  the  ancient 
and  Royal  dignity  of  the  Crown  by  the  assumption  of  the  »tyle  and 
title  of  '  Empress."  "  But  MB.  DISRAELI  persevered,  in  spite  of 
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argument  in  the  House  and  feeling  out-of-doors  ;  and  his  followers 
stood  staunchly  to  him,  and  gave  him  a  majority  of  105— m  a  full 
house— 305  to  200. 

Is  the  objection  really  a  party  move,  or  a  gross  ngment  ( 
Punch  right  in  thinking  that— party  apart— the  more  JOHN  Brat 
thinks  over  the  proposed  title,  the  less  he  likes  it  f  And  that 
whereas,  at  first,  J.  B.,  like  Mr.  P.  himself,  though  on  the  whole 
rather  for  Queen  than  Empress,  had  no  very  strong  feeling  m  the 
matter,  he  now  very  decidedly  would  rather  the  QUEEN  did  not 
weight  the  ancient  and  royal  style,  under  which  we  love  and 
honour  her,  with  a  new  and  unfamiliar  title,  of  doubtful  antecedents 

So  far  as  Mr.  P.  can  feel  JOHN 


and  objectionable  associations. 


Imperatrix." 

Friday  (Lords).— Crossed  Cheques  Bill  passed.  May  all  who  have 
had  crosses  and  checks  in  life  henceforth  find  them  coupled  in  the 
pleasant  guise  of  crossed  cheques. 

Bill  authorising  Pensions  to  three  Members  of  the  Council  of  India. 
LOED  SALISBURY  admits  that,  if  he  had  his  way,  he  would  have 
Members  of  the  Council  appointed  for  life,  leaving  it  to  themselves 
to  retire  and  draw  their  pensions  when  they  felt  no  longer  fit  for 
service.  That  would  be  the  handsomest  arrangement  in  the  ease  of 
such  men  as  deserve  to  fill  seats  in  the  Council,  and  so  give  the  last  of 
their  lives  to  the  public  service.  But  what  would  ME.  RYLANDS  say 
to  it? 

(Commons).— Sharp  attack  on  ME.  SCUDAMOEE.  All  his  figures,  in 
connection  with  the  purchase  of  the  Telegraphs,  called  over  the 
coals — his  estimates  of  cost  contrasted  with  actual  payments — those 
of  revenue  with  actual  returns,  and  general  cawing  of  the  croakers 
over  what  they  are  delighted  to  call  the  failure  of  a  great  experi- 
ment. They  crow  best  who  crow  last.  ME.  SCUDAMOEE,  and  the 
Purchase  of  the  Telegraphs — can  both  wait  for  time  to  justify  them. 
En  attendant,  LORD  JOHN  MANNEES  said  what  he  could  in  anti- 
cipation of  time.  So  Manners,  ye  cavillers,  and  croakers !  Be  of 
good  cheer,  SCUDAMOEE  ! 

ME.  MELDON  on  the  insufficient  salaries  of  Irish  National  School 
Teachers.  On  this  one  point,  and  only  this,  all  who  wish  well  to 
Ireland  are  of  one  mind.  Whether  out  of  voluntary  or  compulsory 
rates,  imperial  taxes,  or  school  pence,  the  salaries  of  Irish  National 
School  Teachers  have  got  to  be  raised.  The  Government  seems  to 
feel  it ;  so  Punch  hopes  he  may  live  to  see  it. 


LINKS   WITH    THE    PAST." 

To  the  Editor  of  Punch. 
IK, 

I  BELONQ  to  a"  singu- 
larly long-lived  race.    My 
great    grandfather    lived 
to  he  ninety -seven,    my 
grandfather  was  an  un- 
questioned     centenarian, 
my   father    would    have 
been    able    to    claim  the 
same  distinction   if  goul 
had  not  carried   him  of] 
somewhat      prematurely, 
and  I  myself  am  now  11 
my  ninety-second  year — 
writing,   as  I  think  you 
will  admit,  an  extraordi- 
nary hand  for  one  so  far 
advanced  in  life.    I  can- 
not remember  my  great- 
grandfather,     but      the 
family  tradition  has  never 
wavered  that  he  was  an 
eye-witness  to  SIE  WAL- 
TEB  RALEIGH  laying  down 
his  cloak  in  the  mud  for 
QUEEN  ELIZABETH  to  step 
upon.     My    grandfather 
whom  I  am  said  strongly 
to  resemble,  distinctly  re- 
collected the  wart  on  OIIVEB  CEOMWELL'S  face,  and  had  often 
escaped   from  his  nurse's    charge  to  see  CHAKLES  THE   SECOND 
feeding  the  ducks  in  St.  James's  Park.   I  think  the  event  which  hac 
left  the  deepest  impression  on  my  father's  mind  was  his  being  hoistet 
on  the  shoulders  of  "  BEN,"  the  old  family  coachman,  to  admire  thi 
illuminations  for  the  Battle  of  Blenheim. 
Here,  then,  you  have  only  four  generations  from  ELIZABETH  to 


VIOTOEIA.  I  imagine  it  would  be  difficult,  if  not  absolutely  impos- 
ible,  to  find  any  other  living  person  who  can  boast  of  such  extra- 
irdinary  links  with  the  past  as  these. 

Your  obedient  Servant,  NESTOH. 

MY  DEAR  ME.  PUNCH, 

I  WOULD  rather  not  mention  my  age,  but  will  leave  you  to 
conjecture  the  year  in  which  I  was  inoculated,  when  I  tell  you  that 
!  have  a  perfect  recollection  of  GEOEOE  THE  THIBD  applauding 
&ES.  SIDDONS,  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  in  the  character  of  Lady 
Teazle,  and  saying,  in  a  loud  voice,  "Very  good,  very  good,  very 
•ood !  " 

But  I  am  not  writing  to  you  to  gossip  about  my  own  reminiscences, 
jut  rather  to  inform  you  that  my  mother's  sisters  (AuNT  GEISELDA 
and  AUNT  JANET)  danced  with  the  young  Chevalier,  and  a  Gentle- 
man, who,  from  their  description,  I  think  must  have  been  Mr. 
Waverley,  at  the  ball  given  at  Holyrood,  in  the  eventful  '45.  We 
lave  still  in  our  possession  a  few  grains  of  snuff,  which  fell  from 
;he  Prince's  Vernis  Martin  tabatiere  on  that  memorable  occasion. 
!  would  enclose  some  for  your  inspection,  but  the  precious  powder 
an  heirloom)  is  in  the  muniment-room,  at  our  family  seat  m  Mid- 
lothian ;  and  I  write  this  hasty  note  from  Torquay,  where  I  am 
wintering. 

Ever  yours,  my  dear  Mr.  Punch, 

FLOEA  MAC  JAEVIE. 
I  enclose  my  photograph,  untouched. 

ME.  PUNCH, 

I  AM  eighty-four,  and  can  still  play  the  flute.  My  foster- 
srother  is  eighty-two,  and  able  to  read  the  smallest  print  without 
glasses.  My  mother-in-law,  who  was  ninety  when  she  died  (after 
living  with  us  for  more  than  half  a  century),  rode  to  market  on  a 
pillion  in  the  last  year  of  her  life.  One  of  my  sponsors  attained  the 
extraordinary  age  of  ninety-nine,  and  never  took  a  dose  of  medicine 
or  wore  a  great  coat.  The  husband  of  my  eldest  sister,  now  in  his 
seventy-ninth  year,  gets  up  at  six  winter  and  summer,  and  practises 
for  an  hour  with  the  dumb-bells.  Not  to  weary  you  with  too 
many  details,  my  step-father,  when  he  was  considerably  over  four- 
score, walked  from  Putney  to  Mortlake  and  back  on  the  day  of  the 
great  boat-race,  and  afterwards  dined  at  the  "  Star  and  Garter  "  at 
Richmond,  and  played  three  rubbers  in  the  evening. 

If  there  is  any  other  family  which  can  pretend  to  so  much 
longevity  and  vigour  in  its  different  members,  I  shall  be  surprised, 
and  not  altogether  pleased. 

Tours  faithfully,  SENEX. 

PUNCH. 

I  HAVE  seen  the  last  link -boy  and  the  first  gas-lamp,  the 
last  watchman  and  the  first  policeman,  the  last  mail-coach  from 
London  to  Dover,  and  the  first  tram-car  from  Westminster  to  Brix- 
ton,  the  last  pig-tail  and  the  first  wide-awake;  the  last  Bishop  who 
looked  awful  in  a  wig,  and  the  first  servant  girl  who  made  herself 
ridiculous  with  a  chignon. 

I  have  handled  snutfers,  lit  my  pipe  with  a  tinder-box,  been 
carried  in  a  sedan-chair,  worn  powder  and  a  night-cap,  slept  in  a 
bed  warmed  with  a  warming-pan,  carried  my  watch  in  my  fob, 
pulled  a  bell-rope  down,  fastened  letters  with  wafers  and  dried 
them  with  pounce,  eaten  my  dinner  off  a  pewter  plate,  pursued  peas 
with  a  two-pronged  fork,  and  for  many  years  taken  a  bottle  of  port 
after  dinner  without  experiencing  any  inconvenience. 

I  have  seen  the  first  envelope,  the  first  postage-stamp,  the  first 
match  striking  exclusively  on  its  own  box,  the  first  photograph,  the 
first  perambulator,  the  first  breechloader,  the  first  Great  Exhibition, 
the  first  croquet  match,  the  first  "  Ulster,"  and  the  first  Number  of 

I  think  ypu  will  agree  with  me  that  my  Links  both  with  the  Past 
and  the  Present  are  sufficiently  striking  to  bo  noticed  in  your 
columns.  What  will  they  be  with  the  Future  ?  Even  your  prescient 
eye  may  here  acknowledge  some  indistinctness  of  vision.  Tint  is  it 
very  venturesome  to  connect  with  the  coming  time  submarine  tun- 
nels, and  sea  voyages  smooth  and  agreeable  as  a  summer's  evening 
excursion  on  the  Thames,  and  reasonable  hotels,  and  comfortable 
hats,  and  clean  swept  streets,  and  the  final  extinction  of  parochial 
misgovernment  in  the  Metropolis  ? 

Yours,  p.  p.  p. 

P.S.— My  father  has  often  told  me  that,  when  he  was  a  boy,  he 
used  to  go  bird-nestin?  with  anotherboy  whose  father,  when  he  was 
a  boy.  bird-nested  with  a  young  companion  of  his  own  age,  whose 
.dfather  was  the  first  person  to  cultivate  potatoes  in  his  own 
en.  Few  "  Links  with  the  Past"  can,  I  think,  compete  with 


gram 

garden 

this  in  interest. 


NEW  TITLES. 

ATTOENEY-GENEEAL— HOLKAE  of  Indore. 
Solicitor-General— GIFFOHD  of  Out-door. 
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WHAT'S    IN    A    NAME? 

f'ltrrasoning  Panic"  in  Plain  English. 

OMB  may  ask,  What's  in  a 
Name?  In  these  things 
everything's  in  a  name. 
Association  and  sympathy 
gather  round  these  ancient 
irnim'S,  and  it  ia  these  things 
wliirh  constitute  the  national 
spirit  and  the  continuity  of 
national  life.  Patriotism 
and  loyalty — sentiments  the 
strongest  in  our  nature — are 
made  of  these  ancient  asso- 
ciations. It  is  for  these  things 
th:it  great  men  have  been 

Eroud  to  live,  and  good  men 
ave  dared  to  die." 
Siu  W.  HAKCOUKT  on  tht 
Muyal  Titles  Bill. 

JOHN  BTTLL  (loquitur) — 
DON'T   like   it,   that's   a 
fact !     They   wonder 
why. 

SIB  STAFFORD  says  it's 
all  unreasoning  panic. 
Perhaps.      Yet    stick    to 
the     old     "Queen" 
say  I. 

No  mixture  of  the  Im- 
perial or  Sultanic 
Should  taint  that  ancient  title.     I  would  drink 

Si  i  1 1  to  the  good  old  toast—' '  The  QUKEN  !  God  bless  her !  " 
But  "  Empress  " — 'tis  a  word  from  which  1  shrink — 
A  name  by  which  I  'd  rather  not  address  her. 

"  \Vhat  's  in  a  name  ?  "    Well  I  suspect  there  'a  much, 

Far  more  than  is  accounted  for  by  reason ; 
But  there  are  things  'twere  hardly  well  to  touch 

With  Logic's  fingers.    Fellows  who  spout  treason 
Might  say  that  Loyalty  is  but  a  name 

For  something  rather  baffling  definition — 
Mere  sentiment.  It  rules  us  afl  the  same, 

Spite  of  the  sumphs  who  dub  it  Superstition. 

"  What 's  in  a  name  P  "    Well,  there 's  association 

Still  counts  for  something.    Did  it  not,  confound  it ! 
Society  were  pure  chaos.    Should  the  nation 

Snap  the  old  well-loved  links  that  long  have  bound  it 
In  ordered  freedom,  loyal  ranks  well  ranged, 

Before  they  find  the  bond  to  be  a  fetter  ? 
Not  so !    Nor  should  the  Boyal  badge  be  changed 

Until  we  're  very  sure  we  ve  found  a  better. 

"  No  change— addition  only  "  ?    Well,  I  'm  bad 

At  logic-chopping,  but  that  statement  strikes  me 
As  much  like  quibble.    I  'd  be  vastly  glad 

To  please  HKH  MAJESTY  ;  but  this  mislikes  me, 
I  must  confess.    An  Orient  alias 

Tagged  to  her  grand  home-title 's  not  precisely 
The  sort  of  compliment  I  'd  choose  to  pass 

On  one  I  love  so  well,  and — I  hope— wisely. 

' '  India  craves  it  P  "    Well,  I  have  my  doubts 

If  those  who  say  so  can  read  India  rightly. 
I  thank  her  for  her  loyal  shows  and  shouts, 

But  yet  would  wish  to  intimate— politely — 
That,  though  her  wants  and  wishes  have  all  claim 

Upon  my  thought  and  care,  'tis  my  opinion 
The  British  Empire's  Mistress  bears  a  name 

Grand  enough  e'en  for  the  Mogul's  dominion. 

I  'm  for  the  QUEEN  !    Two  titles  might  get  mixed 

In  course  of  time,  and— well,  with  names,  the  bigger 
Mostly  gets  foremost.    BEN,  your  aim  seems  fixed, 

But  pause  a  moment  ere  you  pull  the  trigger. 
You  may  bring  down  much  more  than  you  intend ; 

The  QUEEN,  as  England's  Queen,  rules  England's  realm : 
For  guide  and  guard  her  empire  to  defend, 

Loyalty  at  its  heart,  Law  at  its  helm ! 


A  ItEW  8ONQ. 


"  LST  me  Flog  him  for  his  Father."    Dedicated  to'  ME.  WttBEB- 
)ECE,  J.  P.,  by  the  Author  of  "  Let,  me  Kiss  himfor'his  Mother." 


FOBCE 


"  SPEAKING  OUT." 

;  (Tire  following  advertisement,  and  comment,  are  to  'be  found  in 
our  number  for  March  11  :  — 


"'WANTED,  a  General  Servant,  one  who  can  neither  Read  nor 
preferred.    She  must  be  clean,  obliging,  willing,  and  honest.     Good  wages 
given.  —  Apply  personally,  to  M.,  Post  Office,  &c." 

"Would  cleanness,  obligingness,  willingness,  and  honesty  be  any  the  worse 
with  reading  and  writing  ?  Let  us  hope  that,  if  the  former  qualifications 
were  found  in  the  applicant  to  'M.,'  the  reading  and  writing  would  not  be 
fatal  —  disqualifications  !  " 

They  have  elicited  this  plain-spoken  letter  :  ) 

SIB,  ;      .  ?-«••• 

IN  answer  to  your  query,  allow  me  to  state,  briefly,  that 
after  twelve  years'  experience  as  the  Mistress  of  a  Household, 
numbering  from  five  to  eight  domestics,  I  unhesitatingly  affirm  that 
those  who  have  been  innocent  of  the  three  JR's,  were  invariably  the 
most  industrious,  and  the  most  honest.  Instead  of  reading  my 
letters,  and  rewriting  their  own  —  of  the  Cook  basting  her  joint 
with  one  hand,  and  her  eyes  on  a  greasy  cheap  pamphlet  held  in 
the  other  (a  fact),  of  the  Housemaid  carelessly  dusting  my  drawing- 
room  with  a  feather-brush,  and  then  spending  the  hour  she  had 
gained  in  my  rocking-chair  reading  some  mawkish  novel,  pregnant 
with  evil  results,  my  ignorant  servants  have  been  faithful  to  their 
duties,  respectful,  and  respectable  ;  and  this,  I  think,  is  the  expe- 
rience of  thousands. 

With  every  wish  of  good  Mistresses  to  be  considerate  to  their 
servants,  their  homes  are  hives  for  labour,  not  houses  for  idlers  to 
lounge  in  ;  and  with  every  deference  to  the  great  and  good  in 
our  land,  who  have  endeavoured  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the 
poorer  classes,  my  experience  tells  me,  and  my  ordinary  sense 
shows  me,  that  with  regard  to  female  servants,  their  efforts  are 
monstrous  failures. 

My  sympathies  are  entirely  with  the  Advertiser  "  M,"  whom  you 
hold  up  to  scorn  ;*  and  I  think  I  should  find  an  ally  in  Mrs.  Judy. 

Yours, 

A  CONSTANT  READEB. 
*  Not  scorn,  but  question. 


'flirt' 


PATINAGE. 

WHAT  would  have  become  of  French  Comic  Opera  but  for  the 
resource  of  drinking  choruses  ?  One  cannot  help  thinking,  as  one 
listens  to  the  singers  clinking  their  glasses  together  to  the  same 
eternal  refrains,  that  a  little  variety  would  be  a  boon  sometimes. 
We  would  suggest  something  like  the  following,  by  way  of  a  change, 
to  the  Manager  of  the  Opera  Comique.  The  verbs  "  rinqner  "  and 
"flirter"  being  as  familiar  in  French  as  "rink"  and  *'"'-*"  «- 
English,  there  can  be  no  objection  to  their  introduction. 

Chorus  of  Tillage  Rinkers. 
Rinquons ! 
Versons, 

Garcons  et  filettes ! 
Aimons, 
Courons, 

Tons  BUT  les  roulettes ! 
Flirtons, 
Faisons 

Jamais  des  boulettes ! 
Et  rinq',  rinq',  rinque ! 
Choquons  nos  patins ! 
Binqne,  rinque,  rinque, 
Du  soir  au  matin ! 


Woman  to  the  Rescue! 
SlB)  March  12,  1876. 

MR.  HAEDT  seems  to  want  Surgeons  for  the  Army,  and  to 
be  unable  to  get  them.  Ipropose  a  remedy.  Let  him  throw  open 
the  Service  to  Medical  Women!  They  would  come  forward  in 
shoals,  and  the  British  Soldier— our  noble  defender,  Sir !— would  no 
longer  be  left  to  the  tender  (?)  mercies  of  ignorant  men. 
I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

MINEBVA  SHEDRAGOH,  M.D. 


Brahmin  to  Benjamin. 

EMPRESS  OF  INDIA,  and  of  England  QUEEX  ! 
DISRAELI,  what  does  that  distinction  mean  ? 
For  me  an  Empress,  but  a  Queen  for  you ! 
No,  your  Queen,  Sahib,  please,  and  my  Queen  too. 
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[MARCH  25,  1876. 


PAIRING    AND    REPAIRING. 

THE  reasons  inducing  two  young  people  to  enter  the  holy  bonds  of  Matrimony  have  hitherto,  as  a  rule,  been  love,  interest,  intellectual 
sympathy,  compatibility  of  temper,  parity  of  social  rank,  and  so  forth.  Now,  Mr.  Punch  (who  is  an  inveterate  match-maker)  thinks  it  high 
time  these  selfish  and  old-fashioned  notions  as  to  what  constitute  mutual  fitness  for  the  married  state  should  be  improved  away,  in  the  interests 
of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race.  He  begs  to  present  his  readers  with  a  sketch  of  two  prize  couples,  exhibited  by  him  (in  imagination)  at  a  "  Married 
Couple  Show  "  (evolved  from  his  own  inner  consciousness),  and  earnestly  commends  the  same  to  the  thoughtful  study  of  the  youth  of  England. 
And  oh  !  should  one  single  misguided  pair  of  gifted  but  dyspeptic  enthusiasts  be  induced  hereby  to  forego  their  intention  of  taking  each  other 
for  better  for  worse — should  one  single  splendid  champion  of  the  river  and  the  cricket-field,  on  contemplating  the  above,  transfer  his  affections 
from  some  simple-minded  and  congenial  rinker  to  some  such  inspired  little  being  as  that  who  divides  the  lirst  prize  in  the  picture — Mr.  Punch 
will  not  have  thought  and  wrought  in  vain.  Verbum  sap. 


"THE  MORE  HASTE  THE  WORSE  SPEED." 

SCENE — The  Charing  Cross  Station  of  the  District  Railway. 

Country  Cousin  bound  for  Bayswater,  to  Ticket  Clerk,  with 
scrupulous  politeness.  If  you  please,  I  want  a  first-class  ticket  to 
Bayswater. 

Ticket  Clerk  (abruptly).  No  first-class  here.  Go  to  the  next 
booking-place. 

[Country  Cousin  retires  rebuffed,  and  finds  his  way  to  next 

booking-palace. 

Country  Cousin.  If  you  please,  I  want  a  first-class  ticket  to 
Bayswater. 

Ticket   Ckrk  (explosively).    Single    or    return?      Look    sharp! 
You  're  not  the  only  person  in  London ! 
Country  Cousin  (humbly).  Single,  please. 

[The  ticket  and  change  are  slapped  down  unceremoniously,  and 
Country  Cousin  is  shoved  on  from  behind  by  an  impatient 
City  man.  Rushes  precipitately  down  brass-bound  steps, 
and  presents  his  ticket  to  be  snipped. 

Snipper  (inspecting  ticket).  Queen's  Road,  Bayswater?  Wrong 
side !  Go  up  the  stairs,  and  turn  to  the  right.  Look  sharp! 
There  'e  a  tram  just  coming  in ! 

[Country  Cousin,  with  a  deepened  sense  of  humiliation  and  be- 
wilatrment,   hurries    tip-stairs,    turns   to    the   right,  and 
reaches  entrance  to  platform  just  in   time    to    have  gate 
slammed  in   his  face.     The  train  being  gone,  gate  is  re- 
opened, and  the  necessary  snipping  performed  on  his  ticket. 
Country  Cousin  (to  Snipper,  politely).  If  you  please,  will  the  next 
train  take  me  to  Queen's  Road,  Bayswater  f 


Saturnine  Official.  Can't  tell  you  till  the  train  comes. 

[Country  Cousin  paces  the  platform  in  moody  silence,  and  wishes 
he  had  taken  a  cab. 

Enter  Train,  rushing  madly  along. 

Stentorian   Voice  (without  stops).    Earl's   Court  North  End   and 
Hammersmith  Train  first  and  second-class  forward  third  behind ! 
[Country  Cousin  makes  his  way  towards  a  carriage,  but  finds  it 
full.     Tries  another  with  the  same  result,  ana  is  frantically 
endeavouring  to  open  the  door  of  a  third-class  compartment 
in  which,  there  is  one  vacant  seat  next  a  fat  woman  with  a 
baby,  when  train  moves  on. 

Indignant  Official.  Stand  away  there!  Stand  away,  will  you! 
(Drags  back  Country  Cousin.)  That  ain't  your  train !  What  do  you 
want  a-trying  to  get  in  there  for  ? 

[Country  Cousin,  in  deeper  humiliation,  re-arranges  dress,  dis- 
turbed by  recent  struggle,  and  resumes  his  agitated  march. 

Enter  another  Train  more  madly  than  the  first. 
Stentorian  Voice.  High  Street  Kensington  Netting  Hill  Gate  and 
Bayswater  train  Main  Line  train ! 

Country  Cousin  (to  Haughty  Official,  in  an  agony  of  entreaty). 
Is  this  train  for  Queen's  Road,  Bayswater  ? 

Haughty  Official.  Yes,  Queen's  Road.  Look  sharp !  She  '11  be  off 
in  a  minute. 

[Country  Cousin  scrambles  through  the  crowd  to  a  carriage  ; 
drops  his  umbrella  ;  stoops  to  pick  it  tip,  and  on  rising  finds 
train  three  parts  through  the  tunnel.  Exit  Country  Cousin 
in  a  rage,  to  get  a  cab,  having  lost  twenty  minutes,  the  price 
of  his  unused  ticket,  his  self-respect,  and  that  of  everybody 
he  has  come  in  contact  with  in  the  Metropolitan  District 
Railway  Station. 
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GONE  WRONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.      BY  MIS3  RHODY  DEtfDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a,  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"  Gootlf  Buy  Sweet  Tart!"  "  Not  Nlihj,  But  tlon't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  I. —  What  Jenny  suys. 

On  the  Sea!  the  Sea!  the  open,  the  unpalling,  the  unfriendly, 
the  unequal,  the  billowous,  unsmooth,  tho  unfailing,  the  unsteady, 
tho  unboundless,  the  fishful  yet  porpui*ele»>,  the  unshrimping,  the 
unawhaliii'j 

Grand  weather  for  poor  little  despised  AVollum,  on  the  low  coast 
of  the  Fullum  Roads,  within  full  view  of  the  far-stretching  Shell 
Sea.  Poor  little  Wollum !  Few  people  know  it,  fewer  still  love  it. 
Pierless  Wollum!  with  its  swarms  of  Jlies  drawn  to  the  place  by  one 
horse,  and  its  neat  little  wheel  Brutt'um  machines,  at  so  much  an 
hour  not  including  the  driver.  Fresh,  sparkling  Wollum  !  with  its 
leafy  glades,  where  the  loving  trees  twine  their  lissom  arms  above 
the  low-voiced  'busman's  head,  and  kiss  one  another  in  the  shady 
twilight. 

And  so  on  the  Green— the  Green  of  Wollum^-old,  froggy-blooded 
people  tottered,  and  basked,  and  the  marine-coated  policeman 
cracked  a  nut  or  two  for  sheer  wantonness,  shading  his  eyes  from 
the  fierce  darts  of  the  great  sun-godj  aud  peered  in  the  direction  of 
the  old  Knight's  Bridge  on  the  one  side,  the  Reach  of  Putterney  on 
the  other,  or  out  on  to  the  horizon-bound  Shell  Sea. 

The  small  first-floor  of  a  small  Wollum  Green  House ;  its  tem- 
perature up  to  one  hundred  in  the  shade ;  a  temple  dedicated  to 
rich  odours  and  brave  tints  ;  and,  in  this  room,  we  two  sisters,  the 
two  MISSES  ST.  JOHN  VILLA  us. 

JEX  NY — I  am  JENNY — is  engaged  in  the  interminable  work  of  knit- 
ting sand-ropes  whereon  to  string  the  highly-scented,  nature-favoured 
apple-beads  TO  Shalotte.  J  I:\NY  is  the  elder  of  the  two.  She  is  a 
young  old  maid,  and  likely  to  remain  so,  as  her  figure  has  long  since 
passed  the  turning-point,  tho  embonpoint,  of  comeliness ;  and  young 
men  with  short  crisp  hair,  grand  broad  chests,  clean-shaped  limbs, 
muscles  of  iron,  ana  no  sinews  of  tin  in  their  composition  with  their 
creditors,  are  not  likely  to  be  enticed  by  the  matrimonial  advertise- 
ments of  a  poor,  but  respectable,  family  inviting  them  to  "  Try  our 
Stout  JAKE!  " 

Let  us  go  to  the  other — as  men  always  did — BELLA  ST.  JOHN 
VILLAES.  BELLA  is  our  youngest  born,  and  the  show  one  of  the 
family.  She  is  not  in  a  particularly  graceful  attitude  just  now,  and 
yet  there  is  a  certain  charm  in  it,  which  would  make  male  passers-by 
look  twice — three  times— perhaps  even  four  times,  at  the  two  round 
greyish-green  eyes  deep  set  and  as  full  of  sweetness  as  un-shelled 
peas ;  and  a  fifth  time  would  men  of  maturer  age  glance  at  the 
plump  white  arms,  hanging  lazily  out  of  the  window,  playing  with 
her  tresses  of  bright  hair,  which  she  is  swinging,  to  and  fro,  in  the 
softly-caressing  breeze.  Neither  wholly  red,  nor  purely  golden, 
are  her  electro-plaited  locks,  which  gleam  with  all  the  brilliancy  of 
an  autumn  walnut  in  a  dank  wood.  She  is  just  settling  in  her  mind 
which  colour  it  is  to  be,  and  has  done  her  sister  the  honour  of  con- 
sulting her.  She  makes  a  soft  pillow  for  her  little  glossy  head  on 
the  window-sill.  Thought  made  her  head  ache. 

"  I  do  not  want  to  dye  yet !  "  she  murmured  plaintively. 

"There  is  no  necessity  for  it,"  I  say.  I  always  say  whatever 
BELLA  wishes — it  is  my  role  in  life,  and  I  take  a  good  look  at  her  as 
she  twines  her  shapely  fingers  in  among  her  sunset  tresses.  She 
has  big  grey  eyes,  in  which,  at  first  sight,  there  appears  to  be  a 
considerable  amount  of  green.  She  has  the  small  upward  turned 
nose  of  a  person  who  is  passing  through  Cologne,  or  through  a  back 
street  of  the  Seven  Dials  in  the  hottest  summer  time,  with  two  little 
heart-shaped,  dimpled  nostrils,  that  are  very  extinguishers  for 
men's  souls.  Her  laughing  full-blown  lips  form  an  elastic  frame- 
work to  a  gorgeous  mouth,  which  could  scarcely  be  measured  with 
the_breadth,  or  length,  of  two  table  spoons,  and  enough  to  make  a 
selfish  man  of  large  appetite  (and  most  men  have  both  qualifica- 
tions) pause  before  inviting  her  to  dine  with  him  on  the  remains  of 
yesterday's  meal  tete-a-tete  in  his  luxurious  bachelor  lodgings. 

All  men  who  looked  once  at  BELLA'S  mouth,  thought  twice.  It 
seemed  to  expect  life  to  be  one  long  pleasant  dinner  of  ever-varying 
dishes,  with  luscious  fruits  for  tne  dessert,  and  then  the  whole 
movement  da  capo  from  the  pot  age  d  la  Rciiie. 

There  is  a  lurking  gravity  in  her  low  forehead  which  most  men 
have  wondered  at ;  and  her  full,  unblushing  cheek,  men  admire 
still  more,  but  wonder  at  less.  This  face  is  nicely  set  on  a  warm 
round  throat,  not  too  white,  nor  like  unliving  marble,  but  like  a 
large,  well-turned,  soft,  consistent  roley-poley  pudding,  with  the 
veins  of  raspberry  jam  within,  indicated" on  its  warm,  soft  surface. 

As  for  BELLA'S  figure,— well,  she  has  told  me,  her  Sister  JENNY, 
that  five  thousand  a  year  would  be  about  her  figure,  if  the  parti 
were  in  other  ways  suitable.  But  there  is  no  depending  upon  the 
whims  and  fancies  of  this  soft,  undulating,  plump,  dumpling-like 
girl,  who  is  fascinating  all  round,  and  whose  whole  contour,  what- 
ever our  family  lineage  may  be,  would  never  induce  an  antiquarian 


to  believe  in  her  having  been  descended  from  the  Angles,  though 
indeed,  some  observant  naturalists,  or  logical  theologians,  holding 
severally  the  theories  of  evolution  or  development,  might  have 
arrived  at  a  somewhat  different  opinion.  But  all  this  is  too  hi^hfor 
me,  who  am  only  Sister  JK.NXY,  and,  physically  speaking,  a  failure. 
BELLA  wears  a  pretty  little  dress  of  Japanese  silk  ;  of  so  simple 
a  pattern  as  to  consist  of  only  three  figures  crossing  a  bridge,  two 
people  in  a  boat,  a  quaint  tree  with  large  blue  apples,  a  sort  of 
pagoda,  two  brilliantly  plumaged  birds  fighting  in  the  air,  and  that 


many  a  grander  garment  would  have  done. 

There  she  sits,  lazy,  happy,  passive  ;  a  pretty  dollop  of  colour  on 
the  grey  stone  window-sill  of  our  first-floor  front. 

"  I  wish  I  had  something  to  eat  !  "  she  exclaims,  wearily.  "  This 
air  gives  me  an  appetite,  especially  out  here  -  "  (As  I  nave  inti- 
mated, she  is  on  the  window-sill,  and  throwing  these  remarks  into 
the  room  to  me.)  "  I  sent  TOMMY  out  to  buy  some  jelly  and  a 
pickled  cabbage.  Where  is  he  ':  " 

"  Good  Heavens  !  "  I  exclaim  —  I  generally  exclaim  '  Good  Hea- 
vens! '  —  "you  don't  suppose  the  unhappy  imbecile  is  so  infatuated 
as  to  run  about  Wollum  with  picklea  cabbages  and  jellies  in  his 
pocket  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  she  returns  triumphantly,  "and  ices  too,  and  sponge- 
cakes, and  buns,  and  nuts.  What's  he  made  for,  if  not  to  be  useful?  " 

I  am  about  to  attempt  an  answer  to  this  problem,  when  the  sound 
of  a  concertina  strikes  our  ears. 

BBLLA  starts  up,  and  holds  on  by  the  window-sash,  craning  her 
neck  out  to  look  round  the  corner  of  the  next  balcony,  and  down  the 
street,  a  few  yards  distant. 

"  Here  he  is  !  "  she  cries.  "  He  is  always  playing  the  same  tune, 
that  is,  as  much  as  he  knows  of  it."  (It  is  Pretty  Jemima,  don  t 
say  'No.'"'  and  we  both  recognise  it.)  "And  —  oh!"  she  cries, 
almost  bounding  off  her  perch,  "  he  's  got  some  one  with  him  !  A 


an  !     Oh,  I  do  hope  he  is  going  to  bring  him  up 


Man  !  such  a 
here  !  " 

I  look  out  of  window,  and  see  TOMMY—  that  is,  our  friend,  the 
REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK,  who  is  taking  care  of  us  at  tho  seaside  —  in 
his  long  clerical  coat,  high  waistcoat,  large  white  tie,  and  big,  soft, 
pulpy,  slouched  hat,  dancing  about  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  playing 
the  concertina;  his  little  pink  eyes  thrown  up,  beseechingly,  through 
his  pale  green  spectacles,  towards  the  object  of  his  loving  worship. 
eager  for  one  smile  —  for  one  slight  glance  of  approval,  or  even  of 
recognition,  of  his  attempts  to  please  and  amuse  her. 

But  BELLA'S  eyes  are  turned  in  another  direction.  For  a  time 
she  is  apparently  utterly  ignorant  of  the  very  existence  of  the 
REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK,  and  as  deaf  to  the  voluptuous  harmony  of 
his  concertina,  as  she  had  been,  for  months  past,  to  the  theme  01  his 
pitiful  entreaties.  It  is  a  Man  who  has  attracted  her  attention; 
and  even  I,  with  all  my  old-maidish  contempt  for  the  sex.  am 
forced  to  admit  that  BELLA  is  a  connoisseur  of  this  portion  or  the 
creation,  and  that  she  is  right  in  refusing  this  title  to  poor  fluffy- 
headed,  green-spectacled,  whimpering  Reverend  little  TOMMY,  who 
would  play  and  dance  himself  to  death  in  the  broiling  sun  on  the 
Wollum  Green,  if  thereby  he  could  hope  to  win  from  her  one  word 
of  love. 

"  Come  in  !  "  She  beckons  imperiously  to  the  infatuated  dancing 
Clergyman,  with  a  whisk  of  her  dimpled,  white,  plump  finger  cutting 
his  capers  short. 

TOMMY  obeyed  instantly. 

In  another  second  he  is  in  our  room. 

"  Where  's  your  friend  P  "  BELLA  asks. 

"  Outside,"  answers  TOMMY,  blushing,  and  smoothing  his  curly 
straw-coloured  hair  with  the  corner  of  his  concertina. 

"  Why  didn't  you  bring  him  up  ?  "  BELLA  inquires. 

"  He  is  old  enough  to  have  brought  me  up,"  replies  TOMMY,  turn- 
ing all  manner  of  colours,  and  pulling  out  a  chord  from  his  instru- 
ment. 

"  You  are  such  a  donkey,  TOMMY  !  "  says  BELLA,  throwing  at  his 
head  a  thick  cushion  on  which  she  has  been  sitting.  The  cushion 
caught  the  REV.  MB.  HASSOCK  on  his  right  ear,  and  brought  him 
suddenly  to  the  ground. 

"  Never  mind,  I  say,  trying  to  soften  matters—  it  is  my  mission 
in  life  to  soften  matters  —  "  she  does  not  mean  it." 

"  You  know,  Mis>s  JENNY,"  the  poor  creature  says  to  me,  "  I  would 
do  anything  for  BELLA.  If  she  told  me  to  stand  on  my  head  I 
would  do  it." 

"  Don't  call  me  BELLA,"  says  the  young  lady,  sharply.  "  And 
do  it." 

"  Stand  on  my  head  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

He  requires  no  further  pressure.  He  is  on  his  head,  with  an 
ag-ility  which  shows  he  has  prepared  for  this  occasion,  and  is  turning 
slowly  round  and  round,  following  with  his  spectacles  BELLA  into 
whatever  part  of  the  room  her  sudden  impulsive  walk  may  take  her. 
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EN    PASSANT. 

"RATHER  REMARKABLE,  AIN'T  IT,  SIR?     BUT  'AVE  YOU  HEVER  NOTICED  AS 
MOSTLY  ALL  THE  PLACES  ON  THIS  LlNE  BEGINS  WITH  A  '  H  '  ?  " 

"  Aw — 'BEG  YOUR  PARDON  ? " 

"  LOOK   AT   'EM  !  —  'AMPSTEAD,    'IGHGATE,    'ACKNEY,    'OMERTON, 
'ARROW,  'OLLOWAY,  AND  'ORNSEY  ! " 


THE  DUTCHMEN'S  PROTEST. 

(See  "  Wrongs  of  Our  Natives."— Punch,  March  18.) 

DEAB  PUNCH, 

WE  hope,  in  this  Metropolis, 

They  play  no  tricks  of  Calioopolis  : 

But  we,  plain  Dutchmen  dare  to  say 

We  are  of  real  use  to-day  ; 

Nor  to  you  only  Mr.  Punch, 

Who,  having  had  your  oyster-lunch, 

Resolve  it  into  purest  pearls 

For  thoughtful  men  and  laughing  girls. 

We  cry,     Come  ;  eat  us !  Let  the  Best, 

Who  hoast  the  Natives'  choicest  zest, 

Awhile  beneath  the  ocean  rest. 

To  them  we  claim  not  to  be  equal, 

Yet  eat  us,  and  await  the  sequel." 

Once,  if  we  credit  Roman  stories, 

Ceteris  ostriosior  oris 

Was  the  far-famed  Rutupian  marge 

Where  Latian  epicures  at  large 

Enjoyed  a  British  oyster- supper, 

When  HORACE  reigned  instead  of  TUT-PEB. 

But  oh  the  oysters  night  and  day 

Eaten,  since  CJESAE  came  this  way ! 

Since  Roman  gourmands,  growing  boisterous, 

Swore  that  Olympus  was  an  oyster-house, 

That  Hermes  opened  bivalves  well, 

And  always  in  the  concave  shell ; 

That  Zeus,  almighty  self-refector, 

When  eating  them  abjured  his  nectar, 

Thought  Ganymede  a  clumsy  lout, 

And  wisely  called  for  London  stout. 

Natives  no  longer  are  abundant ; 

We,  by  comparison,  redundant, 

Not  caring,  though  with  scorn  you  treat  us, 

"  Come,  ope,"  we  cry,  "  come,  ope,  and  eat  us !  " 

Trust  not  the  men  who,  fond  of  "  sells," 

Translate  us  into  Native  shells ; 

But  gulp  us  in  an  honest  way, 

And,  having  done  it,  you  will  say, 

"  'Twere  wiser  to  grant  breathing  time, 

For  Natives  to  regain  their  prime, 

Nor,  while  we  spare  them,  scorn  too  much 

The  plump  and  modest  Anglo-Dutch." 

The  doings  of  Mancestrian  folk 

Are,  we  admit,  beyond  a  joke, 

But  we  are  not  in  league  with  such  men  : 

We  're  honest,  unpretending 

DUTCHMEN. 


WHAT   OXPOBD   QUESTIONS.  —  Whether  the  way  to 
supply  sins  of  omission  be  by  sins  of  Commission  ? 


Then  she  stops,  and  speaks,  before  releasing  him. 

"  You  'd  better  stay  as  you  are.  For  months  you  have  been  '  off 
your  head.'  Your  parishioners  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  are  on  it 
again.  Tell  me  what 's  your  friend's  name  ?  " 

TOMMY,  having  righted  himself  once  more,  produces  from  his 
pockets  a  pickled  cabbage,  some  ices  in  brown  paper,  a  bottle  of 
ginger-beer,  two  jam  tarts,  and  a  sausage-roll.  These  he  offers  to 
BELLA. 

"I  thought,"  stammers  the  timorous  little  man,  "I  once  heard 
you  say  you  liked  them." 

She  puts  them  aside,  and  repeats  her  question— "  Tell  me  his 
name?  " 

He  answers,  "  DUSOVEB  BELJAMBE." 
'  What  is  he  ?  " 
1 A  Captain." 

'  A  Captain !    I  shall  go  out  for  a  drive  with  him." 
Good  Heavens !  "  I  exclaim. 

'  My  dear  Miss  BELLA,"  says  TOMMY,  nervously,  drawing  out  one 
long  expostulatory  note  on  his  concertina,  and  twisting  round  slowly 
on  one  leg,  as  he  sings,  in  a  high-but  not  positively  unmusical 
voice,  What  will  Mamma  say  ?  What  will 


fie  for  shame !    What  will  Mam 


[  Papa  say  ?    Oh  my, 


determined ,  ^  ^j^*.  „„„ 

coat,  hat,  waistcoat,  and  white  tie ! 
CAPTAIN  DUSOVEB.  BELJAMBE  ! 


/  am  going  for  a  drive  with 
(To  be  continued.) 


WHAT  IT  SEEMS  LIKELY  TO  COME  TO. 

THE  Lords  Commissioners  of  Her  Majesty's  Treasury  contemplate 
the  opening  of  Westminster  Hall  as  a  Skating  Rink,  for  the  use  of 
Members  of  both  Houses,  the  Bench,  and  the  Bar. 

The  Dean  and  Chapter  of  St.  Paul's  hope  shortly  to  be  able  to 
announce  the  opening  of  their  new  Skating  Rink,  in  the  Cathedral 
crypt,  for  the  use  of  Bishops,  Priests,  and  Deacons. 

Loggia  and  box  -holders  at  the  Albert  Hall,  who  have  converted 
their  property  into  private  Rinks,  are  requested  to  abstain  from 
skating  during  the  few  remaining  Concerts  which  will  take  place 
before  a  Bill  is  applied  for  to  authorise  the  adaptation  of  the  Hall 
as  a  Metropolitan  Rink  for  the  use  of  the  British  Public. 

The  President  and  Members  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  Arts 
beg  to  inform  Exhibitors  that  their  entrance  cards  will  admit  them 
to  the  new  Art  Rink,  to  be  constructed  in  the  courtyard  of  Burlington 
House  previous  to  the  opening  of  the  Exhibition. 

The  Zoological  Society  is  about  to  turn  the  Fish  House  into  a 
Skating  Rink.  Lessons  will  be  given  by  the  Polar  Bears. 


Conservative  Notions. 

IT  is  understood  that,  should  the  sanction  of  Parliament  be  given 
to"  the  Ministerial  proposal  of  adding  the  new  and  foreign  denomi- 
nation of  Empress  to  HER  MAJESTY'S  old  English  title  of  Queen, 
MR.  DISRAELI  will  shortly  ask  the  House  of  Commons  to  vote  a  sum 
of  money  for  the  purpose  of  whitewashing  Westminster  Abbey. 
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DUCK-BILLS    DEVELOPED. 

(On  the 


That  strange  Australian  animal, 
Half -bird,  half -beast,  whole  puzzle, 

Needs  little  humouring,  after  all, 
Of  paws  and  duck-billed  muzzle, 


"L 


To  turn  into  a  dowager, 
Upon  her  "  Spillers"  balanced, 

With  hands  outstretched  to  steady  her, 
And  rink-hat  feather-valanced. 


COTOD  feather-trimmings  in  Rink-hats 
With  wing'd  things  serve  to  link  us, 

'Twere  but  another  step — on  skates—- 
To reach  ornitho-rhynchus. 

"  Ornis-ornlthos— Greek  for  bird." 
Quoth  Punch  behind  his  blinkers, 

"  Old  linkers  in  plumed  hats — absurd- 
Call  'em,  ornitho-rinkers !  " 


APPREHENDED  OUTRAGE  AT  HAMMERSMITH. 

ACCORDING  to  a  Correspondent  of  the  Times,  some  wretch  con- 
nected with  Hammersmith  proposes  to  cut  down  the  noble  trees  by 
the  River  side  at  the  end  of  the  Mall,  two  hundred  years  old,  and 
said  to  have  been  planted  by  the  Queen  of  CHABLES  THE  SECOND. 
If  so,  and  the  caitiff  is  only  quick  enough  about  his  work,  he  will  be 
in  time  to  cause  regret  and  annoyance  to  numerous  spectators  who  will 
miss  those  picturesque  objects  at  the  University  Boat-Race.  Let  us, 
therefore,  be  informed,  as  soon  as  ^possible,  who  this  fellow  is, 
in  order  that,  whilst  all  the  Philistines,  and  snobs  that  rejoice 
in  Vandalism,  and  revel  in  the  destruction  of  ancient  memorials, 
will  unite  in  applauding  his  design,  every  possible  opposition  may 
be  offered  to  it  by  every  sensible  person  who  can  make  any. 


An  Enigma. 

(Jpropoi  of  the  Oxford  Profeisor  on  Political  Economy,  BONAMY 
PEICB,  ESQ.,  M.A.) 

ALL  questions  of  Exchange 

Are  settled  in  a  trice 
At  Oxford  University 

By  reference  to  PRICE. 
Still  it  is  understood 

Political  Economy 
Has  never  yet  held  good 

With  what  proceeds  from  BOXHOMIE. 


INHABITED  HOUSE  DUTY— The  Servants', 
it. — Yours,  PATERFAMILIAS. 


And  I  wish  they  'd  do 


Slippery  Ground. 
THE  following  note  occurs  in  a  column  of  Southampton  news  :— 

"  CHARLES  EDWARDS  is  announced  to  give  Gospel  addresses  in  the  new 
Skating  Rink  to-morrow  (Sunday)  afternoon  and  evening." 

To  serve  the  purpose  of  MB.  EDWARDS,  a  Skating  Rink  seems 
about  as  fit  as  a  Circus  ;  but  authority  for  preaching  both  in  season 
and  out  of  season  may  equally  warrant  preaching  whether  in  or  out 
of  place.  However,  perhaps  a  sermon  would  not  be  quite  out  of 
place  in  a  Skating  Rink,  where  it  might  touch  backsliders. 


Elementary  Education. 

THE  Elements  of  late  have  been  unusually  unruly.  Meetings 
to  promote  Elementary  Education  have  had  not  the  slightest  effect 
in  restraining  their  violence,  so  as  to  keep  them  from  tearing  tele- 
graphic wires,  and  throwing  tiles  and  chimney-pots.  There  are 
Elements  which  nobody  as  yet  has  been  able  to  master  ;  hence  the 
late  tempestuous  weather.  Better  luck  to  the  efforts  of  philanthro- 
pists to  educate  the  people. 


Proposal  to  Parliament. 

IN  order  to  the  more  effectual  exclusion  of  private  jobbery  from 
Parliamentary  proceedings,  suppose  you  resolve  that  any  Honourable 
Member  accepting  office  as  a  Railway  Chairman  or  Director,  shall 
by  the  fact  or  so  doing,  like  the  receiver  of  a  Ministerial  appoint- 
ment, vacate  his  seat,  and  ere  he  is  permitted  to  resume  it,  nave  to 
offer  himself  for  re-election. 
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PERFORMANCES    IN     LENT. 

HE  Hampshire  Independent, 
under  heading  of  "Lenten 
Missions  at  Southampton," 
reports  the  particulars  of 
certain  proceedings  lately 
conducted  at  various 
churches  in  that  town  and 
its  neighbourhood  by  cer- 
tain "mission  preachers," 
invited  by  some  thirty 
Clergymen,  who.  "  headed 
by  the  Rural  Dean,  the 
REV.  DR.  CART,  approached  | 
the  LOUD  BISHOP  OF  WIN- 
CHESTER, and  obtained  his 
sanction  and  warm  approval 
of  a  series  of  Services  to  be 
held  during  the  first  eight 
or  ten  days  of  the  present 
Lent."  Some  of  these  pro- 
ceedings would  once  have 
been  deemed  prodigious, 
and  not  merely  extraordi- 
nary ;  but  in  these  days 
we  are  accustomed  to  no- 
tices of  Theatres  Clerical, 
such  as  the  following  ac- 
count of  a  performance  at— 
"ST. MICHAEL'S  CHURCH.- — Those  who, knowing  the  Ritualistic  tendencies 
at  this  church  (REV.  F.  M.  GREGORY'S),  expected  that  the  Mission  would  be 
accompanied  by  extravagances,  were  not  disappointed.  The  notices,  announ- 
cing the  Services  stated  the  Mission  Priests  will  be  ready  to  hear  confessions, 
or  to  give  spiritual  direction  after  any  of  the  Services,  with  the  Service  for 
the  renewal  of  baptismal  vows." 

The  acting  at  the  REV.  F.  M.  GREGORY'S  Church,  where  "  Mission 
Priests  "  attended  to  hear  confessions,  if  truly  described,  was  very 
close  to  the  real  thing  indeed.  MR.  GREGORY  appears  to  have  played 
the  part  of  a  provincial  POPE  GREGORY  in  capital  style.  This  is 
further  apparent  from  what  follows : — 

"  On  Saturday  evening  the  Missioners  (REVS.  R.  LINKLATEB  and  L.  N. 
JONES)  were  met  by  the  Vicar  and  choristers  at  the  old  parsonage  house, 
where  a  procession  was  formed,  and  headed  by  one  of  the  choristers  bearing 
aloft  a  jewelled  crucifix,  they  proceeded  to  the  church,  singing,  '  Onward, 
Christian  soldiers ! '  " 

These  soldiers,  however,  seem  unaware  that  they  are  troops  with 
whom  the  genuine  Pope's  Own  would  not  march  through  Coventry, 
nor  would  have  marched  through  Southampton. 

A  "  service,"  we  are  told,  was  next  "  conducted  "  by  MR.  GREGORY 
— playing  Anti-Pope,  perhaps,  rather  than  POPE  GREGORY,  as  the 
Ritualists  disobey  Pius.  It  was  "  taken  from  the  Book  of  the 
Mission" : — 

_ "  In  this  book  the  advantages  of  coming  to  confession  are  set  forth,  with 
directions  '  how  to  make  a  good  confession,'  in  which  an  admonition  is  given 


This  was  simply  the  Roman  preamble  to  auricular  confession 
slightly  garbled  to  suit  the  Ritualistic  stage.  It  is  followed  by 
the  direction,  "Then  tell  the  priest  your  sins,"  and,  that  done, 
finally,  to  pray  "you,  my  father,  to  give  me  penance,  counsel,  and 
absolution." 

Might  not  the  penitent,  told  not  to  confess  the  sins  of  other 
people,  as  well  consider  how  far  he  is  sure  that  his  own  will  not  be 
divulged  by  his  mimic  "  Father  Confessor"  ?  There  is  nothing  to 
prevent  a  Ritualist  from  being  a  hypocrite ;  nor  are  there  in  the 
laws  of  the  Church  by  Law  Established  any  provisions  to  regulate 
the  practice  of  "  Confession,"  which,  as  a  practice,  that  Church 
ignores.  No  such  provisions  are  likely  to  bo  made  by  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment, and  even  if  the  Bishops  could  be  prevailed  to  frame  any, 
what  Ritualist— each  his  own  Pope— could  be  trusted  to  obey  his 
Bishop  ?  Let  boobies,  therefore,  beware  how  they  play  at  auricular 
confession. 

The  thirty  odd  Hampshire  parsons  have  "approached"  the 
BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER  to  such  purpose  that  next,  instead  of 
warily  "  approaching "  him— getting  at  him  in  a  gradual  and 
tentative  manner— they  will  perhaps  at  once  peremptorily  request 
him  to  patronise  their  sacerdotal  performances.  If  the  REV.  MR. 
GRESORY,  of  Southampton,  for  instance,  has  the  courage  of  his 
opinions,  will  he  hesitate  to  apply  to  his  Diocesan  for  a  faculty  to 
erect  a  Confessional  in  St.  Michael's  Church  ?  For  that  purpose, 
however,  the  mere  faculty  of  imitation  will  not  do. 


AN  EDUCATIONAL  NORTHERN  LIGHT. 

IN  these  days,  when  the  Schoolmaster  is  so  much  abroad,  what  a 
comfort  to  know  that  even  where  School  Boards  are  not  spread,  the 
banquet  of  instruction  is  ready  for  the  children  of  the  humbler  as 
well  as  the  highest  orders.  And  what  instruction !  Take  as  an 
example  the  following  bonii  fide  educational  menu — actually  put 
forth  by  a  North  Country  Schoolmaster— which  has  been  sent  to 
Mr.  Punch,  and  which  he  reproduces  textually. 

"MR.  now  ventures  to  commend  his  scholastic  attainments  to  the 

inhabitants  of  the  neighbourhood  of ,  feeling  confident  he  has  made  him- 
self master  of  a  good  sound  English  education,  after  pursuing  the  above  object 
many  years— nevertheless  returns  his  sincere  thanks  to  those  who  have 
favoured  him  with  their  patronage  and  yet  earnestly  solicits  a  favour  of 
greater  patronage  feeling  assured  that  by  strictness,  perseverance,  economy 
and  wonted  ability  he  will  give  satisfaction  to  both  sexes  in  tuition  and  also 
to  parents  by  imparting  to  their  Children  a  liberal  Education,  consisting  of 
Reading,  writing,  Grammar,  Geography,  Arithmetic  in  all  its  extensive 
branches  and  powers,  also  Mathematics  and  Drawing. 

"N.B. — MR. deems  it  highly  necessary  to  remark  that  it  is  a  matter 

of  great  materiality  regarding  the  progress  in  any  boy  or  girl  being  absent  at 
school,  as  their  progress  entirely  depends  on  their  attendance,  if  the  Teacher 
do  his  duty,  and  it'is  an  undeniable  fact  that  Learning  cannot  be  acquired 

unless  attention  be  paid,  hence  MR. only  wishes  to  have  attendance  of 

boys  and  girls,  to  prove  what  he  has  stated  above,  but  he  begs  to  say  that  he 
wishes  parents  would  deliver  their  Children  into  his  hands  and  charge,  as  he 
has  already  proved  in  several  cases  that  indulging  Children  in  laziness  and 
not  making  them  obey  their  duty  have  been  their  ruin— thinking  this  a 
sufficient  remark  yet  without  verbosity  or  any  vague  assurance — he  hopes  this 
will  be  conclusive  and  worthy  of  the  readers  attention  without  embarrassment 
of  un-accomplished  achievements. 

"  METHOD. — I.  A  course  of  intelligent  study  is  initiated  &  steadily  pur- 
sued having  immediate  reference  to  the  requirements  of  his  meanest  pupils. 
II.  The  exercises  worked  by  his  pupils  are  carefully  corrected  and  honestly 
criticised  and  every  means  are  taken  to  secure  rapid  improvement.  III.  The 
result  of  six  years  experience  are  oflered  for  consideration. 

" TERMS.— Learning  the  letters  2d.  per  week;  Beginning  to  read  3d. 
per  week  ;  Ditto  Writing  &  Arithmetic  id.  per  week ;  Small  Hand  Writers 
5d.  per  week  ;  Those  learning  Grammar  6d.  per  week  ;  Drawing,  Mathematics, 
Geography,  &c.,  from  Sd.  to  Is.  6d." 

Who  can  say  the  region  enlightened  by  such  an  educational  lumi- 
nary as  the  author  of  this  hand-bill  can  be  in  want  of  a  School- 
Board? 

SUPPORTERS  OF  THE  CROWN. 

A  NOTABLE  discovery  was  communicated  to  the  Times  the  other 
day  by  MR.  HENRY  WALKER,  the  Honorary  Secretary  of  the  West 
London  Scientific  Association.  On  the  preceding  Saturday  after- 
noon, in  the  brick  earth  pit  of  the  old  Thames  bed  at  Crayford  in 
Kent,  a  gentleman  belonging  to  the  learned  body  abovenamed 
found  an  unquestionable  relic  of  a  noble  animal  too  commonly,  of 
late  years,  accounted  a  myth : — 

"  One  of  the  members  of  this  Association,  MR.  R.  W.  CHEADLE,  of  Christ's 
Hospital,  was  successful  in  excavating  a  bone  which  was  identified  by  PRO- 
FESSOR MORRIS  as  the  thighbone  of  a  British  species  of  lion." 

Thus  the  British  Lion,  whose  very  name  is  sneered  at  by  subver- 
sive scoffers  as  all  humbug,  is  now  demonstrated  to  be  a  genuine 
reality,  at  least  to  have  been  a  real  quadruped  once  ;  a  live  lion  in 
his  day,  the  most  ancient  of  the  good  old  days, — 

"  When  wild  in  woods  the  noble  savage  ran." 

Said  "  noble  savage  "  being  the  aboriginal  Briton,  bedaubed  with 
woad.  That  is  if  in  Britain  at  that  prehistoric  period  there  existed 
any  aborigines  on  two  legs  and  f  eatherless,  and  if  woad  was  comprised 
in  the  British  flora  at  an  epoch  when  the  British  fauna  included 
lions.  But,  most  strange  to  say,  the  discovery  of  the  British  Lion  is 
not  the  only  one  made  by  MR.  CHEADLE.  A  more  remarkable  case  of 
"curious  coincidence"  has  perhaps  never  been  announced  in  any 
journal  than  that  which  remains  to  be  pointed  out  :— 

"  MR.  CHEADLE  found  at  the  same  time  several  teeth  of  rhinoceros  in  this 
cemetery  of  ancient  life  among  the  hop-gardens  of  Kent." 

It  is  indeed  wonderful  that  the  remains  of  a  creature  associated 
in  heraldry  with  the  British  Lion  should  have  been  discovered  near 
those  of  its  companion  on  the  Royal  Arms,  and  that  the  same 
fortunate  explorer  should  have  had  the  honour  of  discovering  not 
onlylthe  Lion  of  our  British  escutcheon,  but.  the  Unicorn  as  well. 


ITALY  ON  FEANCE. 

"  LA  Republica  non  aveva  che  una  Gambetta  ; 
Adesso  ha  due  gambe,  e  sta  ferma !  " 


CHANGE  OF  NAME.— Notice.— The  REV.  ORBY  SHIPLEY  to  be  called 
the  REV.  URBI  ET  ORBI  SHIPLEY. 
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PUNCH'S    PICTORIAL    PATENTS. 

PATENT  FRONT-AND-BACK-FALL  BUFFFJI  (FOR  BEGINNERS). 


PRESIDENT  CINCINNATUS. 

"  The  Senate  have  pawed  a  re«olution  reducing  the  Present's 
allowance  from.50,000  to  25,000  dollars." 

OUR  Transatlantic  cousins  trying: 

To  meet  the  last  cry  from  the  Gallery, 
Go  in  an  honest  head  for  buying 

At  half  the  present  scale  of  salary. 
Almighty  Dollar's  slaves  essay — 

The  notion  strikes  us  here  as  comic — 
To  halve  their  President's  poor  pay, 

And  so  prove  clean  hands  economic. 

Alas !  there  will  be  no  more  fun — 

Hops.Germans,  champagne  lunches,  dinners — 
At  the  White  House  in  Washington 

For  hungry  saints  or  thirsty  sinners. 
Your  public  life  alas !  breeds  dirt, 

Your  public  organs  throw  it  gaily ; 
And  now  the  Presidential  shirt 

Will  hardly  pay  for  washing  daily. 

What  is  five  thousand  pounds  a  year  ? 

'Tis  just  an  English  Bishop's  income. 
While,  in  the  President's  starved  ear. 

The  dollars  melt  from  hands  that  clink  'em ! 
Roumanian  Boyar,  Russian  Prince, 

( tutspent  in  rear  of  Shoddy  tarries : 
And  English  Dukes  with  envy  wince 

While  Shoddy  pays  them  down  in  Paris. 

Emperors  and  Kings  are  much  too  dear ; 

A  President  may  well  come  cheaper : 
But  why  give  anything  a  year 

To  your  exalted  office-keeper  ? 
Put  up  the  place  to  auction,  friends, 

Choose  who  bids  highest — when  you  've  made  him. 
Wait  till  his  term  of  office  ends. 

And,  guess,  you  '11  find,  somehow,  it 's  paid  him. 


A  Fruitless  Visit. 


MRS.  MALAFROP*  has  suffered  a  great  disappointment. 
Hearing  of  "  the  fall  in  the  price  of  silver,"  she  thought 
it  was  a  favourable  opportunity  to  buy  what  she  had 
long  wanted—  a  few  additional  forks  and  spoons.  Her 
expectations  of  a  great  bargain  were  rudely  dashed  to 
the  ground  when  she  reached  the  silversmith's  shop. 


AN  OXFORD  MIXTURE. 

THE  following  letters  have  been  received  at  85,  Fleet'Street,  during 
the  past  week,  on  the  subject  of  the  Oxford  University  Bill,  now  be- 
fore the  House  of  Lords.  In  these  days,  when  public  opinion  is  so 
powerful,  all  useful  hints  should  be  of  service  to  Commissioners, 
both  of  the  present  and  the  future.  This  being  the  case,  Mr. 
Punch  has  no  hesitation  in  publishing  the  communications  of  his 
correspondents  for  that  unknown  quantity— what  they  are  worth  :— 

(LETTER  I.    Postmark,  "  London,  W.") 

DEAREST  MR.  PUNCH, 

You  have  always  been  the  best  friend  of  the  Ladies— always 
—and  I  do  so  want  you  to  help  us  now.  You  are  so  good  and  so 
clever  and  so  amiable  that  I  am  sure  you  will  if  you  can,  and  you 
kniiip— you  satirical,  nice  important  creature— you  know  you  can  do 
mil/thing  if  you  please.  A  single  line  in  your  truly  amusing  paper 
will  have  (as  Papa  calls  it)  "  the  desired  effect."  You  know  it  will 
now  don't  you  ? 

After  reading  the  first  column  of  the  Times  the  other  morning,  I 
*f r^e  j  the  °ther  pagcs  (a?  *  "lf"y»  do,  to  see  if  there  is  any  news 
ot  the  dear  Prince),  and,  quite  by  accident,  I  came  upon  a  long  ac- 
count of  a  meetine- of  a  fVinvnpntirm  atf)ffnrA  Vionrln/t  "  TYVI.™  KITTO 


v.      TI  mMWI     V    '  rciisii.     i  coiuun  i,  quite  understand 

it,  but  Papa  tells  me  that  it  is  proposed  to  alter  the  way  of  spending 
the  money  belonging  to  the  Colleges— the  endowments  or  something 
—you  know  what  I  mean.  I  hope  you  won't  consider  me  a  very  silly 
goose  if  I  suggest  something  en  pusmnt.  I  suppose  the  old  Gentle- 
men have  been  too  extravagant  in  their  tailor's  bills— I  know  at 
Commemoration  some  of  the  gowns  were  quite  too  gorgeous  !  Now 
for  my  suggestion. 

Don't  you  remember  there  was  a  great  fuss  a  short  time  ago  about 
the  expenses  of  Commemoration.  I  recollect  a  lot  of  letters  in  the 
papers  saying  .that  the  young  men  could  not  really  afford  (poor 
fellows)  to  entertain  their  sisters  and  cousins  in  proper  style.  One 

VOL.  LSI.  „ 


wretch  wanted  Commemoration  to  be  abolished !  Now  thin  would 
be  simply  too  awfully  miserable ;  it  would  be  really  wicked.'  Com- 
memoration is  too  nice,  it  is  indeed. 

Why  shouldn't  some  of  the  funds,  dearest  Mr.  Punch,  be  devoted 
to  paying  for  the  Balls,  Pic-nics,  Garden  Parties,  and  Flower  Shows  !' 
If  the  Heads  of  Colleges  (is  that  the  right  name  for  them  f)  objected, 
they  might  be  wheedled  into  saying  Yes,"  by  receiving  a  lot  of 
cards  of  invitation  to  everything — of  course  on  condition  that  they 
only  asked  nice  young  .Men  and  unmarried  Ladies  at  least  over 
forty. 

Do,  do  get  this  done  for  us,  dearest  Mr.  Punch,  and  merit  the 
eternal  gratitude  of  yours  most  sincerely, 

A  LITTLE  Grat. 

P.S. — I  must  introduce  you  to  JACK.  I  am  sure  he  would  be 
ill-lighted  to  put  you  up  for  the  week,  and  his  breakfasts  are  really 
quite  too  lovely. 

(LETTER  II.    Postmark,  "  City  Road.") 

MR.  PUNCH, 

SIR,— I  am  not  a  Member  of  Oxford  College,  but  I  have 
written  ten  five-act  pieces  that  a  jealous  clique  of  theatrical  Mana- 
gers (in  London  and  the  provinces)  have  kept  off  the  boards  once 
trod  by  that  far-famed  gentleman  sometimes  called  the  famous 
"  Swan  of  Avon." 

Sir,  "  if  there  is  any  justice  in  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  free  : 
if  there  is  still  a  sun  keeping  watch  over  the  busy  world  by  day  as 
the  silvery  moon  does  by  night,  like  a  hawk  searching  for  his  first 
meal — the  early  worm  of  daybreak  "  (pardon  me  for  quoting  from  my 
own  works),  let  some  of  the  bloated  funds  of  the  luxurious  College 
of  Oxford  be  expended  in  assisting 

Your  obedient  Servant, 

A  GEJTU-S  XOT  YET  RECOGNISED. 
(LETTER  III.     Postmark,  "  Aldcrshot.") 

SIR, — After  careful  consideration  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  an  Oxford  education  is  scarcely  the  sort  of  thing  to  suit  a  man 
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intending  to  enter  the  Army.  My  present  duties  arc  confined  to 
company  drill,  the  internal  economy  of  a  regiment  (inspecting  raw 
inrat  and  tasting  weak  tea),  and  occasionally  assisting  at  the  deli- 
berations of  our  Mess  Committee. 

\Vhy  should  not  some  of  the  University  Funds  be  devoted  to 
purchasing  parade-grounds  and  the  endowment  of  a  Chair  of  Mili- 
tary Science  ?  I  may  say  the  exercises  would  be  of  local  as  well  as 
of  general  importance.  As  a  soldier  it  is  my  opinion  that  even  the 
Eeada  of  Colleges  would  be  benefited  by  a  course  of  "setting-up 
drill,"  and  as  for  "  the  coaches  "  a  month  of  "par  buckling  "  and  a 
fortnight  of  "trench  digging"  would  do  them  all  the  good  in  the 
world—  it  would  make  men  of  them,  Sir. 

For  the  sake  of  the  Service  you  will  bo  p-lad  to  hear  that  what  I 
learned  at  Oxford  I  completely  forgot  at  Sandhurst. 
Yours  faithfully, 

B.  A.  (Oxford],  Lieutenant —th  Font. 

(LETTER  IV.    Postmark,  "  Putney.") 

Ma.  EDITOR, 

FAS  be  it  from  me  to  suggest  that  a  good  oar  must 
necessarily  be  a  bad  scholar  (on  the  contrary,  many  of  our  best 
Blues  have  been  the  prides  of  their  respective  Colleges)  ;  but  surely 
field  and  water  sports  might  now  take  rank  with  cramming. 

The  London  Public,  Sir,  fully  appreciate  the  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge Boat  Race,  and  the  University  Cricket  Match ;  but  those  two 
great  contests  have  never  been  properly  recognised  on  the  banks  of 
the  Cam  and  the  Isis.  I  see  a  good  opportunity  for  some  repara- 
tion in  the  proposed  redistribution  of  the  Oxford  funds.  Two 
chairs  (one  for  _  Cricket,  the  other  for  Boating)  might  bo  advan- 
tageously established  ;  and  perhaps  a  small  fund  might  be  reserved 
for  the  entertainment  of  ex-Lord  Mayors  by  victorious  Eights,  or 
conquering  Elevens. 


Let  this  be  done,  and  I 
than  satisfied. 


say  that  Athletic  Oxford  will  be  more 

Yours  most  truly, 

AN  OLD  BLUE. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


OOD  joke    (Lords, 
3f Hilda.!/,    JI,i,-r/, 

20th)  of  LOUD 
STANLEY  of  Ar,- 
DERLEY'S  —  Will 
Government  issu< 
a  Fugitive-Coolie 
Circular  —  the 
Fugitive  Slave 
Circular  havin 
proved  such  a 
success  ?  LORD 
DERBY,  with  per- 
fect seriousness, 
disclaimed  any 
such  intention. 

(  Commons).  — 
In  Committee  on 
Royal  Titles  Bill, 
MR.  DISRAIM.  i 
tried  to  take  the 
sting  out  of  the 
Bill  by  explain- 
ing that  the 

UUKEN      would, 

under  no  circum- 

stances,     assume 
fact,   is  to  be 


the  style  of   Empress  in  England.     VICTORIA  in 


(LETTER  V. 
MR.  EDITOR, 


Postmark,  "Little  Peddlington.") 


SIR,— You  will  see  by  my  signature  that  I  am  the  celebrated 
Tragedian.    Suyin  that  character  I  have  a  right  to  be  heard. 

Sir,  what  do  our  young  men  know  about  elocution  ?  Nothing — 
absolutely  nothing.  Don't  talk  to  me,  Sir,  about  a  Public  Orator. 
Pshaw,  Sir !— his  office  is  a  sinecure,  a  farce,  a  sham !  Sir,  I  hear 
that  Oxford  proposes  to  spend  her  money  after  a  new  fashion.  By 
all  means  let  her  do  so. 

I  am  given  to  understand,  Sir,  that  the  University  boasts  a. 
Theatre  of  its  own  (I  have  my  own  doubts  upon  the  subject,  Sir ; 
for  I  cannot  find  it  mentioned  in  the  Era :  but  no  matter).  Then 
let  that  Theatre  (if  it  exists)  be  worthily  filled. 

Sir— mark  me  well— let  the  University  make  it  worth  my  while, 
and  I  will  allow  our  youth  to  see  me  nightly  in  a  round  of  my  most 
famous  Shakspearian  parts. 

As  you  know,  Sir,  lam  the  Hamlet,  Macbeth,  Romeo.  Apothecary 
(as  played  by  me  at  the  Theatre  Royal  Sadler's  Wells  for  more  than 
three  consecutive  nights),  Othello  and  Falstaffoi  the  epoch.  Need 
1  say  more  ? 

Sir,  your  obedient  Servant, 

GARKICK  KBMBLE  JONKS, 
Late  of  the  Theatre  Royal  Sadler's  Wells. 

P.S.  Should  my  offer  be  refused,  I  shall  be  at  liberty  at  Easter 
tor  Iragedy,  Eccentric  Comedy,  and  Utility.  I  understand  the 
time — eight. 


(LETTER  VI. 
MY  DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 


Postmark,  "  London,  E.") 


DOUBTLESS  there  will^  be  many  excellent  suggestions  made 


a  blessing.  Indirectly,  many  an  Oxford  man  working 
either  in  the  slums  of  London  or  in  the  heathen  lands  of  the  country 
might  be  benefited.  But  the  will  must  be  precursor  of  the  way. 

bick  calls,  lenten  duties,  and  niy  ordinary  parochial  work  prevent 
me  from  writing  more. 

Your  faithful  Servant, 

A  POOR  CURATE. 


QUESTIONS   FOR  ANY   NUMBER   01'    MKKS. 

1.  Spell  LJUBIBHATICS. 

2.  Pronounce  LJUBIBKATICS. 
:;.  Who  is  LJUBIBRATICS  '•: 


Empress,  "  Limited  "—to  India— and  her  children,  further  West,  are 
still  to  be  Royal — not  Royal  and  Imperial — Highnesses.  LORD 
HARTINGTON  was  sorry  this  re-assuring  pledge  had  not  been  given 
before  Second  Reading  of  the  Bill.  Still  he  foresaw  awkward  com- 
plications. Think  of  the  difti culty  of  keeping  the  Snobocracy — Social 
and  Municipal— to  the  old  title.  There  would  be  something  so 
irresistibly  tempting  to  ,1  KXKINS  in  a  new  and  lower  form  of  Kotow ! 

SERJEANT  Siiiox  wanted  to  include  a  reference  to  the  Colonies  in 
the  Royal  Style.  Our  Warwick — Empress-maker  as  he  is — really 
didn't  just  now  see  how  that  was  to  be  managed,  but  did  not  despair 
that  some  day  a  happy  device  might  be  hit  upon  ! 
_  Now  it  has  come  to_  tinkering  the  Royal  Title,  Punch  can't  for  the 
life  of  him  see  the  difficulty  of  turning  out  a  serviceable  and  com- 
prehensive article.  What  is  the  objection  to  ".VICTORIA  by  the  Grace 
of  GOD,  of  Great  Britain,  Ireland,  India,  and  the  British  Colonies 
and  Dependencies,  Queen  ?  "  Or— better  still,  because  briefer,— why 
not,  "  VICTORIA  of  the  British  Dominions,  Queen  ?  "  Mr.  P.  will  be 
happy  to  meet  the  RIGHT  HON.  B.  D.,  the  RIGHT  HON.  W.  E.  G.,  the 
RIGHT  HON.  SIR  S.  H.  BART,  and  the  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  HARTOTOTON, 
and  will  back  himself  to  help  those  four  lame  dogs  over  the  Royal 
Style  in  the  course  of  an  hour's  confab,  with  the  aid  of  a  sedative 
cigar. 

After  some  boggling,  and  with  many  wry  faces  from  the  Opposi- 
tion, and  no  great  appearance  of  relish  on  the  part  of  the  Majority, 
the^Bill  was  got  through  Committee  without  a  division. 

Then  the  House,  having  shaken  off  its  nomenclative  nightmare, 
went  joyously  into  Committee  of  Supply,  and  knocked  off  a  good 
batch  of  "excess  votes  "  in  Army  andNavy  Estimates. 

Tuesday  (Lords).— LORD  SALISBURY  has  ventured— RYLANDS  not- 
withstanding—to make  the  post  of  Indian  Councillor  tenable 
during  good  behaviour.  Their  Lordships  are  to  have  the  comments 
of  the  Hebdomadal  Council  and  Convocation  on.  the  Oxford  Bill, 
before  going  into  Committee.  That  is  only  fair. 

(Commons). — Thank  you,  MR.  RITCHIE,  for  a  very  useful  expose 
of  the  constitution,  efficiency,  expense,  and  pay  of  the  Metropolitan 
Fire  Brigade,  in  support  of  demand  for  a  Select  Committee.  Would 
that  all  Committees  asked  and  granted  had  as  good  a  ground  laid  for 
them  or  the  chance  of  being  as  useful. 

SHAW  the  Life  Guardsman,  used  to  be  a  popular  hero,  in  the  days 
when  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  came  off  annually  at  Astley's.  Our 
SHAW — the  Life  and  Property  Guardsman — has  a  more  solid  claim 
on  London's  recognition,  for  he  does  a  big  work  with  small  means, 
and  spends  himself  and  his  men  freely  for  very  inadequate  reward. 
It  all  our  big  Babylon's  municipal  services  were  as  well  adminis- 
tered, manned  and  worked  as  her  Fire  Brigade,  we  should  have 
loss  need  for  reform  of  our  Local  Government. 

DR.  CAMERON— with  Scotch  shrewdness  and  Highland  pluck- 
brought  forward  the  grievances  of  the  Talisman's  crew  ;  the  men, 
imprisoned  without  trial,  for  more  than  a  year,  in  a  filthy  dungeon 
at  Callao,  then  released  without  compensation,  after  being  forced  to 
serve  the  Peruvian  Government  for  a  cruise  aboard  their  own  ship  ; 
the  officers  still  untried  prisoners  after  fifteen  months'  suffering, 
and  one  of  them  murdered  en  attendant  by  one  of  the  native  ruffians 
shut  up  in  the  same  foul  hole. 

MR.  BOURKE  told  at  great  length  the  story  of  the  Talisman — seized 
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CAUSE    AND    EFFECT. 

Publican.    "  Voun    DOG'S   VEBY   FAT,    Siu.      PUAY    WHAT    DO    YOU    FEED 
HIM  01 

Triu-' 'Her.  "  A\'KLL,  HE  HAS  NO  REGULAR  MEALS  ;  BUT  WHENEVER  I  TAKE  A 
GLASS  OF  ALK,  I  GIVE  HIM  A  BISCUIT,  YOU  KNOW  ! ! " 


fairly  enough  by  the  Penivian  Government  as  having  been  chartered  and  loaded 
here  by  agents  of  conspirators  against  the  Government,  and  used  for  the  pur- 
poses of  a  rebellion  in  the  country — but  shirked  DK.  C\MI:KON'S  point,  wnieh 
was  that  our  Government  had  been  slack  in  acting  on  behalf  of  the  crew.  We 
are  glad  to  hear  from  Hit.  BOURKK  that  LORD  DKHIIY  has,  at  last,  sent  out  a 
i>cn-iti|>1oi-y  demand  for  the  immediate  trial  or  release  of  the  officers.  Better 
late  than  never.  Unfortunately,  the  demand  comes  too  lato  for  the  mate, 
SIBLEV.  The  ruffian's  knife  has  already  unlocked  the  dungeon-door  for  him, 
poor  fellow ! 

I. <>i:i>  DKHIIY  should  be  made  to  feel  that  there  are  occasions  on  which  it  is 
the  duty  of  a  Foreign  Secretary's  blood  to  boil.  Pern  may  be  as  weak  among 
powers,  as  she  is  lawless  in  her  prisons,  and  rascally  in  her  finance.  But  that 
is  no  reason  why  she  should  be  allowed  to  imprison  and  ill  use  Kna-lish  sailors 
with  impunity.  Weakness  has  its  privileges  :  but  this  is  pushing  them  too  far. 
Let  us  hope  that  Dii.  CAMKKOX'S  creditably  cool  and  clear  exposition  of  the  case 
will  from  this  time  secure  his  clients  against  the  cooling  influences  of  Foreign 
Office  snow-broth.  Even  MR.  GLADSTONE  admitted  that  LORD  DERBY  might 
have  shown  more  spirit,  without  infringing  his  cherished  rule  of  discretion. 

(Wednesday. Y  An  Irish  afternoon  as  usual.  DR.  WARD  busy  proving  that 
the  Irish  Fisheries  had  been  knocked  on  the  head  by  the  treacherous  jealousy 
of  the  Saxon,  and  starved,  when  the  Scotch  Fisheries  were  fed  fat  on  grants  and 
bounties.  He  only  asks  for  an  Irish  .Board  of  CoBUUMMMN,  like  the  Scotch— 
a  branding  system,  like  the  Scotch— and  a  modest  annual  grant  of  £20,000,  to 
lie  spent  in  the  repairs  of  piers  and  harbours,  and  loans  to  fishermen,  &c.  &c. 

I)it.  \\ARD,  backed  by  MK.  Burr,  LOHD  HAMILTON,  and  Mi;.  Kuri  \,  and  a 
strong  muster  of  Iri-.li  Mi  tubers— made  out  a  good  case,  in  the  teeth  of  BAXTER 
and  the  Economists— and  SIR  M.  H.  BEACH  was  driven  to  the  candid  admission 
that  so  long  as  the  Scotch  system  was  maintained,  if  it  could  be  shown  that  the 
Irish  Fisheries  suffered  for  want  of  it,  it  ought  to  be  extended  to  them.  He 
promised  inquiry.  As  to  the  grant,  there  were  various  loans  out  of  the  Repro- 
ductive Loan  Fund  under  the  Act  of  1874.  Let  us  see  how  the  repayments 
under  that  came  in,  and  then  it  would  be  time  to  talk  about  an  extension  of  the 
system.  Sly  SIR  MICHAEL  !  On  the  whole,  he  must  oppose  the  Bill.  So  it  was 
negatived  by  215  to  131.  But  DR.  WAUD  can't  say  he  has  taken  nothing  by  his 
motion.  J 


promis 
Why 


Thurxilay   (Lords).—  LORD    SAMMIUKY 
Cambridge  University  Bill  after  Faster.     Why  an    the 
Dark  Blues  to  have  precedence  V 

(Coin»ii»i.i:.-    "  (Jtif    ilialilv    ultdil-il   fniri:    liai' 
!;„/,',;•:'"     A  startler  for  Kgyptiun  Bulls.     When   Dis- 
uuii.i    promised    CAVK'S    Report,    he   had    not    nail    it. 
IIa\ini'  read  it  bethought  KIIKDIVK  mightn't  liln-   it. 
Kimn\K  beinu'  asked,    said  he  didn't  like  it,  and  the 
t  In  •  (  '  u  i;  is  not  to  be  heard  in  the  City.     So  the 
Report  is  burked,  and  the  Bears  are  loose  with 
L'.niii'c!    DISHAELI  may  boast  to  have  <••  \><  ate<l  ti 
•  •I  his  forefathers.     He  has  spoiled  the  Egyptians  ! 
MILTON'S  hymn  comes  to  mind—  with  a  difference:  — 
Thr  <  )r;ir]e  is  dumb  ! 
From  forth  the  Cave  no  hum 
Skaketh  the  market,  up  or  downward  heaving. 
The  KHKHIVK  doth  1.  1 
That  light  might  raise  a  shine. 
.iliini't  seals  C'AVE  —  Kgyptiun  ikrkni'ss  leaving  '. 

Another  contribution—  perhaps  the  largest  of  the  year, 
and  they  have  been  both  large  and  many  —  toBENJAMw's 
mess. 

But  he  crowned  even  this  to-night,  by  bis  amazing 

speech  on  the  Itoyal  Titles  Bill     in  which'  be  ran  play- 

fully  down    a  whole    gamut    of    "authorities,"    from 

It's     Fn'irtj    Qinvn    and    ('AMPIN'S    Iirit,i:inin  to 

n'liitiiln-rx  A  Iniiitiit,-,  and  the  letter  of  a   nursery  cor- 

respondent —  a  dear  good  girl  of  twelve  —  who  finds  the 

called  Empress  in  her  school-geography,  a  work 

with  the  high  authority  of  an  eighty-ninth  edition. 

Hut  the  Sphinx's  most  mysterious  riddle  was  left  for 
t  .  Have  not  the  bazaars  and  the  ryots  heard  of 
an  "  FJmperor  "  —  'an  irresistible  conqueror  —  who  is  slowly, 
but  surely,  absorbing  Asia,  from  the  North  downwards  <? 
I  hui  (forth  India  shall  have  her  "  Empress  "  to  throw 
in  the  "  Kmperor's  "  teeth  ! 

Marvellous  medicine  of  a  word  !  Mighty  mystery  of 
the  Asian  mind  !  Soundless  depths  of  the  Disraehtish 
incomprehensible  ! 

Here  be  reasons,  0  BULL  !  plentiful  as  black-berries, 
and  big  as  it  is  easy  to  make  wind-bags.  So  Third 
Reading  of  the  Bill  was  carried  by  209  to  134,  under 
protest  of  the  Opposition,  well  and  weightily  uttered 
by  the  accredited  mouths  of  GLADSTONE  and  LOWE  ;  and 
with  the  freshness  and  force  of  a  new  voice,  besides  — 
that  of  COWKN,  a  dark  diamond  from  coaly  Tyne.  So 
passes  the  Bill  to  the  Lords.  Q.  b.  f.  jlque  siet,  prays 
Punch,  but  doubtingly,  for  he  loves  not  to  see  high 
things  lightly  handled—  and  is  for  holding  to  the  old 
ways  nowhere  so  reverently  as  in  the  region  round  the 
Throne. 

On  Merchant  Shipping  Bill.  There  is  a  chance  of 
seeing  the  pressure  of  Poor  JACK'S  collar  lightened 
in  one  place.  MB.  Gossrr  enforced  from  recalcitrant 
ADDERLEY  promise  of  a  Clause  to  confine  imprisonment 
for  breach  of  sailor's  contract  to  cases  involving  danger 
to  life  or  ship. 

/•>(>/«//.—  .Nothing  so  remarkable.  SKHJP.ANT  SIIKI;- 
LOCK'S  gallant  proposal  to  uncage  the  Ladies!  Many 
Members  —  HOPE-  and  MANNKHS  included—  maintained 
that  the  Ladies  preferred  their  present  den  behind  the 
grille. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  brazen  bars  a  cage  ; 
Ladies,  the  House  who  visit,  take 
These  for  a  privilege! 


SOTE  ON   NAVU.    IVHMATBS. 

OM:  gun  that  will  sink  an  Iron-clad  is  as  good  as  a 
oiidside.  A  gunboat,  whilst  hitting  hard  enough  to 
sink  a  Minntnur,  is  hard  for  the  Miimtattr  to  hit.  The 
smaller  the  vessel  and  fewer  her  crew,  the  smaller  and 
cheaper  the  calamity  of  her  going  to  the  bottom.  A  little 
ship  with  a  great  gTin  might  do  wonders.  We  want  a 
ot  of  those  little  ships,  my  Lords. 


AN  APROPOS  TITLE. 

MONARCH  OF  MONARCHS, 

COULD  you  not  su«-<rcM  to  the  mighty  Mystery- 
Man  that  he  should  style  his  Royal   Mistn 

iez-reine)  of  Hindostan  '•    The  title  would  commemo- 
ate  at  once  his  two  grand  COM/IS  at  Canal-buying  and 
Sovereign-coining.  Youjg)  abjectly)          ASAG. 
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PROPRIETY    IN    A    FIX. 

MRS.   QUIVERFUL  HAS  THREE  DAUGHTERS  JUST  ENGAGED,  AND  THE  PLEASING  DUTY  DEVOLVES  UPON  HER  OF  CHAPERONING  THEM 
WIIKN  THEY  TAKE  THEIR  "WALKS  ABROAD  WITH  THEIR  RESPECTIVE  LOVERS.     UNFORTUNATELY,  THE  YOUNG  COUPLES  WILL  GO  THEIR 

OWX  DIVERGENT  WAYS  ! 


OUT  AT  LAST;  OR,  DIZZY'S  ODD  TRICK. 

THE  Fox  in  the  fable  had  tricks  ten  times  ten 

To  get  hack  to  his  den  in  the  day  of  disaster ; 
But  what  was  that  Fox  to  High-Policy  BEN, 

Of  phrase  and  finesse  the  redoubtable  master  ? 
Dealt  out  one  by  one  tricks  make  excellent  fun — 

For  the  dealer  at  least.    But  the  last  was  mysterious, 
A  very  "  dark  horse  "  of  a  dodge.    If  hard  run 

BEN  would  have  to  try  that ;  the  result  might  be  serious. 
High  Policy!    Mum !    So  the  chase  seemed  to  flag, 
When — out  pops  that  identical  trick  from  the  bag ! 

"  Why  Empress  ?  "  quoth  JOHN.    With  Sphinx  finger  to  nose, 

The  Great  Wizard  replies,  "  There  are  various  reasons. 
You  don't  want  them  all  in  a  lump,  I  suppose, 

But  I  '11  dribble  them  out — at  convenient  seasons. 
Dear  India  desires  it.    She  treated  your  boy 

So  remarkably  well  that  she  merits  your  gratitude. 
Shown  thus  she  will  hail  it  with  genuine  joy. 

See  how  eager  her  eyes,  how  expectant  her  attitude ! 
You  don't  quite  perceive  it  'i    That 's  very  absurd. 
But  no  matter,  /  do ;  so  you  '11  please  take  my  word. 

"  Objections  ?    Pooh !  pooh !    All  this  silly  to-do 

Is  mere  party  device  and  unreasoning  panic  ; 
There  are  plenty  of  answers,  good  precedents  too, 

Let  me  draw  your  attention  to  regions  Germanic. 
It  means  very  little — it  means  a  great  deal. 

My  plan 's  purely  local — no  change,  mere  addition. 
'Twill  strengthen  your  rule.    If  the  Colonies  feel 

Just  a  little  bit  sore,  why  some  new  definition 
May  fix  their  relation  and  plaster  their  sore. 
'Tis  but  tinkering  the  title  a  little  bit  more ! 

"  '  New-fangled ! '    0  dear,  not  at  all !     An  old  term. 
I  have  heaps  of  Authorities— CAMDKN  Mid  SPINSER, 


And  PINNOCK,  and  WHITAKER.     So  I  affirm 

That  Victoria  Imperatrix  Fidei  Defensur 
Is  no  innovation.     And  should  vou  suppose 

My  research  on  the  point  has  been  careless  or  cursory, 
I  make  my  appeal,  the  whole  matter  to  close, 

To  the  highest  of  courts,  which,  of  course,  is  the  Nursery. 
I  won't  mention  names,  but  you  've  only  to  look 
In  my  infant  EGERIA'S  Geography  Book ! 

"  Not  satisfied  yet  ?    Well,  then,  listen.    Prepare 

For  a  startler — the  heart  of  this  new  Asian  mystery — 
'Tis  a  hint  for  the  ear  of  the  Great  Hussion  Bear  ! 

(Prince — Suez — new  title! — three  steps  in  one  history) 
He  has  munched  up  the  Tartars !     A  rival  ?    0  no ! 

But  we  '11  borrow  his  title  to  make  matters  equal. 
Sometimes  a  big  word  is  as  good  as  a  blow : 

Will  he  funk  it,  or  grin ''    We  shall  see  in  the  sequel. 
He  fights,  and  intrigues,  and  creeps  nearer  apace  ; 
I,  by  way  of  reply,— fling  a  name  in  his  face  !  " 


Writ  de  Rheumatico,  &c. 

DEAR  PUNCH, 

THEBK  is  a  young  Lady  for  whom  I  have  a  great — though, 
since  the  late  winter  set  in  again,  it  has  been  a  neuralgic — affection. 
One  day  last  week  she  suddenly  stopped  sneezing,  and  asked  me  to 
write  some  lines  in  her  album.  To  blow  my  nose,  and  produce  the 
following  was  the  work  of  a  moment : — 

Come  where  the  aspens  quiver, 
There  we  '11  indulge  in  a  shiver  : 
Bring  your  catarrh 
To  my  sciatica, 
And  we  '11  sing  of  lumbago,  my  love ! 

I  really  didn't  know  I  had  it  in  me. 

Yours,  North-Easterly, 
Snow  Hill,  March  29.  M.  ARCHWYND. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— APRIL  1,  1876. 


4it.it 


"THE    QUEEN   WITH   TWO   HEADS." 

ME.  BCLL.  "NO,  NO,  BENJAMIN,  IT  WILL  NEVER  DO!     YOU  CAN'T  IMPROVE  ON  THE  OLD  '  QUEER'S 

HEAD!  '" 
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DRAWING-ROOM     DRESSES. 

You  ]>i:u; 

I   l:l  ITURE, 

I    KNOW     you 
Letter* 

from  Ladies 
sometimes  — vary 

luit,  anyhow,  you 
published  a  week 
or  two  ago  one 
from  an  awfully 
jolly  girl,  I 
should  think 
(though  I  really 
forget  what  it 
•was  about).  But 
what  I  want  to 
say  iaapropus  of 
these  Drawing- 
Hooms  II  KR 

M.UIisTY  (I  SUp- 
pOBC  I  ought  to 
say  Her  Imperial 
Majesty  ?)  has 
announced —  that 
is,  of  course  it  is 
the  LOUD  CHAJC- 
BERLAIN,  not 
the  (JrEEif,  who  announces  them  —  for  May  next. 

I  am'sure  no  girl  in  the  United  Kingdom,  India,  or  the  Colonies, 
can  he!  more  loyal  than  I  am,  but  why  on  earth  we  should  be 
victimised  and  forced  to  go  in  evening  dresses  to  a  morning  perform- 
ance goodness  gracious  only  knows.  I  have  been  to  more  than  one 
Drawing- Room,  and  I  know  the  delights  of  running  out,  even  in 
May  mornings,  into  one's  carriage  in  low  body  and  a  train ;  sitting 
to  be  stared  at  by  any  casual  passer-by  in  St.  James's  Street— and, 
whether  it  be  LorafioLEBY  or  the  crossing-sweeper  who  looks  into 
the  carriage  window,  I  know  my  shoulders  in  broad  daylight  must 
look  frightfully  yellow,  however  much  poudre  de  riz  I  put  on  before 
starting,  and  even  supposing  them  couleur  de  rose  or  "cherub- 
tinted,  one  feels  so  undressed  in  the  day-time  that  it  really  seems 
quite  too  awfully  shocking,  especially  as  a  girl  does  not  take  a  fan 

T\  •  n  -rrn  il  i~*t  .iT__13_i  _:_l-*  0        C\- 


much  more  becoming,  with  those  loves  of  Beb£  bonnets  which  are 
just  coming  in  from  Paris.  Trains,  of  course,  would  be  discarded, 
though  no  doubt  the  skirts  would  be  quite  as  long.  But  what 
anxiety,  what  nerves,  what  hysterics  would  be  avoided  if  such  a 
consummation  could  be  arrived  at ! 

Surely  feathers,  trains,  and  all  the  rest  of  it  should  be  as  obsolete 
as  cavalier  boots  and  pow'der,  or,  at  any  rate,  as  tail  uniforms  and 
epaulettes.  Some  Mammas  (don't  print  this),  whose  daughters 
possess  exceptionally  good  shoulders,  might  object,  you  know,  but 
oh !  what  a  blessing  it  would  be  to  most  of  us,  who  now  catch  frightful 
colds,  and  in  some  cases  consumption,  merely  to  give  the  Gentlemen- 
at-Arms  an  opportunity  of  studying  resthetical  anatomy  while  we 
arc  shivering  in  the  Ante-R6om. 

I  am  quite  serious,  so  do  be  so  for  once,  and  help 

Your  devoted  admirer, 

Belgravitt.  BERTHA. 

I  enclose  my  card,  and  we  have  five  o'clock  tea  every  Tuesday 
throughout  the  season. 

GONE  WRONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  BY  MI8S  RHODY  DENDBON, 

AiitKarfst  vj  "  Cometh  Dovfn  like  a  Sluneer,"  "Red  in  the  Pfosc  is  .S7i.\" 
"  Good  !  Buy  Swett  Tart  !  "   "  Xot  Slihj,  But  don't  '/'•  11." 

CHAPTER  II.— What  the  Author  sai/a. 

WHILE  our  erring,  wayward,  wild,  innocent  BELLA,  despising  the 
shackles  of  conventionality,  is  disguising  herself  in  the  nXVXBBND 
TOMMY  HASSOCK'S  clerical  costume,  and  making  that  soft,  dumpling- 
headed  clergyman  turn  quite  pink  with  exasperation  at  being  locked 
Into  the  jam-cupboard  during  the  process  of  masquerading  which  is 
going  on  in  our  front  apartment, — JENNY  takes  a  good  long  look  at 
the  innocent  cause  of  all  this  excitement,  who  is  standing  in  front 
of  the  one  hotel  at  Wollum.  He  is  engaged  in  swallowing  a  basin 
of  soup,  while,  with  his  eyes,  he  is  devouring  the  bill  of  fare  which 
the  waiter  is  holding  up  for  his  inspection.  Not  a  very  romantic 


situation  for  a  hero,  truly  ;  yet  IIi.u.i,  -  punning  to  settle  her  white 
tie,  and  adjust  the  RKVEUKNH  TOMMY'.-,  pule,  green  spectacles  to  her 
great  unusual-looking  eyes,  which  shine  brightly  under  their  white 
lids. — catching  the  movement  of  his  deep,  poppy-hued  lips, — half 
hidden  under  a  .Niagara  of  tawny  hair, — as  they  pronounced  tin- 
words,  "  Itral  Turtle,"  felt,  that,  within  her  soul,  there  was  suddenly 
revealed  to  her  a  bottomless  depih  -a  wild,  mad,  reckless  fervour 
of  .passion,  to  which  all  her  past  girlish  pleasure  in  ices,  jam-t  i 
rolls,  and  cauliflowers,  were  but  a*  a  drop  of  summer  dew  to  the 
tempestuous  upheavings  of  olil  ocean's  stormy  hosom.  Shu  had  seen 
his  lips  move;  she  had  .-au^ht  the  masterful  WonK,  "  Heal  Turtle!" 
And  what  sort  of  man  was  lie,  who,  this  day,  had  been  so  freely 
inspired  with  the  secret,  word,  the  talisman,  the  key  to  this  priceless 
treasure  of  uew-horn  Bncalotuatixig  passion':'  This  is  he: — A  big, 
iiowerful  figure,  dam-cheated,  clean-limbed,  thin-Hanked.  Anns 
long  and  sinewy,  with  muscle  rising  in  knotted  cords  upon  them. 
His  head, — towering  stately  over  the  heads  of  other  men,  being,  as 
anatomists  technically  express  it,  "  screwed  on  the  right  way,  — 
was  so  firmly  set  on  his  long,  massive,  columnar  neck,  as — his  rich 
tawny,  deep-brown  hair,  beinj,'  cut  short,  and  brushed  straight  up, 


artichoke  fashion — to  tind  a  perfect  resemblance  in  the  sun-bt  pine- 
apple that  crowns  the  summit  of  Old  London's  fiery  Monument. 

He  has  harsh,  swart  features, — swarter  than  most  swart  features, 
• — and  a  great,  soft,  black-brown  moustache,  silkier  than  the  silkiest 
lloss,  drooping  over  his  ample,  gleaming,  mouth.  Penthouse  brows, 
and  dwelling  under  them,  in  their  shadow,  luminous  dark  eyes  that 
loved  to  feast  royally  on  Nature's  bounteous  gifts  to  women,  with 
long,  unshackled  looks.  A  magnificent  ugly  man.  Such  was  CAP- 

TMX  IVAR  Dr/SOVER  ItKIJAMIIK. 

So  much  for  his  outside.  For  his  inside,  it  requires  a  more  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  the  >nenn  he  is  considering  than  we  as  yet 
^s,  ere  we  can  weigh  and  measure  this  momentous  question,  and 
pronounce  according  to  any  fixed  constitutional  standard.  He  was 
not  more  conceited,  more  dissipated,  more  self-indulgent,  or  seeret- 
lier  fonder  of  nuts,  preserved  fruits,  and  sweet  things  at  dessert  after 
the  ladies  have  gone,  than  most  men  are.  His  voice  was  soft,  and 
low  as  the  tone  of  a  muffled  fog-horn  sounding  o'er  the  summer  sea 
through  the  mists  of  evening-tide.  Dreadfully  soft  could  that  voice 
be  when  it  chose,  suiting  itself  to  the  quality  of  tin  willing  listener. 

An    ostler   is  waiting  with  a  dog-cart  for  <  ilr.uAMBE. 

Seeing  this,  he  finishes  nis  soup,  and  stretching  out  lazily  one  of  his 
long,  big,  strong,  shapely  legs,  he  gave  free  nlay  to  his  muscles,  and 
with  an  abrupt  intimation  of  his  iron,  inflexible,  foot,  dismisses  the 
waiter,  who,  borne  upward,  and  onward,  by  the  giant  impulse,  floats 
away  to  where  the  sun  is  already  sloping  westwards,  and  disappear- 
ing in  the  first  sprinkling  on  the  water  of  the  holy  moonshine,  is,  so, 
gradually  lost  to  view. 

During  the  above,  BELLA  has  finished  her  toilette,  has  turned  to 
her  sister,  and  asked, 

'  There,  JENNY,  am  I  a  waiter  ?  Am  I  a  waiter  or  a  clergyman  ? 
Am  I  to  say  '  My  Christian  friends,'  or  '  C'mingsir,  yessir,  d  reckly- 
sir '— which  is  it  to  be  ?  " 

"  Good  Heavens !  "  exclaims  JEKNY.  But  before  she  has  time  for 
more,  BELLA  has  shut  the  door  briskly,  and  has  rushed  down-stairs 
into  the  street. 

CAPTAIN  IVAR  DUBOVBR  BETJAMBE  has  already  taken  Ms  seat  in 
his  dog-cart,  is  giving  the  last  smoothing  caress  to  his  lion-coloured 
moustache,  before  taking  the  reins  in  the  firm-enclosing,  unrelenting 
strong,  iron,  grasp  of  the  long,  clean,  well-shaped  muscular  fingers  of 
his  sinuous  right  hand.  His  left,  ungloved,  still  retains  the  soup- 
plate,  which,  in  momentary  forgetfulness  of  the  waiter's  enforced 
departure,  he  is  holding  out,  expecting  it  be  *aken  by  the 'attendant. 
And  so  it  is.  White,  plump,  round,  soft,  ready  little  {fingers  seize 
it,  as  a  tremulous  voice,  from  a  pleading  face,  upward  turned  to- 
wards his  hairy  countenance  and  herculean  shoulders,  says 

"  N/H'i-ry,  Sir  f     Yessir,    iFrerklystr." 

Happy  I)TOOVER  !  Lucky  Moslem  in  the  dog-cart,  to  have  his 
sherbet  brought  to  him  by  such  a  hmiri .' 

It  was  a  pretty  sight :  the  big,  gentlemanlike-looking  man  in 
light  clothes,  bending  down  towards  the  beautiful  girl  masquerading 
in  the  REVEREND  MR.  HASSOCK'S  clerical  attire — 

"Halflight,  half  shade, 
A  silent  waiter,  or  a  gleeful  maid  ? " 

Her  white  tie,  tumbled  and  creased  in  her  endeavours  to  make  both 
ends  meet,  seemed  but  a  poor  muddy  yellow  strip,  as  it  lovingly 
encircled  her  soft,  white,  warm  throat.  Her  high,  black,  waistcoat 
sat  well  on  her  bold,  well-deh'ned  fairy  bust,  and  the  sun  kissed  her 
hair  and  her  hands,  as  though  he  were  some  rod-loving  schoolmaster 
who  could  never  be  sated  with  tanning  her.  Her  cheeks,  rosier 
than  rosy  red,  are  glowing  hotlier  and  hotJier  with  the  unwonted 
excitement,  and  her  eyes  sparkle  and  glitter  like  beautiful  great 
sapphires. 

The  grey  mare  is  growing  restive. 

"  Come  up !  "  says  the  deep  tone  of  DUSOVER  BELJAXBE'S  bell- 
like  voice  ;  so  deep,  so  bell-like,  that,  at  its  sound,  the  good  people 
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FORBEARANCE. 

Member  of  Hunt  (to  Farmer).   "I  WOULDN'T  RIDE  OVER  THOSE  SEEDS  IF  I  WERE  YOU. 
FELLOW,  WHO  MIGHT  MAKE  A  Fuss  ABOUT  IT." 

Farmer.  "  WELL,  SIR,  AS  HIM'S  ME,  HE  WON'T  SAY  NOTHING  ABOUT  IT  TO-DAY." 


THEY  BELONG  TO  A  DISAGREEABLE  SORT  OF 


of  Wollum  took  up  their  prayer-books,  and  were  for  trudging  off  to 
church  ;  while  some  few  of  the  smaller  tradesmen  came  out  to  put 
up  their  shutters,  under  the  impression  that  the  knell  of  the  Lord  of 
the  Manor,  or  at  least  of  the  old  Squire,  was  heing  rung. 

"  Come  up,  will  you  ?  "  he  says  once  more  to  the  restive  mare. 

BELLA  VILLAKS  hears,  looks  up  at  him  hardily,  growing  crimson, 
but  with  a  dare-devil  light  in  her  eyes,  and  repeats, 
'  '  Come  up,  will  you  ? '    I  will." 

"  I  don't  care  about  mixed  society,"  returns  CAPTAIN  BELJAMBE, 
rudely :  "  and  you  seem  to  be  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other." 

"  If  I  am  not  allowed  to  do  what  I  like,  I  scream,"  answered  the 
girl,  gravely.  "  I  am  coming  for  a  drive  with  you,  and  intend  to 
upset  your  cart.  Do  you  give  me  carte  blanche  ? 

"  This  is  my  carte  de  vistte,"  replied  CAPTAIN  DUSOVEE  BELJAMBE, 
carelessly,  "  and  I  am  going  to  make  a  round  of  calls." 

"  So  am  I !  "  cries  BELLA.  "  TOMMY,  make  room  for  your  uncle ! " 
she  adds,  as,  at  one  bold  jump,  she  springs  up  lightly  into  the 
vehicle,  and  seats  herself  by  his  side,  not  more  than  three  inches 
distant  from  his  great  shoulder. 

"Now  then!  Wake  up!  Off  we  go!"  she  exclaims,  as,  in  a 
sudden  ecstasy  of  breathless  enjoyment,  she  reaches  over  the  splash- 
board and  flogs  the  mare  with  poor  ME.  HASSOCK'S  crumpled  hat. 

CAPTAIN  DUSOVEE  looks  at  her  full  womanly  figure,  at  the  round 
white  throat,  like  a  column  of  Devonshire  cream,  and  then,  with  one 
short  stirring  cry,  and  a  sharp  click  of  the  whip,  he  gives  his  mare 
the  reins,  and  away  they  are  carried  at  the  rate  of  thirty  miles  an 
hour,  while  her  sister  JENNY  from  the  balcony  is  shouting  out, 
"  Come  back !  Come  back !  "  and  the  REVEREND  MR.  HASSOCK,  pink 
with  vexation,  and  dressed  in  BELLA'S  cast-off  gown,  which  the 
emergency  has  compelled  him  to  adopt,  is  waving  his  blue  umbrella 
from  an  upper  window. 

"  She  is  a  dear  good  girl,"  he  is  saying  to  himself,  "and  really 
fond  of  parish  work." 

He  waves  his  umbrella  once  more,  and  for  the  last  time — BELLA  is 
out  of  hearing,  out  of  seeing,  now :  she  is  galloping  down  the  shady 
green  lanes  by  the  sea,  looking  up  into  the  searching  flame  of 


DUSOVER  BELJAMBE'S  gaze,  sipping  draughts  of  poison,  thinking  to 
herself  "  All  this  is  very  wrong,  highly  improper,  but  what  of  that  ? 
It  is  utterly  unimagined  bliss  I 

So  they  sped  on,  swiftly,  these  two,  down  the  still  road. 
(To  be  continued.) 

Foot-Note  (Private  Correspondence)  : — 

What  the  Editor  lays.— "I  say,  isn't  this  a  trifle  too  strong  ?  Where's 
the  moral  ?  " — ED. 

What  the  Authoress  says.—"  Too  strong !  Not  a  bit !  Graphic,  descriptive. 
I  'm  giving  you  the  pith  and  marrow  of  all  my  other  works.  Not  for  wishy- 
washy  milksops.  Moral 's  coming."— K.  D. 


A  BRIGHT;  SUGGESTION. 

ATTENTION,  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works,  to  a  request  which  you 
should  comply  with.  "  J.  E.  S.,"  writing  to  a  contemporary,  sets 
forth  the  difficulty  he  and  thousands  of  others,  occasional  visitors 
in  London,  experience  in  finding  their  way  about,  especially  at 
night,  owing  to  the  multitude  of  streets  with  no  names  visible  at 
all,  and  even  in  the  principal  thoroughfares  none  to  be  seen  for  half 
a  mile.  You  need  not  be  told  how  to  remedy  this  state  of  things  in 
respect  of  daylight ;  but  as  to  darkness  perhaps  are  not  so  ingenious 
as  not  to  require  being  enlightened  by  J.  E.  S."  as  follows : — 

"  What  I  wish  to  propose,  or  rather  suggest,  is  this :  that  the  names  of  the 
streets  be  put  on  the  lamp-glasses,  as  you  now  see  at  many  of  the  Railway 
Stations.  The  cost  would  be  trifling,  and  the  boon  immense." 

A  clever  idea,  isn't  it  ?  and  one  which,  if  realised,  would  be  a 
great  improvement,  and  an  immense  boon  indeed  to  many,  especially 
country  cousins,  now  that  education  has  taught  even  bumpkins  to 
read.  Be  so  good  as  to  execute  it  without  delay. 


HIBEENIAN  TOAST  AND  SENTIMENT.— Home  .Rule  and  Imperial 

assistance. 
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A    NEW    TEST. 

Aunt  (in  alarm}.  "  SuRELr  YOU  VE  EATEN  ENOUGH,  HAVEN'T  YOU,  TOMMY?' 
Tommy  (in  doubt).  "  F-F-F-FEKL  ME  !  " 


SOMETHING   \H\V. 

On,  who  will  show  us  something  now! 

Too  common   kinks  are  ifrowiii'.-, 
And  Spellim.'  lic'-s  are.  fttlre  n 

Too  -oil-mil  iiinl  slow-iroing. 
Against  monotony  rebel  I. 
We.'re  sick  ol'  Spillcrs  ;iml  nl'  spellers. 

What  is  a  Kink  y— A  iriddy  whirl 

That  inaki  s  :i  pour  •rirl  di/xy  : 
.No  time  to  question,  ;is  you  twirl, 

\Vhn,  what,  or  how  much  ; 
And  it'  one  has  an  awkward  tumble, 
It  's  hard  to  smile,  instead  of  grumble. 

I.mnoi  ic  !-  a  stupid  r 

•d  but  to  buzz  and  guttle, 
Our  Spelling  Bees  thrust  in  one's  face 

Sharp  strings  of  queries  subtle  : 
Interrogator*  poor  L'irls  tasking 
With  questions — all  but  the  one  worth  asking. 

bear  Mr.  1'iiiii'fi.  do  pray  invent 
Some  !!'•»-  -aine     you  're  mi  clever: 

Of  eoiirse  one  must  be  dull  in  Lent — 
I!ut  Lent  won't  last  for  ever. 

Then  Lent  mean*  fast     so  fasti  please  make  it — 
ime,  il'',-nll,-ti'     not  tint  naked. 

Pirxcn  replyeth. 

Old  pi i  •',  young  fancies  tire, 

But  I'inii'li  has  outlived  passion: 
Lmlii'S  inrent,  and  turn  mlinirr 
'Tis  ynurs  to  set  the  fashion. 
Wherefore  seek  novelty''     IJehnld 
Flirting,  still  new,  however  old ! 

For  dress,  the  thin  disguise  let  fall  : 
With  tight  skirts  form-revealing, 

You  've  reached  the  art  of  showing  all 
Dress  makes  show  of  concealing. 

To  help  you  dress  why  Punch  be  pressing, 

The  Moautti  art  is  note  un-dressing. 


A  FEAR  FROM  THE  INDIAN  THEASITRY. 

MAY  not  the  new  coinage  of  our  Indian 
Crown  still  further  bring  down  the  price  of  the 
Rupee? 


MORAL  SUASION  FOR  SOTS. 

(An  Appeal  to  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance.} 

WHY  cry  for  vexatious  laws  to  curtail  the  freedom  of  the  Briton, 
destroy  the  Liquor-merchant's  livelihood,  rob  the  poor  man  of  his 
beer,  and  in  consistency  the  rich  man  of  his  burgundv,  when  you 
could  make  people  sober  without  any  restrictive  Act  of  "Parliament  ? 
The  way  thereto  has  Ion?  been  an  open  secret  for  any  one  with  eyes 
in  his  (mind's)  head.  Now  every  fool  who  runs  may  read  it  in  a 

Biper  just  issued  by  the  Howard  Association  on  the  "  Means  of 
iminishing  Intemperance. " 

For  this  purpose,  instead  of  trying  to  go  the  whole  hog  like  tee- 
total fanatics,  the  Howard  Association  proposes  to  proceed  on  old 
"  HKSIOH'S  maxim  that  "the  half  is  more  than  the  whole;"  to  do 
as  much  as  will  suffice,  and  not  to  fail  by  over-doing.  Having  sug- 
gested certain  moditicatinns  of  the  present  licensing  system,  they 
observe,  for  the  instruction  of  Good  Templars  and  Permissive  Pro- 
hibitory Allies : — 

"But  when  all  hns  been  done  that  intelligent  public  opinion  is  ever 
likely  to  sanction  in  the  way  of  leijal  restrictions  and  licensing  conditions,  the 
prim ip,-il  wnrk  will  still  be  to  influence  the  personal  convictions  and  habits  of 
the  people  themselves  as  voluntary  agents.  Anil  this  can  only  be  ell< 
hitherto,  by  MOKAL  AND  Kin.ie.iors  OPERATIONS  concurrently  (it  is  im- 
portant to  remark)  with  an  increase  of  sudi  ncccs-  iry  facilities  of  sobrictv,  as 
HEALTHY  DwBlLtKSS,  1'itovinFM-  II  \rnT-.  INNOCENT  RsCRlATIong, 
WORKMEN'S  CmjM,  Km-cvnoNAi.  ELEVATION,  and  a  cheap  ami  cver-reaily 
supply  of  HARMLESS  I!EVEK.U;ES." 

Why,  is  not  all  this  the  revelation  of  a  secret  which  everybody 
must  now  see  to  he  as  plain  as  the  nose  on  his  1'ace — how  plain 
soever?  Who  are  the  sober  classes  pray,  Sin  WII.IT.IH  1, \U-ON!' 
•lust  exactly  those  who  enjoy  the  abovenameil  a.U 
except  Workmen's  Chilis,  because  you  Swells  have  Clubs  of  your  own 
— the  Carlton,  licform, "Conservative,  and  such.  You  are  th- 


classes,  you,  the  superior  classes — not  always  classes  as  sober  as  they 
were  superior.  You,  the  comfortable  and  luxurious  classes,  blessed 
especially  with  healthy  homes,  and  with  a  cheap  and  ever-ready 
supply  of  harmless  beverages— champagne,  claret,  and  numerous 
other  wholesome  wines  ;  beverages  dog-cheap  to  you  who  can  well 
afford  them,  and  not  only  harmless  but  beneficial  to  you  who  know 
bettor  than  to  abuse  them,  and  have  no  temptation.  When  the 
superior  classes  drank  port  and  sherry  and  brandy-and-water,  a  sot, 
drunk  and  incapable,  used  to  be  proverbiallv  said  to  be  "  as  drunk 
as  a  lord."  Do  you  ever  see  a  nobleman  in  the  gutter  now  J*  With 
good  hot  coffee,  as  sold  in  the  streets  of  Birmingham  at  a  halfpenny 
pi-r  eup  (and  a  profit  of  from  12  to  1.1  per  cent.),  good  ginger-beer 
no  dearer  than  bad  ale,  try  if  you  cannot  wean  the  drunken  classes 
from  intoxicating  liquors,  as  their  betters — so  called — were  weaned 
on  light  wines  before  them.  Legislate  for  the  drainage  and  ventila- 
tion of  those  dwellings,  from  whose  tilth  and  squalor  they  fly  to  tie 
public-house.  Give  them— the  Howard  Association  particularly 
urges — religious  training:  that  is  to  say,  Christianity,  not  Malm- 
inctanisin.  The  Turks  are  patterns  of  temperance,  but  of  what  other 
virtue:'  Suppose,  whilst  you,  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance,  goon 
au-itat ing  for  coercive  liquor  laws,  the  preventives  of  Intemperance 
recommended  by  the  Howard  Association  are  effectually  tried. 
Suppose  by-and-by  you  find  drunkenness,  your  raison  d'etre,  abo- 
lished, your  platform  cut  from  under  your  legs,  and  vour  occupation 
•-rune.  How  glad,  no  doubt,  you  will  all  of  you  be  ;  now  rejoiced  at 
beholdinv  national  sobriety  effected  without  the  enforcement  of 
unwilling  abstinence! 


A  Cn  INOK  or  N\MI:  roit  Wr-inv  TIII:  WALKER.— For 
I' MI-: -ox."        

FASIT  FLOWERS.—"  Mad-cap  "  Vic' 


128 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  1,  1876. 


GASTRONOMY. 

Young  Hopeful.  "  PA',  WHY  DOESN'T  THE  QUEEN  GIVE  DINING-ROOMS  'STEAD  OF  DEAWIN'-ROOMS. 
1 1  WOULD  ! ! " 


I  KNOW"  (with,  his  mouth  full) 
[Is  helped  last  to  pudding  ! 


RANDOM  REFLECTIONS. 

(From  ihe  Note-Book  of  a  Tourist. ) 

HE  is  a  wise  man  who  knows  his  own  luggage,  when  he  travels 
with  a  wife  and  her  twenty-seven  packages. 

For  want  of  a  whistle  the  cab  was  lost,  and  for  want  of  a  cab  the 
train  was  lost. 

£  t.  d.  are  vonr  real  letters  of  credit. 

France  prides  itself  on  being  the  most  civilised  of  nations ;  yet 
you  may  travel  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  other,  and  never 
see  a  saltspoon. 

Looking-glasses  certainly  are  entitled  to  be  classed  among  the 
many  foreign  things  that  will  not  bear  reflection. 

Except  that  the  briefer  the  tomfoolery  the  better,  there  is  not 
much  to  choose  between  a  Lord  Mayor's  Snow  and  a  Carnival. 

A  collie  dog  is  doubtless  useful  in  its  way,  but  how  very  much 
more  useful  would  be  a  colis  dog  to  look  after  one's  luggage. 

An  Englishman  will  never  cease  to  grumble  on  the  Continent 
until  he  finds  soap  in  his  bed-room,  and  is  not  charged  a  franc  for  a 
i'arthing's-worth  of  bed-candle. 

En  revanche,  how  a  foreigner,  when  travelling  in  England,  must 
be  driven  to  despair  by  our  cookery  and  coffee ! 

May  it  be  accepted  as  a  proof  of  the  military  spirit  of  the  French, 
that,  at  their  tables  (fhute  especially,  in  every  dish  of  fowl  there  is 
a  prevalence  of  drumsticks  '* 

The  man  who  stares  about  a  church,  while  the  poor  people  are  at 
prayer,  is  a  cad  who  w.ould  cut  the  name  of  SMITH  upon  the  Parthenon. 

La  Manche,  with  all  thy  faults,  1  love  thee  still. 

The  only  circulars  worth  reception  by  a  tourist  are  circular  notes. 


The  Tallest  Style. 

WITH  talk  pro  and  con.  Queen  and  Empress  we  're  dinned. 

One  crown  either  title  "s  sufficient  to  cover  in : 
But  Great  Britain,  Ireland,  the  Colonies,  Ind, 

Supply  just  the  four  crowns  that  make  up  a  Sovereign. 


THE  WILLIAM  ON  THE  BILL. 

WILLIAM  again,  and  to  the  point,  as  usual — "Titles  BILL" 
we  may  surely  call  him  after  reading  this  from  King  John, 
Act.  iv.  sc.  2  :-r- 

"  King.  Here  once  again  we  sit,  once  again  crowned, 

And  looked  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 
Pembroke.  This  '  once  again,'  but  that  your  highness  pleased, 
Was  once  superfluous  :  you  were  crowned  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  plucked  off; 
Fresh  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  longed-for  change,  or  better  state. 
Salisbury.  Therefore,  to  be  possessed  with  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before, 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 
Pembroke.  But  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  done, 
This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told, 
And,  in  the  last  repeating,  troublesome. 
Salisbury.  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured ; 
Ana  like  a  shifted  wind  unto  a  sail, 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about : 
Startles  and  frights  consideration  ; 
Makes  sound  opinion  sick,  and  truth  suspected 
For  putting  on  so  new  a  fashioned  robe." 


Neatly  .Turned. 

MB.  PUNCH  congratulates  MR.  EDMUND  HAY  CUIVRIT:,  Chairman  of 
the  House  Committee  of  the  London  Hospital,  on  the  knighthood 
(couldn't  they  have  made  it  a  night-nurse-hood  ?)  with  which  HER 
MAJESTY  has  condescended  to  invest  him — more  especially  as  the 
determination  to  favour  CURRIE  is  not  the  result  of  any  undue 
attempt  on  his  part  to  curry  favour. 


LEGIND  FOR  THE  LORDS.— N.tfionus  nomen  Reginre  mutari. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ALAD-MIXI.Mi     is     .  

by  the  composition  of 
the  Oxford  Commission 
(Lords,  Monday,  Mun-h 
2~tli).  There  is  '  LORD 
Si  I  BOBBI  lor  (he  lettuce, 

MR.  MATTHEW  Winn: 
KHII.KV  for  the  oil,  Sn; 
1 1  I:.N  H  v  MA  IN  K  for  the  salt, 

I'll.     MOM  \oi   i:     I'.FRNAHD 

forthe pepper.  MR..II 
GROVE   for  the  tarragon, 

IlhA.V  l!i  I;C,',.N  |or  the 
vinegar,  and  LORD  I; 
DALE  for  the  mustard.  The 
Commission  is  to  be  for 
four,  not  seven  years 
A  good  deal  may  be  dom 
in  four  years.  Hut  in'/ 
this  Commission  do  much  '. 
t  I  ^'M  HuiifiON  and  REDE-DAM 

'     I  JK  forbid ! 

/    '  The  DUKE  npRicnsioNi 

/  promises    the     DUKE    OF 

NoRTHi-Miii.i:i.A.M>  a  Royal 
Commission  to  inquire  into 
noxious  vapours  —  the 
breath  of  Vested  Right  in 
"ury  forms 

of     candle,      soap,      and 
manure      manufacturing, 
bone  -  boiling,       alkali  - 
making,   copper-smelting, 
and  so  forth— but  does  not  think  the  Commission  should  recommend 
gislative  measures  are   required  to   deal  with  these  rank 
.  which  smell  to  heaven  at  least  as  strongly  as  Claudius's 
tratneide.      Parliament  as  well  as  the  public  would  have  reason  to 
thank  the  Royal  Commission  that  could  suggest  any  legal  remedy 
tor  such  nuisances  that  would  work.    Otherwise,  we  hardly  see  the 
good  of  the  inquiry.     The  nuisances  are  admitted,  and  we  have 
plenty  of  legal  remedies  that  won't  work,  already. 

LORD  CAIRNS  doesn't  see  his  way  for  the  present  to  a  Marriage 
Act  to  harmonise  the  law  of  connubial  coupling  for  England,  Soot- 
laud,  and  Ireland.  More  shame  for  JOHN,  SANDY,  and  PAT,  who 
are  content  to  leave  it  a  pnxzle  for  legal  heads  to  solve  when  one 
and  one  make  one,  and  when  they  make  two,  by  the  law  of  the  three 
countries. 

(Commont.)  S\Mt  KI.'S  son  trying  to  undo  the  work  of  BENJAMIN. 
ihe  CHANCELLOR  OF  Tin:  Iv\rm.o.n,R  did  his  best,  but  to  little  pur- 
pose, to  temper  the  wind  to  the  shorn  bulls,  by  explaining  away  the 
nou-pubhcation  of  CAVE'S  Report.  It  won't  do.  Everything  is 
presumed  against  our  unfortunate  client,  the  KHEDIVE.  BENJAMIN 
has  smitten  the  Egyptians  hip  and  thigh  ;  and  Poor  ISMVIL  brought 
to  lus  marrow-hones  by  a  fall  of  ten  per  cent,  in  less  than  ten  days, 
may  well  pray,  "  Save  me  from  my  friends  '.  " 

Ihe  Leader  of  the  Government  promises  the  Leader  of  the  Oppo- 
sition an  opening  tor  a  set-to,  on  the  vote  for  the  cost  of  MR.  CAVE'S 
mission.  Somebody  Might  to  catch  it,  hot  and  heavy. 

in  Committee  on  Iterehfcnt  Shipping  Bill,  MR.'  I'UMSOLL  tem- 
perately, and  therefore  powerfully,  pleaded  for  his  Amendment 

forcing  a  survey  of  all  unelassed  ships,  in  preference*  to  the 
Government  plan  of  punishing  the  Owner  who  sends  an  unseaworthy 
ship  to  sea.  Ihe  Country's  feeling  goes  with  Pi.i.Msm.T, ;  and  Punch 
is  not  b.v  any  means  inclined  to  how  down  to  the  authority,  as  ,,1,  ;1,led 
by  MR.  Simv  I.FFEVRE,  of  nearly  every  President  of  the  Board  of 
Iradc  and  all  (he  permanent  officials  in  fetOTtt  of  penalties  and 

nfpfllTl&t  rna  v\w\rfin*,i-.i  <>*»*.. .A4-ln..  .- 1'      ...._ 

— Oi  XU^I.^DIUU    iu.  Hriuuii  jirt.  r  OUSTER'S  adherence  to 
itsoLi,  is  worth  noting— the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHE- 
i  EU  threw  his  weight  into  the  scale  against  PLIMSOLL,  declaring 
that  the  Government,  after  much  balancing  of  the  two  plans,  had 
deliberately  preferred  punishment  to  enforced  survey,  as  a  preven- 
tive of  unseaworthiness.    The   fear  is  that    the   Suite   Surveying 
yard  would  finally  swallow  up  all  the  private  surveying  bodies 

like  LLOYDS,  and  tnat  this  would  create  a  false  security,  and  exone- 
rate slnpowuers  from  responsibility.    So  pleads  MR.  NORWOOD.    AVe 
don  t  feel  quite  disposed  to  take  the  word  of  the  wolves  on  the 
y  oi  competing  systems  of  sheep-watching.    But  the  end  was 
—after   a   debate    in   which   MB.    PLIMSOLL    put   his    case   very 
effectively,  and  the  Board  of  Trade  (till  the  CHANCEITOR  OF  THE 
scHKQt-ra  came  to  the  President's  aid)  very  weakly— the  defeat  of 
the  Amendment  by  247  to  110.    So  be  it.    let  us  see  how  penalty 
works.    AVe  may  yet  come  to  prevention. 


Tuesday  (Lords}. — Thelii  u  indignantly,  disclaim 

the  intention  of  seconding  LOUD  SIIUIIMICUY  when  he  | 
Peers  respectfully  to  pray   IIi:it  MUKSIT  not  to  flaunt   Imperi.i 
Purple  in  tier  l!r  i.i. 's  face.     We  ar. •  only  sorry  the  Duke  is  not  troins, 
to  do  about  the  most  sensible  thing  a  Conservative  Peer  could  do  ii 
this  unlucky  business.     As  Government   did   not   eoneert   with  Op 
position  before  bringing  in  the  Bill,  their  best  course  would  be  so  t( 
concert  before  passing  it.     But  they  won't— the  more  's  the  pit  v. 

moim.) — MH.  DISR\KI.I  fenced  and  dodged  about  a  question  o 
Mi:.  AXDF:R-O\'S  aa  to  ihe  precedents  for  the  Ql  -ing  abroad 

during  the  sitting  of  Parliament.     Mi;.  I  (ISRAELI   is  not  happy  in 
this  kind  of  performance,  which  is  always  a  damn  nms  one.      K\>  t 
so  popular  and  ddlled  a  performer  us  I'Ai.Mr.KsiuN  ihuiiaired  himsel 
seriously  at  it.     'I'he  I  louse  is  <r!ad  to  laugh  at  I  iwi  r  to  ;n 

awkward   question,   but,   in    the  long  run,    i  ing  poke( 

fun  at. 

Government  had  the  narro  M  from  a  very  damaging  de- 

feat ou  Mi;.  Mri.Do.v's  Motion  for  assimihitiiiL' the  English  and  Irish 
Borough  Franchise— in  other  words,  for  giving  household  suffrage  in 
Irish  boroughs. 

To  he  sure,  household  suffrage  in  England  corresponds  to  mud- 
ihold  suffrage  in  Ireland.  AVe  should  have  thought  this 
a  weightier  distinction  than  it  appears  to  .Ions  I'.KIGHT,  who 
came  out  quite  in  his  old  form,  so  that  the  Home-Rulers  founc 
themselves  in  a  minority— woidd  it  be  more  Irish  to  say  a  large,  or 
a  small  one  •'—of  1GG  to  179,  and  nearly  shouted  themselves  into 
hysterics.  Punch,  from  his  invisible  seat  in  the  gallery,  turned  his 
eyes  tenderly  away  from  the  Major,  out  of  respect  for  his  feelings. 

The  Irish  Reform  Bill  stops  the  way  !    Reform  Bill  coming  down 

'I  -  i/1/etday.—A.n  Irish  afternoon,  in  the  coolest  sense  of  the  word. 
MR.  BUTT,  with  inimitable  assurance,  brought  forward  what  he 
called  a  Land  Tenure— but  which  MR.  HERBERT  of  Muckross  more 
correctly  described  as  a  Land  Transfer— Bill  for  Ireland.  :  The 
Honourable  and  Learned; Member  for  Limerick  proposes  to  deprive 
Landlords  of  the  power  of  Eviction,  except'  for  'non-payment  oi 
rents,  tu  be  settled  by  the  award  of  a  Court  of  Arbitration.  This, 
with  a  variety  of  other  limitations  and  conditions,  Mould  result  in 
what  MR.  11  HUBERT  not  unfairly  described  as  a  transfer  of  the  land 
of  Ireland  to  the  Tenant-Farmers,  reducing  the  Landlords  to 
uncertain  annuitants  on  rent-charges,  the  amount  of  which  would 
be  very  much  at  their  Tenants'  mercy. 

The  House  wasted  the  afternoon  on  this  wonderful  specimen  of 
Home-Rule  Legislation,  and  finally  paid  it  the  ill-deserved  com- 
pliment of  an  adjournment  till  Monday.  LOED  HARTINGTOX 
was  somehow  crowded  out,  or  he  ought  to  have  stood  by  SIR 
M.  H.  ^EACH  in  putting  down  his  foot  on  this  audacious  attempt 
at  confiscation.  Irish  Landlords  may  be  bad  enough — some  of  them 
—but  does  what  we  know  of  Irish  Tenants  warrant  any  hope  for 
Ireland  from  putting  them  in  their  Landlords'  shoes?  There  is 
"property  "  in  the  serious,  and  "property"  in  the  theatrical  sense. 
AVe  may  help  MR.  BUTT'S  Irish  mob  to  treat  the  one  as  if  it  Were  the 
other.  But  the  House  of  Commons  should  not  be  the  place  to  let  the 
distinction  be  disregarded,  even  for  a  Wednesday  afternoon. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  Royal  Titles  Bill  read  a  Second  Time, 
without  a  division— except  of  opinion.  But  that  division  found  as 
tull  and  potent  voice  as  if  their  Lordships  had  been  voting  "  Aye  " 
and  "No."  The  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET  spoke  his  protest ;  and  when 
the  straightforwardness  of  LORD  GREY— christen  it  "crotcheti- 
if  you  please,  you  can't  deny  the  intelligence  and  indepen- 
dence that  are  worked  into  its  warp  and  woof— the  plain-spoken 
sense  of  LORD  LAWRENCE,  the  experience  of  LORD  AVAVENEY,  the 
whimsical  keenness  of  LORD  STANLEY  OF  ALDERLEY,  the  polished 
lumour  of  LORD  GRANVILLE,  were  pitted  again^l  tin-  perfunctory 


~ "  "-       "«     —  vMj^mf       w  *  jjuuj      IT  \^»  O     £/l  VV^M  I  liVJ     l'vl  •*  U1HJLU1  V 

Heading  of  the  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  and  the  trenchant  audacity  of 
he  MARQUIS  OF  SALISBURY,  can  we  wonder  if  filigree  "Empress" 
kicked  the  beam  against  weighty  "<}ucen"? 

AVhat  we  do  wonder  at  is,  that  the  President  of  the  Council  and 
,he  Indian  Secretary  should  dam  maintain  that  the  dislike  to  the 
jtle  is  a  figment  of  faction,  and  the  public  meetings  and  petitions 

MB««B_*    ;*.«** I       J»Al_r I  TT *-  Tl 


.      --      — .   o >*».,     uuv«       MAW     I'UI/AIV      JUCVLlJJ^i^        lllll.L       ^ '<_    I  I  I  1  >  '  1 1  S 

against  it  a  "  got-up  "  thing !    Tour  motto,  my  Lords,  your  motto 
M   of    last  week)  —  "JWH///I/.V    nomen    Regime 


yOUT   X«MCi«    vi.     luov     v»ocj^/  —        j*  viit//ttto     nvriu-ri     jit'yiftcc 

mi/art :  "    Speak  it  out— the  voice  of  England  is  ready  to  echoyou. 
(Commons.)— MR.  CROSS  announced  TYLER'S  fiat,  closing  Ham- 
mersmith Bridge  on  !ioat-Hace  day. 
More  Merchant  Shipping. 

Friday  (Lords).— A.  gallant  attempt  by  LORD  GRAMVTLLE  to  turn 
.OED  SAUSIICKY'S  flank.     Instead  of  doing  away  with  the  "Idle 
ellowships  "—falsely  so  called— LOKD  GRANVILLE  proposed  to  open 
he  Clerical  ones !     Audacious !     But  strange  to  say  -10  to  37  went 
dong  with  this  audacious  innovator. 

The  Unattached  Students  may  thank  the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  CANTEK- 
ii'i;v  for  empowering  the  Commissioners  to  i  mploy  surplus  funds  in 
founding  scholarships  tenable  by  these  well-deserving  waifs— these 
diligent  dogs  who  eat  of  the  crumbs  from  the  rich  men's  tables. 
(Commons.)— CHAMBERS  and  NEWPEGATE.  like  Knight-Templars, 
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AWFUL   ALTERNATIVE. 

Mistress  (Low  Church)  to  Follower  discovered  in  the  Kitchen  on  a  Sunday.  "Now  IT  is  GETTING  LATH,  Sn;,  AND  you  MUST  LEAVE  THE  HOUSE 

AT  ONUS,    UNLESS  YOU 'D  BOTH    LIKE  TO   COME  UP-STAIRS   WITH   ME,    AND   I'LL  BEAD   YOU   A   SEUMON  !  ! '' 


two  on  one  hobby,  running  a-tilt  at  Monks  and  Nuns.    The  House 
declined  to  follow  them. 

KIIKDIVE  consents  to  publication  of  CAVE'S  report!  After  the 
Bears  have  worked  their  wicked  will  on  his  stock  for  more  than  a 
week !  Poor  impecunious,  impetuous,  impracticable  KHEDIVE  ! 
Again  we  hear  his  prayer,  "  Save  me  from  my  friends !  " 


THE  APOTHEOSIS  OF  ENGINEERING. 

"I  think  it  is  not  too  much  to  pay  that  if  the  school  of  ARCHIMEDES 
had  triumphed  over  the  school  of  PLATO,  the  frightful  catastrophe  which 
overthrew  the  Roman  Empire,  and  condemned  mankind  to  a  thousand  years 
of  barbarism  and  misery,  would  have  been  averted.  .  .  .  And  when  I  re- 
member how  many  men  have  spent  their  lives  in  small  grammatical  researches, 
in  reading  or  writing  bad  poetry  or  execrable  histories  and  biographies— all 
this  rubbish  to  be  read  by  the  few,  and  thrown  aside  by  the  many — it  is  a 
gratifying  reflection  that  we  are  this  day  met  to  celebrate  the  triumphs  of 


HIDE,  PLATO,  thy  diminished  head,  and  pass 
Into  Philosophy's  inferior  class, 
Since  but  for  thee,  vile  sophist,  but  for  thee, 
There  had  not  been  the  sad  catastrophe, 
When  the  barbaric  tide  was  onward  hurled, 
And  Home  no  longer  ruled  a  happy  world. 
Yes,  metaphysic  prater,  but  for  thee, 
liome  would  be  mistress  still,  o'er  laud  and  sea, 
•  iiillia  and  Britain,  humbly  crouching  down, 
Would  send  their  tribute  to  the  Imperial  town  ; 
And  subji  ct  provinces  would  lick  the  dust 
Before  our  Emperor,  peerless  and  august. 

Thus  Mit.  LOWK,  who  always  greatly  dares  : 
And  next,  he  kicks  the  literate  world  down-stairs, 
Sneers  at  the  small  grammarians,  although  he 
Has  lately  stooped  to  grace  a  Spelling  Bee; 


Lays  heavily  his  strenuous  lingual  lash 
On  poets'  rubbish  and  historians'  trash, 
And  fails  to  see  that,  if  poetic  thought 
And  great  historic  records  go  for  nought, 
If  life  is  sunk  to  mere  material  sense. 
No  State  existing  would  be  worth  defence. 

'Tis  very  well  to  praise  the  Engineers — 

A  useful  army — but  they  have  their  peers : 

It  is  the  solitary  thinker's  brain 

That  gives  us  lightning-wire  and  railway-train. 

Apollo  bids  the  radiant  arrows  fly : 

Let  Vulcan  forge  the  sun-god's  panoply. 

As  to  the  Roman  Rule,  it  may  be  sad 

That  it  was  crushed  by  the  barbarian  cad, 

And  all  through  PLATO— sad  to  think  that  we 

Are  Englishmen,  and  tolerably  free, 

Instead  of  working  hard  at  Roman  roads, 

And  bringing  to  the  CVESAR  birthday  odes. 

But  in  that  higher  state,  we  want  to  know 

What  special  corner  would  belong  to  LOWK. 

Would  he  not  vanish,  Orator  of  whim  !' 

And  would  there  be  a  Punch  to  laugh  at  him  ? 


Piping  Times. 

THIS  must  be  a  pleasant  and  easy-going  employer,  who  advertises 
in  the  West  Sussex  Gazette : — 

WANTED,  a  CARTER.     Will  be  allowed  to  do  anything  he  likes 
except  smoke  in  the  drawing-room.    Liberal  wages  given. — Apply,  &c. 

Carters    seem  to  inspire  facetiousness  in   advertisers.     This  is 
from  a  Bolton  paper  :— 

WANTED,  immediately,  an  idle,  drunken  CARTER.    The  Advertiser 
has  had  so  many  Sober  Carters  that  he  wants  a  change,  but  a  mode- 
rately sober  one  would  not  be  objected  to. — Inquire,  &c. 
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'TRAIN  UP  A  CHILD  IN  THE  WAY  HE  SHOULD  GO." 

Tommy  (to  Mamma,  encouragingly).   "  Now  THEN,  MA',  HARDEN  TOUR  HEART,  SIT  WELL  DOWN,  AND  NEVER  SAY  DIB  ! ' 


SANITARY  SANGRADOISM. 

KKAI.I.Y,  thr  Dort.nx  aiv  determined  to  frighten  us  out  of  our  wits. 
Every  day  we  are  warned  to  take  c:trc  of  our  nerves,  not  to  touch 
alcohol,  not  to  walk  too  far,  not  to  play  a  game  of  cricket,  or  row  on 
the  river  with  AMANDA— 

Whore  on  the  ait  all  emerald  is  the  osiw, 

Where  the  white  swan-fleets  indolently  sway, 

When,  in  the  sunset,  Beauty,  growing  rosier, 
Murmurs,  "  How  happy  we  have  been  to-ilay !  " — 

not  to  sit  up  late  o'  nights,  whether  to  hear  the  chimes  at  midnight 
or  unsphere  the  spirit  of  PLATO:  not  to  do  anything  which  our 
strong  forefathers  did  freely,  yet  lived  to  a  good  old  age  with  clear 
brains  to  the  last,  in  spite  of  gout  and  insanitary  surroundings. 

Such  Sages  as  OLKOBULUS  and  PITTACUS  were  all  very  well  with 
their  "  Measure  is  best"  and  "Nothing  in  excess":  but  nowadays 
we  are  vexed  with  an  immoderate  moderation,  an  intemperate 
intemperance.  Here  is  DH.  RICHAJIDSON,  who  tells  us  that  alcohol 
produces  "Nothing  but  disease  and  death — mental  disease,  mental 
death  ;  physical  disease,  physical  death."  Silence  the  profane 
rhymer,  who  sings — 

Hear,  oh  hear ! 
DIONYSVS  and  UEMETEK— 

Give,  oh  give 

Wine  and  corn,  that  the  Poet  may  live . 
All  Olympus  I  disdain, 
Blest  with  aid  of  that  glorious  twain. 

And  don't  for  a  moment  suppose  that  one  drink  is  worse  than 
another.  "  To  say  this  man  only  drinks  ale,  that  man  only  drinks 
wine,  while  a  third  drinks  spirits,  is  merely  to  say,  when  the 
apology  is  unclothed,  that  all  drink  the  same  danger."  "  Mr.  Punch 
has  never  unclothed  an  apology;  but  he  holds  that  there  is  less 
danger  in  a  pint  of  sound  ale  or  wine  than  in  a  much  smaller  dose  of 
brandy  or  whiskey. 

The  same  medical  luminary  objects  to  exercise,  except  of  a  languid 
sort.  He  thinks  the  tortoise  wiser  than  the  eagle.  Perhaps  he  is, 


if  length  of  life  is  the  only  desideratum.  "  Centuries  of  life  in  the 
aggregate,"  says  a  Times  Critic,  as  humorously  as  if  he  were  writing 
for  this  lighter  page,  "may  have  been  sacrificed  by  the  single 
invention  of  the  staircase."  If  so,  what  has  the  railway  to  answer 
for,  shattering  every  iibre  of  brain  and  body  through  miles  of  travel '? 
Let  us  all  be  lotos-eaters.  Let  us  swing  in  hammocks,  and  read 
feuilletotis,  and  smoke  latakia.  A  pleasant  idea,  doubtless;  but  the 
world  will  move,  and  its  inhabitants  must  move  with  it.  Besides, 
what  says  Sru  WALTER  ? — 

"  Sound,  sound  the  clarion,  fill  the  6fe ! 
To  all  the  sensual  world  proclaim, 
One  crowded  hour  of  glorious  life 
Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name." 

The  heroes  eat  no  lotos.  Ulysses  and  Mr.  Punch  alike  decline 
torpidity.  The  universe  wants  the  mind  of  man  to  keep  it  going. 
Fancy  the  result  if  everybody  were  to  give  up  hard  work  and  mid- 
night fun,  to  stay  at  home  and  nurse  his  nerves,  and  go  to  bed 
early  after  a  moderate  supper  of  water-gruel !  Faith,  it  would  be 
high  time  for  the  Ladies  to  take  the  reins — and  they  would  do  it  too, 
and  make  the  "  mildeyed  melancholy  lotos-eaters"  break  into  a 
sharp  trot. 

There  are  doctors  of  nerves,  whom  it  pleases 
To  write  about  modern  diseases : 

Who  believes  in  their  books 

Will  feel  "off  the  hooks" 
If  he  suddenly  shivers  or  sneezes. 

Appalling  the  tiniest  swerve  is 

To  any  who  knows  not  what  nerve  is— 

But  the  string  of  the  bow 

Whence  brain-arrows  flow, 
Oft  must  tremble  to  do  the  State  service. 

0  reader,  who  wisdom  discernest, 
Take  life  at  its  gayest  or  sternest : 

The  doctors  may  prate, 

They  are  welcome  to  wait. 
Kat  and  drink,  w.u-k  ;uid  play,  in  good  en; 
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TEMPERANCE    TAVERNS. 

ur  of  the  columns  of  a 
contemporary  Mr.  Punch 
transcribes,  with  high  de- 
light, an  interesting  para- 
graph respecting — 

"  PUBLIC  -  HOUSES  i'OR 
WORKING  MEN.  —  We  have 
been  requested  to  draw  atten- 
tion to  an  effort  to  establish 
another  '  Public-house,'  with- 
out the  drink,  in  the  East  End 
of  London.  The  success  al- 
ready attending  the  movement 
has  induced  the  REV.  G.  P. 
KEOGH,  Vicar  of  St.  Paul's, 
Stratford,  to  start  another  in 
that  populous  neighbourhood. 
The  district  contains  some  ten 
thousand  inhabitants,  chie8y 
working  men.  MR.  KEOGH 
has  raised  one  hundred  pounds 
but  wants  the  balance  of  one 
thousand  pounds  to  enable  him 
to  complete  the  good  work." 

"Without  the  drink," 
at  a  public-house  of  the 
kind  above  -  mentioned, 
means,  not  the  negation 
of  any  drink  at  all,  but 

only  the  absence  of  those  particular  beverages  which,  in  excess,  occa- 
sion inarticulate  utterance,  had  language,  metaphysical  argument, 
devious  gait,  prostration  and  incapability,  or  disorderly  conduct, 
violent  assaults  inflicted  on  pot-companions,  passers-by,  or  police- 
men, and  the  commission  of  furious  outrages,  such  as  savage  beating 
or  kicking  upon  wives.  Of  course,  public-houses  for  working  men 
supply  them  with  the  means  of  purely  quenching  their  thirst,  and 
are  furnished  with  bars  if  not  taps ;  but  the  bars,  and  the  taps  ii 
there  be  any,  are  temperance  taps  and  bars.  From  the  foregoing 
statement  it  appears  that  the  movement "  of  co-operation  in 
establishing  such  public-houses  is  a  success.  It  is  therefore  one  ir 
which  the  benevolent  may  invest  money  with  the  reasonable  hope  oJ 
high  returns,  not  to  say  dividends,  in  the  shape  of  the  improvemenl 
and  welfare  of  their  kind.  Certain  Teetotal  Societies  are  in  the 
receipt  of  subscriptions  for  which,  perhaps,  though  there  are  many 
tracts  and  much  talk  to  show,  there  is  little  temperance.  The 
quantity  of  this  at  present  inadequate  result  would  be  greatly 
increased  if  they  would  rather  expend  enough  of  their  income  on 
the  institution  of  these  public-houses  to  promote  sobriety  ;  and  ii 
particular  contribute  a  sufficiency  to  make  up  the  balance  requirec 
by.the  REV.  ME.  KEOGH  for  the  completion  of  the  truly  good  work 
to  which,  he  has  devoted  himself  in  Oriental  London.  Success  tc 
that  Reverend  philanthropist's  endeavours  to  provide  carpenters 
bricklayers,  plumbers-and-glaziers,  and  other  workmen,  with  house 
of  call  which  are  not  pot-houses ;  public-houses  without  barrel  o 
bung. 


GONE  "WRONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.      BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She,' 
"  Good/  Buy  Sweet  Tart!'''  " Not  Slily,  Bid  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  III.—  What  Jenny  says. 

"  GOOD  Heavens !  "  I  exclaim.  This  is  my  favourite  ejaculation 
and  being  recognised  only  as  "  BELLA'S  Elder  Sister,"  it  is  as  goo 
as  any  other,  nobody  seeming  to  pay  any  attention  to  my  observa 
tions,  which  are  invariably  distinguished  by  excellent  common  sense 

We — that  is  the  REVEREND  ME.  THOMAS  HASSOCK  and  myself— 
are  tramping  across  the  fields  within  view  of  the  Wollum  high  roac 
and  the  grey,  monotonous,  motionless  sea-shore.  I  am  carryin 
BELLA'S  dress,  which  she  has  left  behind  her  in  our  room,  and  poor 
hapless,  hopeful  TOM  MIT  is  holding  his  green  umbrella  over  my  nea 
with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  he  is  disconsolately  playin 
"  The  Glorious  Flag  of  Old  England .'  "  on  the  concertina.  In  th 
world  one  must  love  something — even  though  it  be  a  donkey  "avers 
to  sjpeed" — and  yet  I  neither  love,  nor  am  beloved.  I  have  set  u 
no  idol,  to  be  adored  with  frenzy  and  kniie-gashings.  No ;  I  do  no 
get  beyond  homely  intercourse  with  a  "friend,"  and  a  friend  is 
sexless  thing,  I  shall  never  have  a  lover :  1  had  better  become  a 
once  a  member  of  the  "  Society  of  Friends,"  where,  perhaps,  I  sha 
meet  with  nothing  more  grand,  manly,  or  fondly  devoted,  as  far  i 
I  am  concerned,  than  is,  at  this  present  moment,  the  REVEEEN 
THOMAS,  who  is  secretly  worshipping  his  Ideal,  while  his  little  pin 


res  are  peering  through  his  blue  spectacles,  and  a  small  pocket 
lescope  of  unusual  power,  into  the  mist  beneath  the  dull  yellow 
oonlight.  Then  he  hands  me  the  telescope,  and  by  its  aid  I  see 
hat  makes  me  exclaim,  for  the  second  time,  "  Good  Heavens ! ' 
BELLA  is  seated  in  the  trap  close  to  DUSOVER  BELJAMBE'S  great, 
road  shoulder.  Her  small  head  is  bent  down  towards  the  grey 
lare's  tail,  which  is  heavily  laden  with  great  twists  of  crisp,  silky, 
arzy  hair  tied  with  a  blue  bow ;  and,  as  the  restless  wavering 
moonbeams  fall  under  BELLA'S  soft  hat,  and  light  up  the  deep 
merald  eyes  of  that  small  downy  face,  he  could  not  fail  to  notice 
ow  downy  this  beautiful  creature  looked, — 

"  So  downy  she, 

As  none  like  her  could  snare  the  winged  songster, 
With  bait  saline  upon  its  hindmost  feather : 
So  downy  she — that,  not  in  all  creation,  _ 
Could  aught,  except  a  hammer,  be  proclaimed 
Her  peer  iu  downiness." 

TOMMY'S  telescope  brings  them  so  near  to  us  that  we  are  able  to 
atch  their  words. 

"  I  hated  my  father,"  says  BELLA  presently,  dangling  her  white, 
lump  hand  over  the  wheel,  and  playing  with  the  mud,  as  it  spirts 
p  in  little  silver  jets  over  the  folds  of  her  long  dark  robe— whereat 

it.  HASSOCK  groans  audibly— for  it  is  his  clerical  coat  that  my  way- 

ard  sister  is  still  wearing. 

"And  your  mother  ?  "  asks  DUSOVER,  bending  his  head  so  as  to 
tare  right  under  her  hat  into  her  grand  opal  eyes. 

BELLA  drew  up  her  long  white  throat,  and  tossed  her  head  in  the 
ir.  CAPTAIN  BELJAMBE  eyed  this  feat  with  curiosity,  but  with  no 
pparent  admiration.  It  occurred  to  him  that  a  girl,  who  could  do 
o  much,  might  throw  herself  away.  In  all  his  past  experience  of 
vomen,  this  one  was  something  new,  relishing,  appetising  to  his 
aded  palate. 

Then  BELLA  folded  her  round,  plump,  dimpled  hands  in  her  lap, 

and  put  them  carefully  away  in  her  pocket,  while  delicious  ripples 

if  laughter  played  about  her  rosebud  lips  and  warm  southern 

heeks,  on  which  still  remained  the  blush-dye  of  the  fiery  sun-god's 

"My  mother,"  answers  BELLA,  "was  a  good,  dowdy  old  soul, 
ilways  in  tears  and  revoking  at  whist."  And  BELLA  disdainfully 
hrusts  out  her  red  under-lip,  and  looks  up  into  DUSOVER' s  hirsute 
3ountenance  with  contemptuous  pink  face,  as  she  recites, — 


"  'Who  was  it  slapped  me  when  I  fell, 
Who  whipt,  and  bade  me  not  to  tell, 
Who  kicked  the  place  to  make  it  swell  ? 
My  Mother!'" 

"  Shall  I  sing  to  you  ?  "  she  asks,  suddenly. 

CAPTAIN  DUSOVER,  who  is  leaning  his  arms  on  the  splash-board, 
and  craning  his  sinewy  brown  neck  out  beyond  the  grey  mare's 
jlinkers,  to  ascertain  the  clearness  of  the  coast  towards  the  direction 
in  which  they  are  rapidly  going,  replies,  carelessly, 

"  If  you  can  sing,  chantez  !  " 

"  Chantez!"  she  repeats,  drily:  then'adds,  pettishly,  "  Shan't-y." 

"  Do  vou  mean  that  for  a  pun  ?  " 

"  If  you  like." 

"  I  don't  care." 

"No  more  do  I." 

"Sing!" 

"Shall  I?    In  this  dress  ?" 


blue  spectacles. 

"  I  think  I  might  mould  her !  "  he  sighs,  clasping  his  moist,  limp 
hands. 

Mould  your  grandmother !  "  is  my  rather  vixenish  reply.    It  is 
enough  for  him,  and  he  says  no  more. 

Why  on  earth  cannot  this  mauling  propose  to  me  f  I  am  his 
senior  by  twenty-five  years,  and  should  know  what  was  good  foi 
him.  I  should  like  to  see  him  try  to  "mould"  me.  I  _woulc 
"mould"  him  first,  with  a  heavy  tombstone  over  him  in  his  own 
churchyard,  before  he  should  try  such  nonsense  with  me.  But  he 
has  not  yet  offered.  Perhaps  he  may.  I  take  to  my  telescope 
again,  and  see  what  I  can  see  by  the  assistance  of  an  extra  strong 
glass. 

BELLA  is  leaning  her  round,  white  elbow  on  her  lap  for  a  moment 
until  her  pensive  look  fades  out  of  her  face,  and  a  dare-devil  smili 
Hashes  over  it. 

"  Are  you  a  Rollicking  Ram  ?  "  she  asks,  abruptly. 

"  Not  HOW,"  he  answers.     "Why?"  . 

"  You  cannot  take  my  song  personally,  that  is  all.    Listen ' 

*  What  the  Editor  says. — "  Does  this  mean  that  she  was  sunburnt  f  W 
only  ask  for  information.  — ED.  to  Miss  R.  D. 

What  the  Authoress  says.—"  Why,  of  course.  Any  milksop  could  hav 
written  '  sunburnt  cheek.'  Where's  your  fine  poetic  enthusiasm?" — Mis 
R.  D.  to  ED. 
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This  is  IiKr.LA's  song,  as  it  rings  gaily  out  over  the  silent  shore. 
Most  of  you,  my  friends,  know  it  well  enough. 

"  Come  along,  come  along,  come  along ! 
For  I  am  a  Member  of  the  Kolliclting  Rams  ! 
Come  and  be  a  Membc/r  of  the  Rollicking  Hams, 
Out  all  night  till  broad  daylight, 
.And  never  go  home  till  morning !  "• 

"  Do  you  like  it  ?"  she  asks. 
'  Immensely,"  he  replies,  and  there  are  tears  in  his  shaken  voice. 

"You  are  crying.  Arc  you  never  merry  when  you  hear  sweet 
music  '1 "  she  asks,  harshly ;  for  to  her,  as  to  most  of  us,  in  a  man's 
hairy,  blubbered  face,  there  is  always  less  of  the  sentimental,  than 
of  the  justly  irritating. 

The  KKvicRK.M)  TOMMY,  still  at  my  side,  runs  his  feeble,  dumpy 
fingers  through  his  dry  straw-coloured  hair,  and  begins  to  whimper 
helplessly. 

'  Can  I  do  nothing  for  you  ? "  I  ask,  staring  at  him  uncom- 
fortably. 

llr  ImVliteiis  :i  little. 

"  I  should  like  to  huve  my  luiir  nicely  combed,"  he  says,  simply. 

From  my  pocket,  where  I  generally  keep  u  number  of  useful 
articles,  1  produce  a  small  three-legged  stool,  and  comply  with  his 
request,  when  1  desist,  exhausted,  TOMMY  sits  down  in  a  stooped, 
shapeless  attitude,  of  utter  despondency. 

ii  I  take  up  the  I  ;iml  exclaim  "  Good  Heavens  !  " 

This  is  what  I  set',  and  li 

The  horse  stops  suddenly— brought  up  in  the  way  he  should  tint 
go,  shortly  and  sharply,  by  a  heavily  barred  gate,  apparently  belong- 
ing to  a  toll-house  on  the  cliff. 

The  old  .leaf  toll-keeper  is  the  only  one  awake  within  the  cottage. 
He  is  playing  the  tiddle  dreamily,  and  his  sole  audience  is  his  soft,  sleek 
cat.  purring  an  accompaniment  before  the  fire.  All  else  are  asleep. 

Silence  for  a  few  moments.  No  sound  but  the  "swish"  of  the 
whip  on  the  mare's  light  grey,  moon-lit  hide,  and  the  cool  plash  of 
the _ beady  puddles  kicked  up  by  the  animal's  strong  hind  legs 
against  the  dark  splashboard  of  the  dog-cart. 


shrinking  look.     "  Or,"  she  says,  stopping  a  rising  sob.  and  1i 

to  realise  the  great  plunge  she  was  about  to  make,  "  Khali  in-  clear 

the  gate  irittiu/it  n  ticket  f     Who's  afraid?    Are  you?" 

CAPTAIN  DUSOVER  whistles  softly,  and  looks  rather  too  proudly 
conscious  of  the  sixteen  centuries  of  Norman  blood  in  his  strong 
fibrous  veins. 

Suddenly,  before  BELLA  can  utter  another  word,  a  white  cow,  that 
has  been  lying  by  the  roadside,  rises  slowly,  majestically,  ghostly  as 
a  spectre  of  remorse  from  a  grave  of  past  memories !  The  grey  mare 
starts,  pricks  up  her  ears,  then  forces  them  back,  so  that  they  incline 
towards  her  mane,  as  the  ripe  ears  of  corn  are  bowed  down  beneath 
the  fierceness  of  the  hurricane — then,  drooping  her  long  beautiful 
head,  with  her  wild  lustrous  eyes  riveted  on  the  dread  apparition, 
she  sniffs  the  earth  with  pink,  dilated  nostrils,  and,  heaving  her 
gracefully  curved  shoulders,  begins  to  sob  hysterically,  as  the 
autumn  wind  wafts  one  lock  of  her  long,  grey,  silky  tail  against 
DUSOVEB'S  swart,  earnest  face.  In  another  moment, "her  fore  feet 
are  rooted  immovably  to  the  soil,  her  hinder  steel-clad  hoofs  glitter 
in  the  calm,  clear  moonlight, — a  tremendous  bound— a  cry — a  scream 
—a  groan— a  deep-toned  moo  "  from  the  ghastly  cow— a  whirlwind 
of  dust,  a  volcano-like  eruption  of  mud,  stones,  and  slush,— and 
CAPTAIN  DUSOVEK  and  BELLA  are  flying  in  the  air  ;— the  dog-cart, 
shivered  into  ten  million  splinters,  lies  a  mere  wreck  on  the  white 
coast ;  while  the  cow,  mad— delirious — amidst  the  havoc  she  has 
caused,  bursts  the  one  tether  that  yet  holds  her  to  earth,  and  yield- 
ing to  an  uncontrollable,  curbless  frenzy  of  passion,  with  one  great 
giant  bound,  springs  from  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  disappears  over 
the  rnoon ! 

Within  the  cottage  the  deaf  toll-keeper  is  still  fiddling  away  to  his 
cat— full,  sleek-coated,  and  sleepy-eyed—seated  by  the  hob,  while 
his  good  wife  and  family  are  soundly  eking  out  their  well-earned 
repose.  A  dish— it  is  the  soup-plate  which  CAPTAIN  DUSOVEE  had 
placed  under  the  seat  of  the  dog-cart  before  starting  from  Wollum— 
is  rolling  down  the  road  with  a  bright,  metal  spoon,  firmly  wedged 
rnto  its  shiny,  round  sides.  A  small,  lazy,  lolling,  blear-eyed  pug- 
dog,  the  sole  witness— save  ourselves— of  the  abrupt  catastrophe, 
awakes  from  slumber,  in  the  cottage  garden,  to  bay  the  moon,  with 

•  What  the  Editor  tay».—"  Never  even  heard  of  it.  We  do  not  now  un- 
derstand its  meaning  Are  the  words  an  attempt  (wn  speak  under  Correction, 

remain 

have  been 

expressive 

be  renlly  elad  of  instruction." 

What  the  Authoress  says.—"  Is  '  Bosch '  German  f    Je  sitis  line  paysanne— 

1  m  a  young  girl  from  the  country,  but '  mais—tompretiet-vons  ?     C"e«t 

tten.    Je  vout  aime."— Miss  R.  D.  to  the  ED. 


canine  cynicism  ridiculing  the  vain  efforts  of  human  bipeds — his 
masters,  forsooth! — to  oppose  their  puny  barriers  to  the  onward 
pitiless  march  of  what  nomad  philosophers  call  "  Our  Destiny." 

As  DUSOVER  rises  in  the  air,  the  rarefied  atmosphere  of  the  upward 
road  to  Heaven  clears  his  brain.  The  plump,  supple  form  is  no 
longer  by  his  side  ;  the  white,  warm,  round  arms  have  disappeared. 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  he  cries  hoarsely,  while  big,  heavy  tears  tem- 
per the  bhixe  of  his  agonised  eyes. 

A  deep  groan  from  below  the  cliff  falls  on  his  ear,  and  stabs  him 
to  the  very  heart.    Is  she  lost  to  him— for  ever  ;• 
{To  be  continued.) 

What  the  Editor  s/iyt.—"  The  suggestion  may  be  feeble,  and  if  «o  you  will 
-he  ii  ;  hut  haven't  we  read  something  like  the  events  of  thi»  chapter  in 
old  Nursery  book  of  Ithymes,  commencing  '  Hi  diddle  diddle,  the  cat  and 
tin- tiildlc'1  (which  are  realised  in  your  old  toll-keeper  amusing  himself  in- 
,  '  The  Cow  jumped  over  the  moon  '  (which  you  make  her  do),  'The 
Hillc'  DIIJ;  laughed'  (you  mention  the  pug-dog  baying  the  moon — it  u  a 
curious  i-iiiHeidcnee)  '  to  see  sui-h  fun' — well,  everyone  has  their  own  idea  of 
luu  and,  to  conclude, 'The  dish  ran  away  with  the  spoon'  (which  actually 
liappens  to  a  soup-plate  in  your  novel).  We  of  course  see  that  it  might  have 
liren  [i  pure  accident,  and  accidents  mill  happen  in  the  beet-regulated  novels. 
Don't  forget  the  moral." — ED. 

It'/iat  the  Aulhnrras  says.— "What  are  you  talking  about?  Nunery 
rhyme!  Nonsense.  1  never  was  in  the  Nursery,  and  don't  suppose  I  ever 
read  it.  Why  don't  you  felicitate  me  on  the  'yo-bang'  of  the  whole  thinj  ? 
Unexceptionable  Moral  coming." — K.  D. 


forgive 
an  old 


TALES    OF    MY    LANDLORD. 

n  VT  the} House  I  think  of 
t  iking  is  a  model  and  a 
i.iarvel  of  domestic  modern 
architecture,  and  has  been 
built  and  fitted  up  under  his 
own  personal  and  experi- 
enced inspection,  and  with 
a  complete  regardlessness  of 

cost. 

That,  to  his  certain  know- 
ledge, none  but  the  very  best 
materials  have  been  used, 
and  the  best  workmanship 
employed  in  the  construc- 
tion of  the  dwelling,  and 
that  wellnigh  every  penny 
expended  on  the  premises 
has  been  spent  with  an  eye 
to  durability,  convenience 
and  comfort,  and  not  for 
tricky  showiness  or  decep- 

tive  isplav. 

That,  although  my  Lease 
may  bind  me  to  pay  for  all  repairs,  none  can  possibly  be  needed  for 
fourteen  years  at  least ;  so  a  moderate-  calculation  of  the  money 
saved  in  tnis  way  really  should  in  fairness  be  added  to  the  rent. 

That  in  all  the  neighbourhood  the  soil  is  nowhere  so  salubrious  as 
is  the  exact  spot  whereon  the  house  is  built. 

That  all  the  gas  and  water-pipes  have  thoroughly  been  tested, 
and  the  drainage  has  received  the  most  especial  care. 

That  the  fittings,  to  be  taken  at  a  valuation,  are  likely  to  be  mine 
at  less  than  their  prime  cost. 

That  the  fires  have  all  been  lighted  in  all  manner  of  wind  and 
weather,  and  it  has  been  fully  ascertained  that  not  one  single 
chimney  smokes. 

That,  although  there  is  a  "  slight  odour"  of  paint  (his  language 
and  his  sense  of  smell  are  not  so  strong  as  mine)  about  the  passages, 
it  cannot  penetrate  the  sitting-rooms,  and  will  pass  off  in  a  week. 

That  the  Vestry  is  one  of  the  most  honest  and  enlightened  in  the 
Kingdom,  and  the  district  is  renowned  for  the  lowness  of  the  rates. 

That  the  bells  are  all  well  hung  with  the  best  of  cranks  and  wire, 
and  there  is  not  the  slightest  danger  of  their  getting  out  of  gear. 

That,  owing  to  some  secret  meteoric  influence,  higi  winds  are 
comparatively  unknown  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  tie  house  is 
therefore,  so  to  say,  insured  against  the  elsewhere  common  and 
expensive  accidents  of  a  falling  chimney-pot  or  a  loosened  slate. 

That  all  the  window-fasteners,  and  locks,  and  knobs,  and  handles 
are  of  the  most  durable  description;  and  the  stoves  and  kitehen- 

ngc  the  very  best  that  can  be  bought. 

That  the  neighbourhood  is  tree  from  all  the  usual  street  noises, 
and  that  organ-grinders  never  venture  to  intrude. 

That  all  toe  doors  and  window-frames  are  made  of  seasoned  wood, 
and  there  is  no  fear  of  their  warping  or  admitting  any  draughts. 

That  the  rent  asked  is  far  less  than  the  house  is  really  worth. 

And,  as  a  final  elencher,  that  only  his  anxiety  to  have  me  for  a 
tenant  (owing  to  his  knowledge  of  niv  character  or  family)  prevents 
his  now  accepting  higher  offers  for  a  lease. 
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"NOBLESSE  OBLIGE." 

I,ltei-l<>:-i/tur.    "  WHO'S  THAT  SHOWY  WOMAN  WHO  TALKS  AND  LAUGHS   SO  LOUD,    AND   DIGS   PEOPLE    INT   THE   RlBS  ?  " 

laterlumtfU.  "OH,  THAT'S  TUB  DUCHESS  OF  BAYSWATER.      SHE  WAS  A  LADY  GWENDOLEN  BEAUMANOIR,  YOU  KNOW  !" 

I  nlrrlocutfrr  (u-itk  warmth).  "An!  TO  BE  SURE!  THAT  ACCOUNTS  FOR  HEK  HIGH-BRED  EASE,  HER  ARISTOCRATIC  SIMPLICITY  OF 
MANNER,  HER  NATURAL  AND  STRAIGHTFORWARD " 

Interlocutrix  (putting  up  her  eye-glass).  "BY  THE  BYE,  PARDON  ME!  I  HAVE  UNINTENTIONALLY  MISINFORMED  YOU;  IT'S  MRS. 
JVDKINS.  SHE'S  THE  WIDOW  OF  AN  ALDERMAN,  AND  HER  FATHER  WAS  A  CHEESEMONGER  IN  THE  NEW  CUT  !  " 

Interlocutor.  "DEAR  ME  !— AH  !— HUM  1— KR— HUM  !— HA  !  THAT  QUITS  ALTERS  THE  CAKE  !  SHE  7.9  VERY  VULGAR,  I  MUST  SAY— 
AWFUL  I  "  [ff.B. — It  WAS  the  Jltickfsa,  aftn-  nil. 


MR.  PUNCH'S  "  OWN  MAN  "  AT  THE  BOAT- 
RACE. 

AM  I  premature  ?  "Will  anyone  say  that  it  is  dishonest  to  describe 
that  grandest  of  contests,  that  noblest  of  sights,  that  magnificent 
exhibition  of  British  pluck,  the  University  Boat-Kace,  days  before  it 
(as  they  have  it  on  the  river)  "comes  off"  ?  I  pity  the  man  who 
thinks  so.  Yes,  indeed  I  am  sorry  for  the  creature  whose  heart  is  so 
dead  to  every  noble  impulse  that  he  cannot  appreciate  an  account  of 
the  "  Blue  Riband  of  the  River  "  simply  because  time  is  anticipated, 
and  dates  are  hurled  into  space.  I  liave  nothing  to  do  with  him — 
he  is  .not  of  my  class  ;  we  (so  to  speak,  and  as  they  say  at  Putney) 
do  not  "  row  in  the  same  boat."  It  is  to  the  true  sportsman,  the 
honest  young  Englishman  with  rosy  cheeks  and  curly  hair,  the 
representative  of  all  that  is  good  and  grand  in  the  national  charac- 
ter— it  is  to  him  that  I  address  myself.  He  will  understand  me,  he 
will  appreciate  my  wonderful  word-painting,  he  will  recognise  the 
profound  knowledge  I  possess  of  matters  aquatic,  his  heart  will  beat 
with  mine — in  a  word,  he  will  pull  bow  to  my  stroke.  The  Uni- 
versity Boat-Kace  has  often  been  described  before ;  it  is  described 
again.  Once  more,  should  it  appear  to  some  of  the  more  thick- 
headed of  the  public  that  the  description  (under  the  special  circum- 
stances of  the  case)  is  a  little  premature,  let  it  be  remembered  that 
Mr.  Punch  is  no  ordinary  man,  that  his  wealth  is  boundless,  and 
that  wealth  can  purchase  everything.  Mr.  Punch  commissioned 
his  "  Own  Man "  to  write  an  account  of  the  Boat-Race,  and  an 
account  of  the  Boat-Race  has  been  written.  Transactions  of  a  simi- 
lar character  to  ours  between  editors  and  contributors  have  taken 
place  before.  Men  have  described  battles  on  the  Continent  without 


leaving  London  ;  they  have  hunted  the  tiger  in  far  Bengal,  and  yet 
during  the  chase  have  still  contrived  to  sleep  nightly  in  their  apart- 
ments at  Lower  Tooting.  Let  it  be  remembered  by  the  thoughtless 
that  one  Boat-llace  is  the  counterpart  of  the  others,  and  then  "  good 
luck  to  us  all."  Ring  the  bull,  take  off  your  hats  in  front,  and  clear 
the  course ! 

TIIE  ROAD. 

"  What  sort  of  day  is  it  ?  "  was  the  popular  question  in  the  early 
morning  of  April  8th.  Dukes  reclining  on  couches  set  with  jewels 
and  curtained  with  cloth  of  silver  and  gold,  put  the  question  to  their 
countless  domestics  ;  and  costermongers,  taking  their  fevered  heads 
out  of  the  coal-skuttles  in  which  they  had  deposited  them  the  night 
before,  made  the  same  inquiry  of  their  "  old  women."  And  what 
was  the  weather  ?  Well,  to  some  people  it  would  have  appeared  a 
bright,  sunny  spring  day.  Others  might  have  declared  that  it 
rained  heavily,  and  was  bitterly  cold.  Nay,  some  might  have  said 
it  snowed.  After  all,  the  weather  is  a  mere  matter  of  opinion ;  and 
such  was  the  weather  on  the  8th  of  April,  1876. 

From  an  early  hour  the  roads  leading  to  the  scene  of  the  contest 
were  thronged  with  pedestrians  and  vehicles.  Who  does  not  know 
the  scene  ?  Who  does  not  remember  the  hansoms,  four-wheelers, 
stanhopes,  broughams,  and  family  coaches  ?  Why,  it  is  a  twice-told 
tale,  as  stale  as  the  news  of  the  decease  of  Her  Majesty  QUEEN 
ANNE.  Shall  I  tell  this  tale  thrice  ?  Shall  I,  who  have  seen  the 
most  glorious  sights  in  the  world — the  mighty  Niagara,  the  frowning 
Rock  of  Gibraltar,  the  twinkling  lights  of  the  Rue  de  Riyoli— shall 
1  descend  to  such  homely  stuff  as  this  ?  Never !  I  will  content 
myself  with  one  or  two  sketches. 

First,  a  roomy  carriage  filled  with  a  bevy  of  pretty  girls  all 
dressed  exactly  alike.  Their  beauty  was  the  same— hazel  eyes  Ian- 
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A   TIGHT   FIT. 

TAILOR.  "  I  THINK,  SIR,  WE  SHALL  JUST  MANAGE  TO  MAKE  BOTH  ENDS  MEET  !  " 

MR.  BULL.  "  WELL,  IF  YOU  CAN'T,  NORTHCOTE,  THE  FAULT  MUST  BE    IX    YO1TR    MEASJ'KEH-'SW  MY 
WAIST  !  " 
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guid  and  jet  sparkling1 ;  clear  olive  complexions,  suggestive  of  the 
most  luscious  Devonshire  cream  ;  rosy  cheeks,  and  dark  reddish- 
black  hair.  How  happy  they  looked  as  they  gaily  passed  the  cham- 
pagne !  And  why  did  they  look  so  happy  If  Because  the  man  they 
loved,  the  man  any  one  of  them  would  have  willingly  taken  for  a 
husband,  was  with  them.  A  gay  young  bishop  was  the  lucky  fellow. 
"It  was  too  had  of  you,  my  Lord,  to  ask  Mamma  to  get  out  while 
we  ascended  that  last  hill,  and  then  to  leave  her  behind !  I  am 
sure  we  shall  never  find  her  again !  " — I  heard  one  of  the  fair 
creatures  say  to  the  young  ecclesiastic.  The  Bishop's  cheery  laugh 
was  heard  for  yards  round,  and  once  more  he  began  to  amuse  th'  in. 
Well,  and  why  should  not  a  Bishop  put  on  a  false  nose  if  Beauty 
smiles?  I  envied  t/icm  their  beauty,  and  him  his  luck,  and 
I  on. 

An  open  window.    I  nodded  right  and  left,  for  this  v, 
of  celebrities.    There  was  an  eminent.  Comedian,  talking  to  a  not 
less  eminent  Statesman;  and  the  Editor  of  a  Jvewspuper  was  ex- 
plaining to  a  great  General  the  theory  of  war ;  a  celebrated  Dissent- 
ing Minister  'who  had  come  to  see  his  University  win)  was  smiling 
at  the   sallies  of  wit  of   a  famous  writer  of    opira-bouffe  books. 
And  what  a  background  of  loveliness !     I  had  to  shade  my 
with  my  hand  as  1  noticed  that  the  female  portion  of  the  Chorus  at 
the  Opera  had  apparently  come  to  see  the  Race  en  masse.     Later  in 
the  day,  I  found  that  the  celebrities  of  the  day  had,  so  to  speak, 
thawed,  and  were   gaily  dancing  quadrilles  with  their  fair 
panions.     Ah  !  beauty  and  genius  !    It  is  good  to  be  wise,  but  better 
still  to  !  nd  ]u\ely  ! 

And  the  erowd.  Ollirers  in  the  Guards,  in  State  uniform,  rub- 
bing shoulders  with  Barristers,  who  had  run  out  of  Chancery  Lane 
just  to  see  the  Race  ;  Conjurors  ;  Brass-bands;  Punch  Shows  ;  Circus 
Processions  (greatly  impeding,  by  the  way,  circulation  on  the  towing- 
path)  ;  and  hearses.  Here  was  a  Bridegroom  who  had,  on  the  way 
home  from  church,  taken  his  blushing  Bride  to  see  "the  finish  ;'' 
there  a  Company  of  Mourners,  wlm  had  stayed  awhile  to  hail  the 
victory  of  the  Winning  Blue.  Oh!  it  was  a  grand  sight!  Oner 
seen,  never  forgotten — and,  never  forgotten,  always  described! 

THE  RIVER. 

It  is  not  every  wiseacre  who  can  say  whether  the  River  is  smooth 
or  rough.  Sometimes  there  maybe  waves  that  look  to  the  short- 
sighted like  ripples.  Then  why  describe  the  state  of  the  River  on 
the  over-memorable  8th  of  April?  To  the  learned  it  would  be  an 
insult,  to  the  unlearned  it  would  be  an  injury !  So  the  state  of  the 
River  shall  not  be  described. 

Plenty  of  boats,  barges,  steam-launches,  and  outriggers !  Here 
was  an  elderly  man  in  a  tub,  pulling  as  if  for  dear  life,  and  yet 
smiling  with  a  glee  scarcely  befitting  his  grey  hairs.  Who  was  he  ? 
By  the  respectful  manner  in  which  the  River-Police  saluted  him, 
evidently  some  one  of  consequence.  Was  he  the  LOKD  CHIEF  JUS- 
TICE, or  CARDINAL  MANNING,  or  MR.  GLADSTONE  ?  Who  can  say.  on 
a  day  like  this  ?  and  so  he  passes  on.  The  steamers  soon  give  him 
their  wash,  and  the  tub  disappears. 

And  now  it  is  time  for  the  Race.  The  bunting  either  flies  gaily 
in  the  crisp  sunshine,  or  hangs  heavily  in  the  wet.  There  is  a  shout 
—and  a  mighty  one.  "  They  are  off ! "  It  has  been  said  before,  and 
it  will  be  said  again. 

THE  RACE. 

The  boats  left  Putney  together.  One  of  the  Blues  was  on  the 
Middlesex  side,  the  other  hugged  Surrey.  And  so  they  started, 
pulling  a  stroke  which  had  eight  oars  to  give  it  the  necessary 
impetus. 

The  Water- Works  were  neared  and  passed ;  the  Gravel  Pits 
followed  the  same  fate.  Off  Chiswick  it  was  anybody's  race !  "  Go 
it,  Oxford!"  "Cambridge  wins!"  were  the  rival  cries  as  the 
two  boats  steadily  pursued  their  way.  Every  sinew  cracked,  every 
muscle  was  stretched  to  the  utmost. 

And  oh !  what  a  shout  there  was  at  Hammersmith  as  the  rival 
crews  came  in  sight !  And  how  the  people  cheered  at  Barnes  and 
Mortlake  !  Hark  to  the  gun !  'Tis  over.  The  expectant  enthusiasm 
of  the  year  is  concentrated  into  the  madness  of  a  thrilling  quart 
d'hetire  !  Oh,  it  was  a  noble  race  nobly  won.  Both  victors  and 
vanquished  deserved  well  of  their  respective  "Varsities,"  (as  the 
Universities  are  called  by  members  of  the  less  important  Colleges  at 
Oxford  and  Cambridge),  and  no  one  was  surprised  at 

THE  REST/LT. 

The  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat-Race  of  1876  was  won  on  Satur- 
day, April  8th,  by  the  .Light  Dark  Blue.  The  time  (as  taken  by 
BENSON'S  chronometer)  was  about  twenty  minutes— a  minute  or  so 
more  or  less  either  way. 

And  thus  it  will  be  seen  that  (as  usual)  the  best  men  were  the 
victors !  Long  may  it  be  so ;  and  long  may  we  be  there  to  see  it, 
and  to  tell  the  tale ! 


SENTIMENT  TO  ACCOMPANY  THE  TOAST  OF  "THE  QUEEN  AND  THB 
ROYAL  FAMILY."—"  Though  absent,  ever  dear!  " 


THE  IRISH  £4-HOUSEHOLDER  TO  JOHN  BRIGHT. 


"  The  value  of  tho  house  is  not  of  so  much  importance  as  you  fancy.  Every 
man  who  is  admitted  under  household  franchise  is  the  head  of  a  family  ;  he 
has  his  wife  and  his  children,  with  all  those  calls  to  industry  and  fair  conduct 
in  life  which  those  have  who  live  in  bettor  houses,  and  you  may  therefore 
throw  out  of  view  the  hricks  and  roof  by  which  he  and  his  family  are  shel- 
tered.''— MK.  BIUGHT  on  the  Irish  Eorough  Franchise  Sill. 

MOKE  power  t'ye,  JOHN  BRIGHT,  'tis  yourself  that  is  right 

Whin  you  say,  wid  the  hoighth  of  urbanity, 
'Tis  not  morthar  and  bricks,  and  a  man's  bits  o'  sticks, 

Fix  his  pull  in  the  scale  av  humanity. 
Boys  in  the  Green  Isle  may  be  out-an'-out  loy'l, 

And  show  clargy  and  ould  blood  a  steady  phiz, 
Though  they  don't  kneel  for  mass  in  the  light  o'  plate-glass, 

And  reside  in  a  humble  mud-edifice. 

Cowld  Protestant  folk  on  poor  PAT  crack  their  joke — 

But  don't  think  that  thim  Saxons  so  glib  are  right ; 
A'bould  pisant  in  frize  is  a  man  in  your  eyes, 

Though  he 's  not  fed  nor  lodged  like  a  Sybarite. 
If 'each  other  we  bate  while  for  Home-Rule  we  wait, 

Still  we  're  cute  boys^  both  pisants  and  artisans. 
And  just  see  won't ,we|nght  for  your  broad-brim,  JOHN  BRIGHT — 

'Tis  the  kind  sowl  that  turns  PATS  to  partisans. 

Palace  Green  never  heard  thruer  manlier  word* 

Than  yours,  though  you  're  Saxon  and  stranger  ; 
There 's  a  heart  in  poor  PAT,  and  'tis  you  gits  at  that, 

When  you  prache  that  fair-play  is  no  danger. 
And  if  PAT'S  voice  could  rache  up  as  high  as  yon  BACHE, 

'Twould  tell  Saxons  to  alther  their  attitude  : 
On'y  give  us 'fair-play,  and  you'll  find,  some  foine  day, 

There 's  Celts  can  batei  Saxons  for  gratitude. 

*  "  It  remains  true — although  all  the  officials  in  the  world  think  it  worth 
their  while  to  call  it  in  question — that  justice  done  by  the  Government  and 
Parliament  to  any  portion  of  the  population,  be  it  the  most  remote,  or  be  it 
the  most  abject,  is  never  lost ;  it  is  compensated  to  the  power  which  gives  it, 
be  that  power  Monarch  or  Parliament,  by  greater  affection  and  more  firm 
allegiance  to  the  law,  and  by  the  growth  of  all  those  qualities  and  virtue*  by 
which  a  great  and  durable  nation  is  distinguished." — MB.  BKIUHT'S  Speech 
on  Irish  Borough  Franchise. 

t  Punch  never  doubted  it — but  query  the  sort  of  "  bating." 


The  Little  (too)  Busy  Bee. 

THE  REV.  MR.  D'ORSEY  writes  to  the  papers  defending  his  spell- 
ing, or  mis-spelling,  of  "peas."  MR.  D'ORSEY  still  contends  for 
"pease."  It  would,  perhaps,  be  as  well  if ,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
next  etymological  encounter  at  St.  James's  Hall,  he  would  urge 
something  with  effect  in  favour  of  "  Peace." 


Punch  to  B.  D. 

IF  Seventy-Six  be  dispensatrix 
Of  the  title  Imperatn'x, 
Is  not  the  title  like  to  stick,  Sir, 
Of  "  BENJAMIN,  Imperatrickster  "  f 


138 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  8,  1876. 


CONFUSION    OF    COURTS. 

(Sec  "Punch,"  ante,  p.  109.) 

Cool  (scornfully).  "  WHICH  IT  WERE  THE  COUNTY  '  COURT  '  AS  THE  LADY  WERE  PERSENTED  AT  !  'CAUSE  SHE  KEFUSED  TO  PAY  HER 

COOK'S  SALARY  ALONG  o'  HER  CLAIMIN'  HER  PERKISITS  !  ! ! 


GAMP   TERSUS  PECKSNIFF. 

Sairey~on  the  Rampage  again. 

"  This  political  Pecksniff,  who  preaches  of  conscience  and  honesty  .... 
shall  he  come  down  and  harangue  the  Tory  party  on  its  want  of  conscientious- 
ness, whose  only  service  to  that  virtue  has  been  the  warning  example  he  has 
offered  of  the  opposite  vice  ?  .  .  .  His  premature  and  sinister  resumption  of 
the  post  which  he  had  formally  resigned,  and  his  perverse  and  poisonous  invec- 
tives where  it  was  certain  that  opposition  could  only  aggravate  the  mischief,  if 
mischief  there  was,  in  the  measure  introduced  by  Government,  will  be  found, 
we  think,  to  have  indefinitely  retarded  the  recovery  of  his  former  hold  on  the 
respect  and  confidence  of  the  people."— Standard,  "on  MK.  GLADSTONE. 

GR-R-R  !    Drat  him !    He 's  at  it  agcn  ;  and  I  hoped  he  were  settled 

at  last, 
That  wexing  and  worritting  WILLIAM,  as  plagued  me  so  much  in 

the  past. 
Which  my  BEX  giv  him  one  in  the  wind,  and  he  seemed  out  of  time 

fairly  knocked — 
Here  he  comes  up  a-smiling  once  more— drat  his  cheek !— wich  I 

really  feel  shocked. 


such? 
little  too 


He  wenture  to  talk  about  wirtue,  prerogative,  conscience,  and 
He  twit  us  with  blind  Party  Sperrit  r    Olor!  that's  a  lit' 

much ! 

Though  BENJAMIN  roasted  him  rarely,  /must  have  a  go  at  him  too, 
As  what  BENJY'S  p'int   mayn't  be  good  for  my  cotton  umbrella 

may  do. 

For  a  bounceable  party  like  WILLIAM  a  thump  is  as  good  as  a 

thrust, 
And  it 's  more  in  my  line  ;  which  my  gingham  I  'd  ply  till  the  ribs 

of  it  bust, 

If  so  be  it  might  beat  rub-a-dub  on  his  ribs,  as  it  often  has  done , 
Though,  drat  him !  he  don't  seem  to  care,  which,  you  know,  rayther 

takes  off  the  fun. 


Party  Sperrit,   says  BURKE,   has  its  use.      I  says  ditto  to  dear 

MK.  BURKE  ; 

But  it  ain't  that  'ere  sperrit  one  sees  on  the  Liberal  Benches  at  work. 
That 's  Fackshus  Obstruction— a  wiper  as  Tories  was  ne'er  known  to 

-   nuss  : 
There 's  nothink  I  so  much  despiges,  or  daily  drops  down  upon  wuss. 

But  for  this  'ere  Political  Pecksniff,  whose  buzzum's  a  bed  of  sech 

snakes, 

To  fie-fie  each  nice  little  move  as  my  own  blessed  BENJAMIN  makes 
Is  just  the  most  bragian  bunkum.  A  nasty,  mean,  wenomous  pest 
If  there  's  one  thing  as  I  says  my  prayers  for— it  is  that  that  man 

may  be — blest ! 

Which  I  did  think  he  'd  gtiv  up  the  reins,  and  did  hope  we  had  done 

with  him  quite, 
This  Jehu,  whose  desperit  driving  so  long  filled  poor  SAIREY  with 

fright. 
And  what  does  he  want  sneaking  round  with  the  whip  in  his  hand 

as  of  old, 
Which  its  werry  first  well-beknown  crack  makes  my  blood  to  run 

creepy  and  cold. 

He  a  hermit  indeed !    Well  a  Hermit  once  won  the  "  blue  riband," 

so  please 
Hold  tight,  my  boy  BEN,  and  look  sharp  'ow  you  drive,  or  the 

ribands  he  '11  seize. — 
(As  this  'ere 's  an  aside,  to  the  world  I  proclaim  he  ain't  got  half  a 

chance, 
For  all  his  great  gift  of  the  gab  and  his  fine  hanky-panky  finance!  ) 

He  has  spiled 'his  last  chance— (so  I  swears,  and  I  wish,  how  I  wish, 

it  was  true !) — 
A  insulting  his  Hempress  !     Just  like  him— and,  BENJIE,  how  little 

As  I  fearlessly  arsts  what  concern  is  HER  MAJESTY'S  Title  of  his|n  ? 
A  bragian  and  bounceable  traitor,  as  ought  to  be  popped  into 

prison ! 
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T"titiiti/  (.•-mill'  uli/    ixi  It  !.* 

MAMMA  ! 


OH!    HORROR! 

r  fmm  Church).  "  WHAT  DID  YOU  TAKE  OUT  OF  THE  BAG, 
/  ONLY  GOT  SIXPENCE  !    LOOK  HEIIE  !" 


SMALLPOX  AND  SEE-SAW. 

THE  Guardians  who  the  Workhouse  sway, 

In  I  lover's  famous  town, 
Pulled,  fur  repairs,  the  other  day, 

Their  Mortuary  down. 

A  limit  ii  yard  adjacent  flung 

Its  iniiuldy  relics  lay, 
\Vlu  rein  the  dull-eyed  \Vnrkhouse  young 

Pursued  their  dreary  play. 

Rejoicing, in  the  wreck  around, 

As  e'en  young  Paupers  would, 
Some  ancient  trestle-frames  they  found 

Of  black  and  battered  wood, 

Which  means  for  the  unwonted  pranks 

Of  these  poor  brats  supplied. 
As  (fallows,  whereon  balanced  planks 

For  seo-saw  swayed  astride. 

But  soon  to  (grievous  ending  came 

Those  little  Paupers'  fun. 
Smallpox  broke  outand  stopped  their  game — 

Attacking  every  one. 

Those  black  frames  which,  devoid  of  fear-, 

For  see-saw  they  had  ta'en, 
Were  trestles  that  had  borne  the  biers 

Of  Paupers  Smallpox-slain ! 

Four  vears  ago — grim  workhouse  guest — 

Had  that  complaint  been  rife  : 
And  now  the  dormant  germs  of  pei-t 

Awoke  to  active  life  ! 

But  not  too  drear  a  tale  to  tell, 

With  agony  high-ruled, 
Those  Workhouse  Children  all  did  well, 

Having  their  Smallpox  mild. 

They  had  been  vaccinated  all  :— 

Hear  that,  ye  blatant  band, 
'Gainst  JENNBR'S  blessed  boon  who  bawl 

Your  folly  through  the  land. 

Remember,  for  your  Pauper  brood, 
Ye  Guardians  of  their  fates, — 

That  coffin-trestles  pest-imbued 
Are  playthings  that  raise  rut. •-. 


No  ;  let  him  go  back  to  his  crockery,  classiks,  wood-chopping,  and 

such, 
Pitch  into  the  PorE,  if  he  pleases :  they  can't  maul  each  other  too 

much. 
Which  SAiitEr  puts  up  one  more  prayer,  most  frequent  and  fervent, 

and  that 's 
May  they  fight  till  no  more  on  'em's  left  than  was  left  of  the 

Kilkenny  Cats! 


Make  your  Game  ! 

A  RECENT  telegram  from  Paris,  announcing  the  marriage,  at  tne 
Church  of  St.  Koch,  before  a  great  crowd,  of  the  PRINCE  RAD/YVII.T. 
to  MLLE.  BLANC,  daughter  of  the  potent  ex-King  of  the  tables  at 
Homburg.  and  reigning  Sovereign  of  those  at  Monaco,  mentions  that 
"  the  bride's  dot,  or  marriage  portion,  is  said  to  be  5,000,000  francs." 
Such  a  dot  may  well  brighten  a  bride's  eyes  in  those  of  her  husband. 
But  -what  a  triumph  of  modern  financial  enlightenment  over  the  dark- 
ness of  old  aristocratic  prejudice  is  such  a  marriage  !  May  we  not 
henceforth  say  to  exclusiveness,  Lejeii  estfait — "  the  game  is  up  "  '•: 
And  when  a  proud  Prussian  junkrr  can  thus  move  with  the  times, 
should  we  not  exclaim,  Rien  qui  tie  va,  rather  than  rien  »e  va  plus  f 


Sors  Miltoniana. 

"To  whom  tin;  wily  Adder,  blithe  and  glad — 
'  Empress,  th«  way  is  ready  and  not  long. 

*  •  *  •  « 

If  thou  accept 

My  conduct,  t  ran  hrin^  thcc  thither  soon.' 
•Lead  then,'  said  EVE." 

faradite  Lout,  Book  i.x 


A  QUESTION  TO  BE  ASKED. 

New  Carnivora  House,  Regent's  Park,  April  I,  1876. 
DEAR  Mu.  PUNCH. 

ON  the  authority  of  MR.  DISRAELI,  we  are  informed  that 
the  "Royal  Titles  Bill "  is  to  have  a  strictly  local  operation.  I  wish, 
therefore,  to  know  whether  the  tigers  residing  in  our  Indian  pos- 
sessions will  be  affected  by  its  operation. 

Will  it  be  correct  in  future  to  speak  of  a  Royal  Bengal  Tiger  ? 
Here,  in  the  Zoo,  I  suppose  this  designation  will  still  hold.  But  in 
India  itself  must  not  "Royal "  be  exalted  to  "  Imperial "  '( 

If  so,  I  hope  the  tigers  will  feel  a  proper  sense  of  their  dignity, 
and  improve  accordingly  in  their  manners,  testes,  and  tempers, 
particularly  now  that  they,  like  the  other  native  rulers,  have  haa 
the  advantage  of  becoming  more  nearly  acquainted  with  that  model 
of  urbanity  and  good-temper,  H.R.H.  the  PRINCE  OP  WALK-. 

MR.  DISRAELI,  though  unsuccessful  with  LOWE  forms  of  human 
nature,  may,  perhaps,  like  Orpheus  with  his  lute,  be  able  with  his 
Act  to  tame  that  of  the  savage  brute — 

"  Dictus  ob  hoc  lenire  tigres." 

I  remain,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  yours, 

A  WOULD-BE  IMPERIALIST. 


Colourable  Reasons. 

As  Red  rouses  Bull,  Di/./.v  '.-  ready  to  swear 
That  Imperial  Purple  will  terrify"  Bear. 
But  query,  as  Bear  we  've  seen  run  from  red  wool,* 
It'  Imperial  Purple  mayn't  aggravate  BULL. 

•  At  Alma,  Inkemiann,  &••. 
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ELIGIBLE  .TENEMENTS. 

OMK  few  days  ago 
there  occurred 
on  a  railway  an 
uncommon  kind 
of  accident — un- 
common in  that 
the  Directors 
were  not  to 
blame  for  it. 
The  carcases  of 
a  pair  of  houses 
that  were  being 
built  in  the 
Earl's-  Court 
Road,  adjoining 
the  Earl's-Court 
Station,  sud- 
denly tumbled 
down  upon  the 
line  with  a  crash 
in  a  heap  of 
ruins  which 
blocked  it  for 
three  hours. 
This  catastrophe 
occurred  about 
midday,  just  as 
the  carpenters 
inside  the  new- 
ly-raised edifice, 
finishing  oft'  the 
flooring,  were 
about  to  leave 
work  for  re- 
freshment— the  beverage  "  brother  chips  "  and  other  workmen  term 
their  "  twelveses."  Several  '.of  these  poor  fellows  were  badly  hurt, 
and  one  is  reported  to  have  died.  The  fall  of  the 'houses  imme- 
diately followed  the  passing  of  a  London  and  North- Western  train, 
of  which  the  last  carriage  had  a  narrow  escape.  It  is  supposed  that 
the  vibration  caused  by  the  transit  of  the  train' shook  them  down. 
These  structures,  while  standing,  were  evidently  specimens  of  an 
order  of  domestic  architecture,  examples  of  model  suburban  dwell- 
ing-houses for  the  middle  classes.  It  is  comparatively  fortunate 
that  they  fell  to  pieces  when  they  did,  instead  of  remaining  to  be 
completed,  and  soon  after  that  to  topple  upon  their  tenants,  over- 
whelming perhaps  a  diligent  clerk  of  an  establishment  in  the  City, 
together  with  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  a  child  or  a  lot  of  children,  a 
baby  in  arms,  and  a  maid-of-all-work.  In  re-ereeting  those  typical 
eligible  tenements,  perhaps  some  care  will  be  taken  that  their  con- 
struction shall  not  be  so  shamefully  scamped  as  to  render  a  tragical 
occurrence  of  that  description  too  liighly  probable. 


OUR  CORRESPONDENCE. 


Mr  DEAB  MR.  PUNCH, 


Street,  April  1,  1876. 


.  , 

I  CRAVE  the  publicity  of  your  columns  to  dissipate  some  of 
the  fears  which  are  abroad  in  connection  with  the  Itoyal  Titles  Bill. 

The  Itoyal  Arms  will  not  be  altered  in  this  country.  But  in 
India,  yielding  to  a  wish  which  lias  long  been  felt  and  at  last  openly 
expressed  in  the  Bazaars  and  Xcnanas,  Her  Majesty's  Government 
have  advised  that  the  Lion  and  Unicorn  should  be  replaced  by 
the  Tiger  and  Elephant,  as  creatures  more  imposing  to  the  Oriental 
imagination. 

Not  a  bar  of  our  glorious  National  Anthem  will  be  touched.  In 
the  words  some  changes,  to  be  strietlj  localised  and  confined  to 
India,  must  of  necessity  be  made.  The  few  leisure  moments  1  can 
command  I  am  employing  in  recasting  the  Anthem  in  English,  Hin- 
dustani, and  Tamil  ;  and  I  hope  in  the  course  of  to-day  to  send  you 
a  rough  draft,  that  I  may  have  the  benefit  of  your  sagacious  and 
good-natured  criticism,  before  submitting  my  new  version  to 
Parliament. 

Her  Majesty's  Government  would  view  with  horror  and  amazement 
any  attempt  to  interfere  —  certainly  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  — 
with  those  familiar  and  time-honoured  letters  V.  R.,  which  have  sent 
a  thrill  through  so  many  loyal  hearts,  and  can  never  be  read  without 
emotion  on  our  mail-carts  and  pillar-boxes,  and  on  the  lead  pencils 
which  are  daily  and  hourly  wiel  fled  by  the  Ci  vil  Servants  of  the  Crown. 

I  trust  that  these  explanations  will  calm  the  public  mind  and 
restore  tranquillity  to  the  national  pulse. 
I  am,  my  dear  Mr.  Punch, 

Yours  very  faithfully,  B.  D  -  1. 


DEAB  PUNCH, 

I  CAN  guess  your  thoughts  at  the  present  hour  when  the 
excitement  is  growing  every  moment  deeper  and  more  intense. 
They  are  not  hxed  on  the  Budget,  or  the  Royal  Title,  or  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford  Bill,  but  on  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Boat- 
Race  ;  and  you  are  yearning  to  know  which  University  will  be 
victorious  on  the  8th.  I  can  tell  you,  for  I  have  seen  every  race  for 
the  last  twenty  years.  I  have  watched  every  movement  of  the  two 
crews  since  they  were  at  the  two  Universities.  I  am  on  the  river- 
bank  all  day  long,  and  sleep  alternately  at  Putney  and  Mortlake. 
Don't  be  guided  by  LORD  SALISBURY,  or  either  of  the  Vice- 
Chancellors,  or  even  the  most  knowing  of  the  Heads  of  Houses,  but 
pin  your  faith  on  me,  and  then  you  will  wear  the  winning  colours 
next  Saturday.  Take  time  by  the  row-look,  and  meet  me  at  once 
opposite  the  Soap- Works.  I  wear  a  white  hat,  with  a  blue  ribbon. 

r>  ,         r,  .     ,  Tours,  CORNET  REACH. 

Ptttney,  Saturday. 

ME.  PUNCH, 

COME  and  witness  my  great  and  unprecedented  feat  of 
walking  10,000  miles  in  10,000  hours.  In  the  outer  Circle.  Regent's 
Park,  roped  in  and  kept  clear  by  the  Mounted  Police,  illuminated 
after  dusk;  military  bands  playing  all  day  and  night  long,  fireworks 
at  the  expiration  of  every  mile,  yocal  and  instrumental  concert  at 
the  end  of  each  week.  Referees  from  every  nation  in  the  world, 
umpires  in  all  languages,  judges  from  all  the  Courts  of  Law  in 
Europe  and  America.  Admission,  One  shilling ;  season-tickets,  a 
Pound. 

Hare  and  Tortoise,  N.  W.,  1  April.  FKI.IX  FOOTIT. 

DEAB  ME.  PUNCH, 

IT  will  give  us  much  pleasure  if  you  can  act  as  Interrogator 
at  a  grand  Spelling  Bee  which  we  propose  to  hold  in  the  Royal 
Albert  Hall  in  Easter  week.  There  is  no  one  in  whom  the  Committee 
would  feel  such' absolute  confidence.  We  have  engaged  six  military 
bands,  and  the  choruses  of  the  two  Opera  Houses,  and  we  hope  to 
induce  the  Moore  and  Burgess  Minstrels  to  give  us  their  invaluable 
assistance.  Our  Bee  will  take  a  wide  range,  and  settle  on  many 
branches  of  knowledge.  Spelling,  and  Definitions,  and  Proper 
Names,  will,  of  course,  be  included,  but,  besides,  we  propose  that  you 
should  test  Candidates  in  Modern  Languages,  Chronology,  Cooke_ry, 
Domestic  and  Political  Economy,  Physical  Geography,  Moral  Philo- 
sophy, and  the  Higher  Mathematics. 

Our  prixes  will  be  worth  the  struggle.  They  will  include  a 
furnished  house,  a  carefully  selected  and  handsomely  bound  library, 
a  complete  trousseau,  and  a  fine  organ — built  expressly  for  the 
competition  by  those  eminent  makers,  MESSES.  BELLOWS  AND  BLOW. 

Signed,  on  behalf  of  the  Committee, 

KNIGHTSBEIDGE  AND  BEOMPTON,  Chairman. 

Committee  livotn,  April  1,  1876. 

PUNCH,  old  man,  why  did  you  not  come  on  Monday  ?  I  particu- 
larly wanted  you  to  see,  before  I  sent  it  in  a  special  van  to  the 
Academy,  what  I  fearlessly  assert  to  be  the  greatest  picture  of  the 
year.  What  do  you  say  to  a  canvas  32  feet  by  18  ?  Well  filled,  too 
— not  an  inch  of  space  ''  to  let."  You  know  the  subject.  One  of  the 
grandest  events  in  the  annals  of  modern  civilisation— one  of  those 
critical  turning-points  in  the  history  of  peoples  and  dynasties  :  ' '  His 
Highness  the  KHEDIVE  OP  EGYPT  in  the  act  of  affixing  his  signature 
and  seal  to  the  transfer  of  his  shares  in  the  Suez  Canal  to  the  British 
Government."  Painted  for  the  new  Town-hall  at  Cairo. 

How  often  have  we  discussed  the  treatment !  I  have  made  one  or 
two  slight  changes  since  our  last  conversation  on  the  subject.  Now 
the  KHEDIVE  is  surrounded  by  his  Ministers,  Grand  Muftis,  Drago- 
mans, Bashi-Bazouks,  Pachas,  Effendis,  Camels,  and  Foreign  Ad- 
visers :  he  is  in  the  act  of  dipping  his  pen  in  a  splendid  gold 
standish,  and  looking,  a  little  anxiously,  at  the  Sphinx.  The 
Pyramids,  irradiated  by  the  setting  sun,  form  the  background  ;  the 
Nile,  guarded  by  the  Sphinx  and  Memnon,  is  in  the  middle  distance ; 
and  the  Canal  itself  fills  up  the  foreground.  All  the  figures  are  life- 
size  ;  and  the  buildings,  palm-trees,  dates,  dahabeeahs,  &c.,  are 
done  to  scale.  I  hope  to  see  you  at  the  Private  View,  and  show 
you  my  picture  myself.  So  I  will  not  dwell  upon  details,  except 
just  to  mention  that,  exercising  a  pictorial  licence,  I  have  introduced 
one  of  the  zinc  cases  in  which  the  Share  Certificates  were  transported 
to  this  country.  I  think  you  will  say  that  the  painting  of  this 
interesting  accessory  is  life-like.  Ever  yours 

Kensington,  SiitiinJai/.  SEBASTIAN  ANDREW  DAWBNEY. 

[There  is  one  singular  circumstance  about  this  Correspondence 
which  we  cannot  quite  fathom.  All  the  letters  have  the  same  date, 
and  were  received  on  the  same  day — Saturday  the  First. — ED.] 


JUST  WHAT  's  WANTED.— SIB  CHARLES  ADDERLEY,  in  the  Parlia- 
mentary report  of  Friday's  Times,  alludes  to  Shipowners  as  "  Re- 
sponsible undertakers."  If  we  could  only  make  them  responsible ! 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


X   the    Royal 

Titles      Bill 
(Lords, 

>fn;/,  A/>ri!  3), 
LORD 


BURT   moved   liis   Resolution   praying  the  Queen  to  take  a  Title 
Micro    in    accordance    with    history    and    JOHN    BULL'S    feelings 


than  that  of  Empress—  which  may  fairly  be  said  to  have  been 
received  by  the  Nation  with  the  reverse  of  EmpreaafMdHt.  In  vain 
LOKD  SHAFTESBURY  —  who  for  party  has  not  given  up  what  was  meant 
for  mankind—  reurged  all  that  has  been  urged  already  against  this 
ill-starred  move  in  a  wrong  direction.  In  vain  LORDS  SELBORNE, 
SANDHURST,  ROSKUKRV,  HOUUHTON,  pressed  the  reasons  against 

"  That  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  in  an  English  car," 

that  most  commend  themselves  to  the  legal,  lay,  military,  and 
literary  minds.  Ministers  have  hardened  their  hearts,  and  stand 
upon  their  majoritv,  such  as  it  is.  In  the  Lords,  137  to  91  is  not  a 
very  commending  division,  with  200  Peers  standing  aloof  too.  LORD 
('A  i  KNS  and  LOKD  CARNARVON  tried  to  argue  that  the  dislike  to 
"  Empress  "  is  factious  and  factitious.  They  know  it  is  neither. 
The  CHANCELLOR  thinks  the  title  can  be  localised.  He  reckons 
without  his  JF.NKIVS. 

In  the  meantime  let  official  Conservatism  take  note  that  it  is 
unofficial  Conservatism  which  utters  protests,  "  not  loud,  but 
deep,"  against  this  bartering  of  a  new  Crown  for  an  old  one,  which 
the  soundest  SCUM'  of  England  feels  is  likely  1o  bring  no  more 
blessing  to  (Ji  1:1.  \  VICTORIA  than  yielding  to  the  analogous 
t  •inptatiun  of  "  new  lamps  for  old  ones  "  did  to  UUF.F.N  BADROOL- 
P.  vi.cHiii.  Will  no  (U'KK.v's  friend  show  HER  MAJESTY  Mr.  Punch's 
Cartoon?  To  ALFONSO  rni-i  \\'ISK'S  famous  triad  of  old  things  that 
are  the  best  things—  "Old  Wine,  Old  Books,  Old  Friends"—  let 
I'mii-li,  ALFONSO'S  successor  in  wisdom,  add  "  Old  Titles."  On  our 
Crowned  Head  rested  the  oldest,  most  honoured,  and  most  honour- 
able Title  in  Europe.  Hi-advisers  have  marred  it  by  an  "addi- 
tion." which  should  be  called  a  subtraction.  No  wonder  Re- 
publicanism at  home  sneers,  and  Republicanism  abroad  chuckles, 
over  this  lowering  of  the  Royal  Style. 

All  this  is  on  the  tap-position  "that  the  QcKKX  wishes  for,  and 

•ume,   the    Empress.       But    query,    (Iocs   she  '•      What 

Koyal  act  or  word  from  the  beginning  of  her  reign  till  now,  has 

showed  her  unable,  or  unwilling,  to  read  the  signs  of  the  times  —  to 

recognise  and  respect  the  genuine  will  of  her  people  ?     Punch  has 

already  told  her,  in  his  own  way,  that  "  the  Queen  with  Two  Heads" 

is  not  one  of  the  signs  of  ths  time;    whereas  the  old   "Queen's 

Head  "  is  a  sign  for  times  past,  present,  and  to  come  ;  and  he  can't,  for 

the  life  of  him,  believe  thnt  QUEEN  VICTORIA  isnot  just  as  well  awaiv 

of  the  fact  as  her  most  faithful  Public  and  Privy  Councillor  Punch. 

•m»is.}—  Make  way  for  the  Budget  !      MR.  BULL'S  Bills  for 

ir,   "foot  up,"  the  imposing  total    of    rather    more    than 

£78,000,000  !     To  meet  this  extremely  handsome  outlay,  the  House 


Steward  hopes  to  be'able  to  lay  his  hands  on  £77,250,000,  leaving 
him  nearly  £800,000  short.  So  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  putting 
liis  hand  into  master's  pocket  for  another  penny  in  the  pound  on 
the  poor  old"  Gentleman's — we  beg  his  pardon—  the  wealthy,  old 
Gentleman's  income,  and  this  will  give  House  Steward  NORTIK  'TK, 
some  £364,000  more  than  he  wants  to  make  both  ends  meet !  Such 
is  the  Budget  in  brief. 

My  dear  BULL,  you  must  pay  for  your  blessings;  and  a  Conservative 
mment  is  not  one  that  can  be  had  for  nothing.  True,  when 
Mi:.  0 I.A IISTONE,  once,  in  a  moment  of  rash  anticipation,  promised  to 
get  rid  of  Income-tax  altogether,  DISBAELI  met  Turn  by  the  asser- 
tion, that  abolition  of  Income-tax  was  peculiarly  Conservative 
jioliev.  But  SIR  STUTOKII  explains  that  only  meant  if  and  when 
the  Government  could  do  without  it.  So  far  from  being  able  to  do 
without  it  just  now,  they  want  an  extra  penny.  But  they  will  do 
their  best  to  make  the  rise  easy  to  the  middle-class  elector,  by 
raising  the  limit  of  exemption  from  £100  to  £150,  the  amount  of 
ile.luction  from  £80  to  £120;  all  incomes  up  to  £400  to  have  the 
advantage  of  the  deduction. 

In  this  way  the  rise  will  be  felt  only  by  those  who  are  too  com- 
fortable to  complain,  or  too  well-off  for  their  complaints  to  find 
sympathy  from  the  masses.  All  with  less  than  £400  a-year  will  be 
better  off  under  the  new  tariff  than  under  the  old  one.  If  this  is 
questionable  political  economv,  it  is  like  enough  to  be  popular 
policy,  and  will  secure  the  Government  against  the  opposition  of 
those  who  turn  the  scale  at  Elections. 

Ti«>s<1<it/  (Lords).— LORD  INCHIQUW  moved  the  Second  Reading 
of  his  Bill  to  limit  the  further  creation  of  a  very  useless  and  unhappy 
order  of  heinus — Irish  Peers,  who,  where  real  Lords  come,  may  be 
best,  described  as  neither  fish,  flesh,  nor  good  red  herring — the  Irish 
Bulls  of  the  Peerage.  But  while  prohibiting  any  further  creation 
of  these  objectionable  abortions  of  aristocracy,  he  proposed  to  add 
four  to  their  representatives  in  the  House  of  Ixirds,  to  make  up  for 
as  manv  Irish  Spiritual  Peers  improved  off  the  face  of  the  Green 
Isle.  Punch  doesn't  quite  see  the  logic  of  this.  LORD  INCHIQCTS 
would  also  open  Irish  boroughs  to  Irish  Peers,  who  may  now  repre- 
sent English  but  not  Irish  constituencies.  Anything  to  give  these 
poor  creatures  an  enlarged  field  of  usefulness.  If  an  Irish  Peer  can 
find  an  eccentric  English  borough  to  elect  him,  why  should  we  not 
have  that  chance,  and  the  borough  that  pleasure  ?  It  seems  odd  to 
make  any  position  in  the  Peerage,  however  humble,  an  absolute 
disqualification  for  contributing  anything,  however  little,  to  the 
Collective  Wisdom. 

(Commons}. — A  good  deal  of  bother  in  arranging  for  a  night  for 
PROFESSOR  FAWCETT'S  Farewell  to  the  Royal  Titles  Bill.  After  much 
pro  and  con.  it  seems  the  House  is  not  to  have  this  treat  till  after 
Easter. 

The  Whiskey  War!— 

"  Irish  spirits  and  Scotch, 

In  the  hot  melee 
Mini;!*,  mingle,  mingle, 
Ye  that  mingle  may  !  " 

A  spirited  debate— as  was  to  be  expected.  The  O'Sr/LLivAjf  opened, 
denouncing,  in  the  name  of  the  public  health,  the  pernicious  prac- 
tice, now  sanctioned  by  law,  of  adulterating  Irish  \\  hiskey  in  Bond 
with  inferior  Scotch  spirit,  under  the  specious  name  of"  blending," 
and  calling  on  the  Government  to  become  bonded  warehousemen  on  the 
largest  scale,  by  keeping  all  spirits  and  whiskey  in  bond  till  it  was 
twelve  years'  old — had  sown  its  wild  oats  in  the  shape  of  fusel 
oil,  and  mellowed  to  a  drink  equally  wholesome  and  dclici< 

Then  Axur.Rsox  arose  and  raised  the  slogan  of  the  Scottish  Still- 
that  "Still"  whence  Silent  Spirit  flows!— the  Silent  Spirit  which 
docs  not  seem  to  be  the  ruling  spirit  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
He  declared  "  blending  "  was  not  adulteration  but  improvement; 
that  Irish  whiskey  unmixed  was  an  unmixed  evil,  "full  of  head- 
aches to  the  brim,"  only  to  be  drunk  with  impunity  by  natives — 
as  snake-charmers  are  said  to  swallow  cobra-poison — out  to  the 
world  at  large  only  to  be  made  tolerable  by  a  liberal  infusion  of 
"  Scotch,"  thatpureand  healthful  blood  of  JOHN  BARLETCORN,  which 
neither  is  an  enemy  in  men's  mouths,  nor  a  stealer  away  of  their 
brains,  but  circulates  in  the  shape  of  health,  and  utters  itself  in 
words  of  wisdom ! 

Then  SIR  W.  LAWSON  arose  and  chaffed  impartially  both  cham- 
pions, of  Scotch  and  Irish — 

"Tros  Tyriusque  illi  nullo  discriminc  agendus." 
The  better  the  whiskey  the  worse— in  SIR  WIXFRTD'S  eyes— because 
the  more  tempting.  "  More  blame  was  laid  on  fusel  oil  than  it  ought 
to  bear."  To  SIR  WILFRID  the  "fusel  oil','  is  as  the  salmon  that 
bears  the  burden  of  Greenwich  competitions — an  innocent  and 
much-wronged  creature. 

MR.  SULLIVAN  said  something  like  ditto  to  SIR  WILFRID. 

SIR  W.  CUNNINGHAM  contributed  one  wise  and  weighty  saying  to 
the  debate : — 

"  If  bad  Scotch  spirits  were  prevented  from  (roinj  to  Ireland,  there  would 
be  plenty  of  bad  Irish  spirits  to  take  their  place." 
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FAT    AND    LEAN    KINE. 

Fat  Man.    "  FivE-AND-TwENTY   MINUTES  WITHOUT   A  CHECK  !     You   MUST   HAVE   FOUND   YOUR   WATERPROOF  VERY  WARM, 
MR.  WIGGLBS  ? " 

Mr.  Wiggles.  "  MY  DEAR  SIR,  THERE  is  NOTHING  OF  ME  TO  BE  WAEM  ! " 


.  In  the  long  run  the  Government,  recognising  that  it  is  a  very  pretty 
quarrel  as  it  stands,  declined  to  interfere,  by  145  to  69  ;  and  the  im- 
prisoned spirits  remain  as  they  are — in  bond — but  open  to  blending ! 
Desultory  and  ineffectual  talk  about  the  Slave  Trade  and  the 
Peace  Preservation  Act  in  Ireland.  Even  ME.  BUTT  seemed  ashamed 
to  press  for  relaxation  of  the  Act,  in  face  of  such  an  agrarian  outrage 
as  the  attack  by  an  armed  and  ambushed  band  on  ME.  BBTDGES  near 
Mitchelstown. 

Wednesday.— A  premature,  and,  we  need  hardly  add  ineffectual 
attempt  of  ME.  DIXON,  to  make  Board  Schools,  and  compulsory 
attendance  at  them,  universal  throughout  England—  as  the  Scotch 
have  made  both  throughout  Scotland.  When  the  English  are  as 
ripe  for  such  a  move  as  the  Scotch.  ME.  DIXON  will  not  have  to  urge 
his  views  in  vain  upon  a  large  and  variously  recruited  Majority. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  LORD  CHANCELLOR  will  not  give  the 
House  of  Commons  an  opening  for  new  discussion  of  the  Royal 
Titles  Bill.  He  thinks  "Localisation"  may  be  secured  by  pro- 
clamation, without  amendment  of  the  Bill. 

(Commons.)— In  answer  to  LOED  HABTINGTON,  SIR  STAFFOED  does 
not  consider  it  the  duty  of  Her  Majesty's  Ministers  to  initiate  a 
financial  policy  for  the  KHEDIVE.  They  have  done  quite  enough  in 
bringing  down  his  Stocks  some  twenty  per  cent,  in  as  many  days. 

MR.  HUBBABD  on  his  favourite  old  hobby — Income-tax — with  the 
usual  result — nil. 

Some  progress  with  Merchant  Shipping  Bill. 

Friday  (Lords).— Royal  Titles  Bill  again.  LORD  SELBORNE  doubts 
whether, — 

"  Localisation  by  Proclamation 
In  Law  may  not  be  bad," 

and  JOHN  BULL  may  finish  the  adaptation, — 

"  A  Queen  with  Two  Ileads  bothers  me, 
And  '  Empress '  drives  me  mad." 

CAIRNS  tried  to  pooh-pooh   SELBORNE.    But  when   such  Doctors 
differ,  Punch  will  still  hope,  with  LORD  DENMAN,  that  the  QUEEN 


will  still  go  by  the  old  style,  seeing  that  her  subjects  can't  get  over 
the  new  one. 

(Commons). — Some  wretch,  not  haying  the  fear  of  the  Sergeant- 
at-Arms  before  his  eyes,  has  been  signing  the  highly  respectable 
name  of  NEWDEGATE  to  some  indecorous  petitions,  insinuating  nasty 
things  of  convents,  and  their  rules,  practices,  and  inmates. 

ME.  CALLAN  moved  the  offensive  petitions  off  the  table.  As  their 
proper  destination  clearly  was  the  dust-hole,  MH.  NEWDEGATE  was 
ill-advised  in  resisting  the  motion  for  a  moment,  though  the  petition 
was  one  against  his  pet  bugbear. 

ME.  SPEAKER  submits  to  the  House  a  curious  question,  "  Shall  a 

Eetition  from  Boulogne  (signed  by  French,  as  well  as  English  inha- 
itants,  of  that  hybrid  sea-port),  that  their  Consul  may  not  sink  to 
Vice,  be  received  by  the  House  ?" 

MR.  DISEAELI  is  lor  receiving  it ;  MR.  GLADSTONE,  on  the  whole, 
for  declining  to  receive.  It  is  not  desirable  (he  thinks)  to  encourage 
petitions  against  what  might  be  a  proper  use  of  the  Treasury  cheese- 
parers.  Besides,  to  lend  an  ear  to  such  a  prayer,  might  stimulate 
Consuls  to  get  up  an  agitation  against  their  degradation  to  Vices, 
or  set  Vices  trying  to  raise  themselves  to  Consuls.  Much  as  this 
might  seem  to  tend  to  morality,  a  good  deal  was  said,  and  evidently 
more  remains  to  be  said,  on  both  sides.  The  point  is  to  be  referred 
to  a  Committee,  as  it  ought  to  be. 

MR.  KNATCHBULL-HUGESSEN  aired  a  matter  which  much  interests 
the  Upper  Ten — the  grievances  of  Assistant  Public  School  Masters. 
BROWNING'S  case  was  lengthily  discussed. 

MR.  CROSS  interposed  his  mitis  sapientia  as  usual,  and  doubted  if 
such  public  washing  of  their  dirty  linen  benefited  either  Schools  or 
Masters,  parents  or  pupils.  Punch  shares  the  doubt.  The  House 
did  well — he  thinks — to  decline  granting  a  Select  Committee.  Oh, 
for  an  hour  of  old  KEATE  !  Fancy  the  House  of  Commons  offering 
to  interfere  with  him  ! 

The  removal  of  Woolwich  Arsenal  and  the  punching  of  ME. 
PALMER'S  head  were  then  discussed  with  much  emphasis,  though 
to  uncommonly  small  audiences,  and  the  varied  evening's  entertain- 
ment wound  up  with  the  favourite  farce  of  "  Votes  in  Supply  "  ! 
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UNENCUMBERED. 

I'ullmnan.  "  WHERE  D'  YEU  LIVE  !  "      Lost  Child.  "  Boo-oo  !   'DON'T  KNOW  ! " 
Policeman.  "  WHO'S  YEU  FATHER  AND  MOTHER?" 
Lost  Child.  "  AIN'T  GOT  NONE." 

Policeman  (perplexed).   "  ARE  YER  MARRIED  ?"        Lost  Child.  "No." 
Pulictman  {relieved).  "  An,  SIIURE,  THIN  YE  'RE  ALL  RIGHT  !    AWAY  YOU  oo  ! ' 

[Crowd  disperses. 


STORES  FOR  THIRSTY  THOUSANDS. 

Two  drays,  three  horses  to  each  dray, 
Besides  one  horse-and-cart,  around, 

Some  sixteen  goodly  barrels  lay, 
"  X  "  chalked  on  each,  about  the  ground. 

Nigh  which  a  cellar's  open  door, 

Had  just  admitted  many  more ; 

The  cellar  of  a  House  of  Call 
At  Barnes,  upon  the  River  side, 

Whereat  the  Public,  great  and  small,' 
With  cheering  liquors  are  supplied. 

And  all  those  barrels  lying  near, 

Were  full  of  Wandsworth  s  noted  beer. 

Another  House  upon  the  brink' 
Of  Thames,  a  little  farther  on, 

Was  choked  with  hampers  holding  drink, 
Designed  to  be  consumed  anon. 

The  drink,  a  wayfarer  found  out, 

Was  bottled-ale  and  bottled-stout ; 

And  not  one  quarter  of  the  stock 

Procured,  expressly  to  allay 
Enormous  thirst  of  human  flock, 

The  eve  but  one  before  the  day 
Of  the  great  Boat-race  'twixt  the  Blue  8 — 
The  Oxford  and  the  Cambridge  crews. 

And  those  two  taverns  were  but  twain 
Of  many  hundred  hostels  more, 

Which,  to  supply  the  looked-for  drain, 
Provided  as  abundant  store 

Of  every  kind  of  beer  and  ale, 

And  wine  and  spirits,  too,  for  sale  ! 

Beneath  teetotal  tyrant  rule 
What  preparation  should  we  see. 

The  million  s  heated  throats  to  cool  ? 
Cases  of  coffee,  chests  of  tea  ? 

And  lemonade  disposed  in  pipes, 

And  tuns  of  ginger-beer  for  swipes  ? 


NEMESIS  OF   HISTORY. 


THE  Children  of  Israel,  under  a  PHARAOH,  were  op- 
pressed with  Egyptian  Bondage.  Now  it  seems  they 
are  in  a  position  to  ask  the  KHEDIVE  twenty-two  per 
cent,  on  Egyptian  Bonds.  "  Thus  the  whirligig  of  Time 
brings  about  its  revenges." 


A  NEW  BACONIAN  ESSAY. 

MUCH  excitement  has  been  caused  by  the  announcement  of  an 
article  in  a  Contemporary,  with  the  startling  title,  The  Latest 
Theories  about  liacon.  Since  the  advertisement  appeared,  the  trade 
in  a  verv  favourite  and  useful  article  of  food  has  been  almost  at  a 
standstill,  buyers  and  sellers  being  equally  unwilling  to  engage  in 
any  extensive  transactions  until  they  knew  whether  revelations 
were  likely  to  be  made  affecting  the  character  of  a  commodity  of 
large  consumption,  and  representing  a  great  pecuniary  value. 
Bacon  has  hitherto,  on  the  whole,  stood  high  in  public  estimation, 
although  some  descriptions  have  been  more  fancied  than  others ;  but 
if  "  Theories  "  are  to  be  started  and  publicly  discussed,  perhaps  to  its 
detriment  and  disparagement,  an  injury  may  be  inflicted  on  a  most 
estimable  item  of  domestic  consumption,  welcome  both  at  the  break- 
fast and  dinner-table,  and  equally  relished  in  the  castle  of  the  peer 
and  the  cottage  of  the  peasant,  from  which  it  may  never  again  be 
able  to  rally. 

If  Sausages  had  been  made  the  subject  of  comment  and  specula- 
tion, but  scant  surprise  would  have  been  felt,  and  the  market  would 
probably  have  shown  little  or  no  sympathy  with  the  attack  ;  but  to 
do  anything  which  may,  shake  the  credit  of  Bacon  is  a  very  serious 
proceeding,  and  one  the  consequences  of  which  may  be  felt  for  years 
to  come,  alike  by  the  wealthy  Wiltshire  farmer  and  the  humblest 
cotter  in  the  remotest  county  of  Ireland.  Since  the  publication  of 
the  Essay  on  Irish  Sulls^  we  can  recall  no  occurrence  which  has 
produced  a  similar  sensation.  The  writers  of  articles  in  Reviews 
and  Magazines  should  be  careful  what  titles  they  prefix  to  their 
lucubrations.  In  the  present  instance,  a  rasher  one  could  hardly 
have  been  devised. 


THE  NEW  "  IMPERIAL  MEASURE."— The  Royal  Titles  Bill. 


POETRY  AND  PRONUNCIATION. 

UNDER  the  title  of  "Purple  versus  Grey"  the  Past  publishes  a 
piece  of  poetry,  advocating  the  cause  of  "  Purple,"  and  signed 

Winchilsea."  This  flight  of  genius  extends  to  nine  verses.  Here 
is  the  first  of  them  : — 

"  Good  People  of  England,  attend  to  my  lay, 
Which  treats  of  the  Purple  compared  with  the  Grey, 
And  plainly  declares  that  all  facts  are  a  farce 
When  view'd  through  the  light  of  a  strong  party  glass." 

Person 
in  the 

with 

"  farce."  The  next  time  our  noble  Bard  tries  his  pen  at  versifica- 
tion he  will  perhaps  remember  that  "  glass  "  is  commonly  considered 
to  rhyme  with  "  ass." 


Astronomy  Royal. 

A  Correspondent  of  Galignani,  having  enumerated  the  illustrious 
personages,  the  GRAND  DUKE  and  DUCHESS  OF  BADEN,  the  DUKE  OF 
EDINBURGH,  PRINCE  Louis  and  PRINCESS  ALICE  OF  HESSE,  and  the 
EHPEBOR  W LLLIAM,  expected  to  be  shortly  present  with  the  QCEEN 
at  her  Continental  abode,  informs  us  that — 

"  There  u  also  a  rumour  that  the  EMPRESS  OP  AUSTRIA,  on  her  return 
from  England  about  the  same  time,  may  join  thin  galaxy,  if  but  for  a  day." 

He  seems  to  forget  that  a  galaxy,  however  brilliant,  can  be  visible 
only  at  night.  Also  that  the  Milky  Way  is  supposed  to  consist  of 
innumerable  myriads  of  stars,  not  merely  of  some  half-dozen.  Per- 
haps, when  he  called  six  or  seven  Royal  luminaries  a  galaxy,  what 
he  meant  to  say  was  a  constellation. 
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GONE    WRONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shcnver,"  "Red  in  the  Nose,  is  She," 
"  Good  I  Buy  Swfet  Tart/"  "Not  Slily,  Bid  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  \\.—  What'Jhe  Author  says. 

H !  she  has  fallen 
below  the  sheer 
cliff,  where  the 
merry  gulls  sing 
their  sweet 
pecans  to  the 
wind-blown,  un- 
punctual,  irregu- 
lar, disappoint- 
;  ing,  unapologetic 
!  sea,  and  lies,  her 
I  beautiful  head 
buried  kit-cat 
length  down- 
wards, in  the 
muddy  sand,  her 
gleaming  balmo- 
rals  appealing 
for  aid  with  a 
mighty  implor- 
ing clicking  of 
the  high  heels 
aloft,  while  with 
her  lavender  kid 
gloves  she  is 

clutching  at  unhappy  molluscs  and  killing  innumerable  shrimps  and 
sand-eels  in  her  struggle  for  life. 

DUSOVER  at  one  glance  saw  the  balmorals  —  they  were,_  alas ! 
the  only  morals  that  interested  him — and,  exclaiming  to  himself, 
"  By  Jove !  sand-eels — I  mean  sand  Aeels,"  he  took  the  plunge, 
and  was  at  her  side  in  an  instant,  raising  her  gently,  and  placing 
her  on  a  bank  of  sweet,  fragrant-scented,  long-dry  seaweed. 

Her  gown  clings  to  her  limbs  like  a  mask  of  soft  putty,  and  defines 
her  form. 

"Not  hurt,  only  a  little  shocked,"  she  exclaimed,  gaspingly,  as 
she  pushes  back  her  flabby  hair,  and  shivers.  Then  she  sings  out 
cheerily— 

"  And  right  to  the  bottom, 
All  kivered  up  o'  mud, 
Went  the  pretty  Little  Ratcatcher's  Daughter. 

Do  you  remember  the  chorus  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Let  us  sing  it  together." 

"Let's." 

And  they  began— his  deep,  sonorous,  tin-like,  minor-canon  tone, 
harmonising,  touchingly,  with  the  clear,  resonant,  treble-bob-major 
pitch — a  pitch  that  no  one  could  touch  without  suffering;  the  con- 
sequences—of her  rich  mezzo,  as  they  sang  the  immortal  words  of 
that  sublime  chorus,  composed  by  one  of  England's  greatest,  if 
least  known,  bards — 

"  A  doodle  dee,  a  doodle  dum, 

A  dum  di  doodle  day  !  " 
And  again — 

"  Doodle  dee,  doodle  dum, 
Dura  di  doodle  day  !  " 

The  next  moment  they  were  rolling  over  and  over  on  the  dry  sand 
and  the  seaweed-covered  rocks.* 

A  yellow  light  plays  on  his  hairy  face  from  the  heights  above.  It 
comes  from  the  candles  held  by  the  old  toll-keeper  and  bis  family, 
who  are  at  the  several  windows  of  their  cottage,  surveying  the 
strange  scene,  aghast  at  the  manners  and  customs  of  these  visitors 
to  Wollum. 

"  Get  out,  you  snobs! "  shouted  DUSOVEH,  and  the  casements  closed 

*  What  the  Editor  says  (in  correspondence  with  the  Authoress). — '"Rolling 
over  and  over.'  We  have  some  doubt  as  to  the  propriety  of  admitting  this 
line.  Our  Editing  Committee  (our  Doctor,  our  Solicitor,  and  Ourselves  with 
a  casting  vote)  are  now  sitting  on  it.  We  send  this  note  by  special  messenger, 
and  are  anxiously  awaiting  answer  before  going  to  Press.  Does  the  line  mean 
'  rolling  over  and  over  together '  or  '  separately '  ?  You  see  it  makes  all  the 
difference.  R.S.V.P.  trei prcsse1." — ED. 

What  the  Authoress  says  (in  reply  to  the  above). — "It's  just  as  well  to 
leave  something  to  the  imagination.  Eneh  render  will  take  them  to  roll  sepa- 
rately or  together,  as  best  suits  his  or  her  fancy.  Honi  soil  qui  mal  y  pense, 
et — roiispaye;  totre  argent  et  rous  prenez  votre  chotx." — K.  D. 


on  the  honest  peasants,  who  returned  respectfully  to  their  well-earned 
slumbers,  thinking  that  what  they  had  seen  was  but  the  spectral 
illusion  of  a  late  and  heavy  supper,  troubling  their  repose  in  the 
middle  of  the  remorseful  nignt. 

Then  he  clasped  her  in  his  vice-like  .arms,  and  kissed  her 
repeatedly.* 

1l  BELLA,"  he  said,  hoarsely,  as  her  head  nestled  close  to  his  big, 
broad  chest. 

She  looked  up  into  his  lurid,  hungry  eyes  with  hers,  so  dew-soft 
yet  spirited,  while  her  blood-red  lips, "half  parted,  murmured, 
"  DUSOVER,  I  will  marry  you !  " 

CHAPTER  V.—  What  Jenny  says. 

WE  are  on  the  spot,  the  REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK,  and  myself. 

The  former,  seated  on  his  gradually  collapsing  concertina,  which, 
sighing  out  its  latest  breath,  sinks  wheezuy  to  earth  beneath  the 
light  pressure  of  poor  dejected  TOMMY,  who,  rendered  momentarily 
heavier  by  his  weight  of  woe,  is  mournfully  regarding  the  entranced 
couple,  happily  unconscious  of  his  proximity. 

The  shrimps  are  skipping  about  blithely,  the  prawns  are  drowsily 
humming  among  the  rocks,  a  lobster  is  toying  with  a  crab,  a  cockle 
is  giving  them  his  broad,  warm  smile ;  the  tremulous  whelks  are 
bathing  silently  in  the  opaline  gulflets,  pearly  lights  shine  from  the 
half -open,  bad",  wicked  oysters,  and  the  great,  big,  ^strong  mussels 
are  straining  themselves,  in  playful  gymnastic  exercises,  on  the  low 
sea-bar.  All  is  silent,  all  is  drowsy,  and  the  new  moon,  appearing 
amon»  the  old  bltise  stars,  smiles  with  all  the  bashful  timidity  of  a 
pale-bright,  maiden,  at  her  first  ball. 

"What  on  earth  are  you  doing  here  on  the  sea-shore?"  I  ask, 
stupidly  enough. 

"  We  drove  here,"  answers  BELLA,  briskly,  "  to  call  on  the  tide, 
and  do  the  civil  thing.  But  when  we  came  we  found  the  tide  was 
out,  and  isn't  expected  to  be  in  again  for  some  hours." 

Poor  TOMMY  hears  this,  and  murmurs  softly  to  himself,  "She  is  a 
dear,  good  girl,  and  really  fond  of  parish  work." 

For  a  moment  DUSOVES  has  turned  away.  I  am  recovering  my 
scattered  senses,  and  BELLA  is  looking  towards  the  sea.  Her  head  is 
thrown  forward,  and  the  absence  of  the  crumpled  white  tie,  which 
has  tumbled  off,  displays  a  white,  carven,  blue-veined  neck,  which 
TOMMY  gazes  on  with  passionate,  yet  painful,  admiration.  He  steals 
towards  her  on  tiptoe,  and  she  is  unconscious  of  his  presence  behind 
her  back.  He  stoops  over  her,  and  his  lips  are  so  close  to  her  soft, 
warm  hair,  how  can  he  help  laying  them  yet  closer  ?  Men  never 
resist  any  temptation  as  long  as  there  is  no  one  to  tell  of  them,  and  as 
long  as  their  pocket  is  not  affected,  t  This  temptation  offers  peculiar 
advantages,  as  I  shall  shut  my  eyes — he  might  be  induced  to  repeat 
the  performance  on  me,  the  elder  and  plainer  sister — and  she  will 
not  object  to  what  gives  him  a  bitter  joy. 

Having  once  kissed  her,  a  shame  comes  over  him,  he  sighs,  and, 
taking  up  his  blue  umbrella,  he  fixes  his  green  spectacles  on  his 
moist  pink  eyes,  spreads  out  his  concertina,  and  singing  softly,  with 
a  suspicion  of  tears  in  his  voice, 

"  I  've  gone  wrong  for  the  sake  of  SABAH," 

he  trudges  off  along  the  high  road,  and  disappears  into  the  darkness 
of  the  summer  night. 

"  Good-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye!  "  cries  BELLA,  as  the  tail  of  a 
black  shadow  catches  her  eye.  Then  suddenly  seeing  me,  she  jumps 
up,  exclaiming,  "You  mustn't  let  the  poor  little  gentleman  go 
without  his  best  suit  of  black.  What  can  I  do  ?  " 

"  I  have  brought  your  dress  in  a  bag,"  I  say,  exhibiting  my  usual 
good  common  sense,  and  then  add,  authoritatively,  "  The  sooner  you 
change,  the  better. 

"~~A  la  bonne  heure!"  she  cries,  and  accompanies  me  to  the  toll- 
keeper's  house,  where,  in  an  inner  chamber,  she  re-makes  her 
toilette,  and  I  pack  up  the  REV.  TOMMY  HASSOCK'S  clothes  in  the 
bag.  Her  masquerading  frolic  is  over. 


*  What  the  Editor  says  (to  our  Readers').— "  As  there  was  considerable 
difference  of  opinion  as  to  the  advisability  of  permitting  this  line  to  remain, 
and  as  the  employment  of  the  casting  vote,  in  a  party  of  three,  only  left  matters 
just  where  they  were  before,  it  was  decided  (there  being  no  time  to  spare,  as 
the  Press  was  waiting)  to  use  the  powers  possessed  by  the  Committee  of  adding 
to  its  number,  and  so  we  sent  a  boy,  with  a  cab,  from  our  office,  and  fetched  a 
Maiden  Aunt  (the  first  we  could  imd — between  forty-live  and  fifty),  who  at 
once  complied  with  our  request,  and  was  accommodated  with  a  seat  at  the 
board.  She  has  read  the  novel  with  great  pleasure,  as  far  as  it  has  yet  gone, 
and  has  decided  on  retaining  the  line  in  question  about '  kissing  repeatedly." 
She  says  she  thinks  it  ^ives  local  colour  to  the  novel.  Perhaps  she  is  right. 
Our  Doctor  and  our  Solicitor  are  inclined  to  agree  with  her ;  and,  if  fine,  ire 
are  all  going  to  dine  at  Greenwich  on  turtle,  whitebait,  and  dry  champagne. 
The  Committee  has  still  power  to  add  to  its  number,  and,  perhaps  it  would 
be  as  well  (in  the  interest  of  our  lady-readers)  if  the  female  element  in  it 

were  to  be  proportionably  increased.  We  know  several  very. but  the 

Press  is  waiting,  and  so  is  the  Greenwich  Train." — ED. 

t  By  the  Editor.— The  male  portion  of  the  Editorial  Committee  objected 
strongly  to  this  sentiment.  Our  Maiden  Aunt,  however,  strenuously  opposed 
any  alteration  of  the  text.  We  think  thii  explanation  due  to  the  Public.  -  ED. 
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"  JKN-XY,"  says  BELLA  to  me,  when  her  toilette  is  completed, 
"  DrsovKK  likes  me  very  much.  We  shall  he  married." 

"  |!I:U.A,"  I  return,  reddening  with  indignation  at  her  insane 
conduct,  "  I  have  heard  about  this  man.  He  is  ugly,  irreligious, 
ill-tempered,  fierce,  stingy,  greedy,  dissipated,  and  a  drunkard,"  I 
gay,  with  rising  exasperation. 

'"  He  is  .'"  she  replies,  with  a  triumphant  smile  ;  "  but  as  I  like 
ugliness,  irreligion,  ill-temper,  ferocity,  stinginess,  greediness, 
dissipation,  and  the  bottle —  with  one  who  combines  all  these 
qualities  in  himself,  my  married  life  must  he  one  of  unalloyed 

happiness." 

It  is  impossible  to  answer  this  argument.  Even  in  logic,  BELLA 
invariably  gets  the  better  of  me. 

"But,"  I  say  to  my  wayward  sister,  "  you  will  return  with  me 
to  Wollum." 

"  1  am  not  going  back  to  Wollum,"  replies  BELLA  ;  "  at  least,  not 
yet." 

"  Do,  there  '»  a  dear  good  child !  "  I  say.  coaxingly. 

"I  will  not !  "  returns  the  dear  good  child. 

"You  want,  tn  stnp  with  that  scarlet-haired  man!"  I  say, 
vixemshly. 

"  He  is  m>t  scarlet-haired !  "  cries  BELLA,  in  a  fury.  ' '  Go  away ! " 
she  screams,  stamping  her  foot  violently. 

"  Perhaps,"  I  say.  iriving  in  I  am  the  elder  sister,  and  have 
always  been  accustomed  to  give  in  to  BKLLA,  whenever  she  screams 
and  stamps — "perhaps  I  had  better  run  after  MR.  HASSOCK,  with  hia 
baa- :  be  will  want  his  suit  for  Sunday,"  I  add,  with  my  usual 
material  view  of  things. 

So  I  leave  her,  and  walk  in  the  direction  which  I  think  the  un- 
happy, little,  broken-hearted  clergyman  has  already  taken.  But  I 
still  have  the  powerful  telescope  with  me,  by  whose  aid  I  can  see, 
and  hear  distinctly,  what  is  going  on  in  the  dark  blue  night-time  by 
the  grey  sea-shore. 

CHAP.  VI.—  What  the  Author  says. 

FOR  a  moment  BELLA,  paused  before  returning  to  DVSOVEK 
BELJAMBE.  She  listened  with  strained  attention.  Thud  after  thud 
struck  the  dry,  parched,  rocky  ground,  the  sound  conveying  to  her 
mind  the  notion  of  some  strong,  powerful  man  employed  iu  lifting 
weights  out  of  a  box;  and  letting  them  fall  on  trie  dull,  muffled 
earth.  Unable  to  resist  the  temptation,  she  descended  the  sheer 
cliff  with  the  steadiness  of  a  trained  creeper,  and,  peering  in  between 
two  immense  boulders,  saw  DCSOVER  BELJAMBE  heaving  big,  over- 
burdening sighs  out  of  his  great,  deep  chest. 

She  felt  within  herself  that  she  too  must  share  his  fearful  grief, 
and  so,  in  her  new  dress,  cheerful,  deep-faced,  metamorphosed,  she 
stands  before  him. 

He  rushed  to  her,  and  clasped  her  in  his  strong  embrace. 

"  My  little,  pure,  white  snowdrop!  "  he  exclaimed,  bending  down 
his  long,  brown  neck,  and  gazing,  ravenously,  on  the  small  face, 
cavernous  full  mouth,  pouting,  ripe  lips,  and  glorious  wealth  of  sun- 
coloured,  autumn-scented  hair,  which  any  three  mighty  sovereigns, 
of  reddest  carat-gold,  could  scarcely  have  purchased. 

DTJSOVER  felt  himself  irresistibly  drawn  towards  her  by  capillary 
attraction, — to  this  fair  creature,  in  her  plain,  uncoquettish.  simple 
attire.  An  orange-coloured  riband  snopded  over  her  pin-like  head 
in  the  innocentest,  freshest  manner  possible,  while  the  crown  of  nut- 
brown-sherry  hair,  turned  up  in  one  great  bunch  which  she  could 
twist  into  form  at  the  rate  of  twenty  knots  an  hour, — the  nuttiest, 
brownest,  goldenest,  sherriest,  hairiest  hair  over  her  alabasterest 
temple 

"  That  ever  you  did  see," 

formed  a  rare  frame  for  her  liquidest,  southernest,  innocentest, 
rotebudest,  shyest,  translucentest,  pinkest-geraniumest  face,  whose 
great  glow  of  unutterable  gladness  revealed  a  sunrise  of  enormous 
Love  to  the  hungry  tenderness  of  his  dear,  gorging,  famished  eyes. 

She  flung  herself  on  to  his  breast,  and  th»n— gently  shook  his 
hand.* 

•  What  the  Editor  sayt  (in  a  Ittter  to  the  Autlurets).—"  We  (the  Com- 
mittee, including  the  latest  addition  to  our  number)  have  decided  upon 
omit.ting  the  remainder  of  this  paragraph.  At  on«  time  it  was  proposed  (by 
the  Chair)  that  the  eutire  passage  should  be  left  out,  but  our  Maiden  Aunt 
(who  enjoyed  the  Greenwich  dinner  yesterday  immensely)  forcibly  argued, 
from  the  suggestion  (in  your  latest  note  to  Ourselves,  my  dear  Madam)  about 
'leaving  something  to  the  imagination,'  that,  while  your  admirable  description 
is  (as  the  lady  in  question  demonstrated)  strictly  true  to  nature,  it  is  just  a 
trifle  too  garish  in  colour,  and  this  defect  we  (the  Committee)  have  therefore 
remedied,  by  the  substitution  of  the  neutral-tinted  luie  'and  then  gently 
shook  his  hand,'  which,  after  all,  i>  quite  in  keeping  with  the  situation,  and 


the  chapter  is  now  going  to  Press." — Ei>. 

What  the  Authoreis  >aya. — "You  know  the  proverb  about  pearls.  Tour 
Aunt  (who  seems  to  be  a  thoroughly  sensible  person)  writes  to  me  priratel'i  to 
say,  that,  if  she  could  have  had  her  leap,  the  whole  passage  should  hav»  stoid 


"  I  will  he  MRS.  CAPTAIN  DT/SOTER  BELJAMBE,"  she  murmured. 

"  Will  you  !'  "  he  returned,  inquiringly. 

Then  a  deep  shade  passed  over  his  kind  eyes,  and  his  brown  fa<v 
turned  white,  as  a  tender,  troubled,  look  arose  in  his  deep-set,  cavern- 
ous eyes. 

"  Come  nearer,  BELLA,"  he  said,  "  and  I  will  tell  you  tiie  secret 
of  my  life." 

(To  be  continued.) 


WHITE    MATES    IN    ONE    MOVE. 


AKrs  has  been  giving  herself 
tip  lately  to  the  enjoyment 
of  sensational  weddings. 
The  crowning  interest  has 
been  reached  by  the  mar- 
riage of  MLLE.  BLANC. 
who  was  lately  pushed 
across  by  her  lather,  the 
celebrated  proprietor  of  the 
Monaco  gaming-tables,  to 
the  PKI.VI  K  II.UIZVVILL,  one 
of  his  most  constant  patrons, 
for  better  or  worse — in 
fact  to  turn  out  a  prize  or 
a  blank,  as  fortune  may 
'  determine.  A  few  interest- 
ing details  of  the  ceremony 
have  not  as  yet  been  di- 
vulged to  the  public. 
\Punch  trusts  he  is  not  in- 
'  discreet  in  publishing  some 
'additional  information.  If 
'old  BLANC  be  "Impair'' 
\(un  pere),  as  he  has  been 
called  by  a  punter  now 
sunk  to  a  punster  of  the 
'most  reckless  description — 
ilet  us  hope  that  bride  and 
I  bridegroom  are  destined  to 
be  a  happy  pair,  thougn  sue  is  not  yetJTtwenty  and  he  is  between 
tiv»te  et  quarante.  The  contrast  of  the  bride's  auburn  tresses  with 
her  lord's  raven  hair  made  more  than  one  spectator  compare  them 
to  the  rouge  et  noir  of  the  paternal  board  of  green  cloth. 

The  lady  certainly  does  not  bring  her  bridegroom  a  zero  as  a 
dowry.  Though  we  may  not  admire  the  connection,  prejudice  is  no 
cause"  for  not  wishing  that  their  married  life  may  go  eomme  stir 
des  roulettes. 

It  is  reported  that  when  the  bride  arrived,  pale  with  emotion,  at 
the  altar,  her  affectionate  father  could  not  resist  a  last  paternal  cry 
of  "  Rouge  perd  et  cotileur."  This  not  unnaturally  called  up  a 
flush  on  the  cheek  of  the  manly  bridegroom,  but  he  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  cap  the  paternal  allusion  of  BLAITC  Senior  to  his  daugh- 
ter's paleness  with  a  smile  and  the  half -audible  retort — with  refer- 
ence at  once  to  his  own  blush  and  the  lady's  dot—"  Couloir  gagne!" 


Historical  Title  for  Government. 

THE  present  Ministry  should  be  historically  remembered — though 
when  once  out  it  will  not  be  easy  to  re-"  Member  "  it — as  "  The 
Additional  Administration."  Their  policy  has  not  led  them  to  a 
Division,  but  to  a  continual  Addition.  Thus,  inter  alia,  it  has  added 
an  hour  to  the  dailv  period  of  Drinking :  it  has  added  the  Suez 
Canal  to  the  list  of  English  rivers :  it  has  added  the  Vanguard  to 
the  total  of  British  wrecks :  the  Slave  Circular  to  the  number  of 
blunders :  one  penny  to  the  Income-tax :  and  Empress  to  Queen. 
That  the  Prime  Mover  of  all  this  should  take  the  ARCHBISHOP  OF 
CANTERBURY'S  house  at  Aldington,  is  a  suggestion  which  might  he 
acted  on  by  a  consistent  politician  who  has  also  a  respect  for  puns  in 
place. 


as  I  originally  wrote  it.  Was  HOGARTH  a  moral  teacher  or  not?  Wa« 
HuiiEsa  a  great  colourist?  Put  HOOARIH  and  RUBKNS  together  on  to  a 
report  of  the  Admiralty  Divorce  and  Probate  Court?  Me  tomprentx-rous, 
man  ami  ?  Do  I  hold  up  DDSOVEH  BELJAMHE  as  a  faultless  hero  to  be  imi- 
tated ?  or  BELLA  as  a  paragon  of  frigid  respectability,  or  oyiter-like  flabby 
virtue  ?  Do  I  tell  you  or  anyone  to  copy  him  or  her  ?  Do  you  expect  a  long 
threnody?  No." — R.  D. 

H'hat  the  Editor  says. — "  Dear  Madam,  don't  be  angry.  We  do  not  expect 
a  '  threnody  '—but  a  three-volumey.  You  see  ice  are  in  a  good  temper.  You 
are  begging  the  question.  Read  our  letter  again." — ED. 

What  thi  Authoress  says. — "  Dear  Sir,  I'm  not  angry.  I  do  not  see  the 
humour  of  your  '  thr«nody '  joke.  If  I  '  begged  the  question,'  you  begged  the 
answer,  and  now  you  'vc  got  it.  Haven't  time  for  reading  letters— I  write."— 
R  D. 
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LEAP    YEAR. 

1 1  SAT,  MOTHER,  THAT  GIRL  HAD  THE  CHEEK  TO  ASK  ME  TO  DANCE  !     FORTUNATELY,  I  COULD  TELL  HER  MY  CARD  WAS  FULL  ! ' 


ASIAN  MYSTERIES. 
MB.  PUNCH, 

WE  read  your  wisdom  here  in  Cathay,  where  we  are 
naturally  interested  in  Asian  Mysteries.  Let  me  tell  you  of  one  in 
my  own  family.  My  ancestor,  ALADDIN,  had  an  old  lamp,  by  rub- 
bing which  he  could,  in  a  moment,  summon  to  his  service  the 
mightiest  powers  of  earth  and  air  to  do  his  bidding,  like  the  Jins  at 
the  bidding  of  SOLOMON  (on  whom  be  peace !).  But  one  day,  when 
ALADDIN  was  out,  a  venerable  Hebrew  merchant  (he  was  in  truth  a 
magician)  appeared,  offering  new  lamps  in  exchange  for  old  ones ; 
and  the  court  Ladies,  and  the  snobs,  sycophants,  parasites,  and 
flunkeys  about  ALADDIN'S  Princess-wife,  BADEOOL-BADOOR,  per- 
suaded her  to  exchange  her  Husband's  old  lamp  for  the  Jew's  new 
one,  which  looked  so  much  bigger  and  brighter.  But  with  the 
lamp  departed  all  those  spirits  of  power ;  and  the  Princess,  and  her 
palace,  and  her  hall  with  twenty-four  windows,  from  which  she 
looked  on  her  domains  in  all  quarters  of  the  world,  vanished  away. 
And  now  tidings  come  from  your  Land  of  the  Setting  Sun  that  your 
QUEEN  VICTORIA,  who,  for  a  thousand  years,  has  worn  a  Crown  more 
wonderful  than  even  the  Lamp  of  ALADDIN  or  the  Seal  of  SOLOMON, 
for  its  power  of  calling  men  and  Jins  from  the  East  and  the  West, 
the  North  and  the  South,  to  do  her  service  by  sea  and  by  land, 
has  been  persuaded  to  listen  to  an  old  Hebrew  magician,  who  has 
offered  her  in  exchange  for  that  venerable  talisman  of  sovereignty 
a  new  one.  made  of  what  your  goldsmiths  who  travel  into  these 
regions  tell  us  is  of  the  metal  called  Brummagem,  electro-gilded  in 
Parisian  fashion  upon  German  metal.  Will  not  your  QUEEN  or  her 
advisers  take  warning  before  it  is  too  late,  that  the  new  Crown  has 
none  of  the  marvellous  powers  of  the  old  one ;  and  that  VICTORIA 
may  find,  as  BADROOL-BADOOH  did,  that  he  who  offers  her  the  dazzling 
gawd  is  an  Asian  magician,  whose  powers  lie  among  the  unsubstan- 
tial shows  of  the  desert-mirage,  rather  than  over  the  mighty  if  evil 
majesty  of  the  Jins  and  Afreets,  or  the  more  abject  red  spectres  of 
the  nether  world.  Salaam  aleikum. 

ALADDIN  THE  YOUNGEST. 


SUB  ROSA  REFLECTION. 
(A  propos  of  PALMER'S  Case.    By  a  Prig.) 

As  FAKING  BILL  and  me 

Was  enjoyin'  our  pots  and  our  pipes, 
He  'eaves  a  sigh,  and  he  sez,  sez  he — 

A  takin'  a  pull  at  the  swipes — 

"  I  've  been  thinkin',  old  pal,  o'  this  'ere — 

A  thinkin'  until  I  'm  dry — 

Of  them  Bobbies  as  g/>t  in  the  street  called  Queer, 
For  hittin"  a  gent  in  the  eye. 

"  And  I  sez  to  myself,  sez  I, 

What  jolly  times  we  'd  see, 
If  prigs  was  as  'ard  to  identify 
As  P'licemen  appears  to  be  I  " 


Words  of  Command. 

CONCERNING  certain  suggestions  for  the  Private  Soldier's  comfort, 
"  SERO  SED  SERIO,"  in  a  letter  to  the  Times,  declares  "  comfort"  an 
"  unsoldierlike  word."  The  divine  WILLIAMS,  however,  makes 
Bardolph  avouch  "  accommodated"  to  be  "  a  soldierlike  word,  and 
a  word  of  exceeding  good  command,"  Anyhow  "  comfort"  is  a  thing 
as  excellent,  and  a  word  as  soldierlike  as  accommodation  which 
implies  it.  How  can  a  soldier  be  said  to  be  "accommodated"  in 
barracks,  unless  he  is  comfortable  ? 


A  Cabinet  Question. 

A  PARTIAL  Tax,  now  made  more  partial  still, 
A  brand-new,  lackered,  Royal  Titles  Bill, 
With  mean  alloy  debasing  England's  Crown, 
Bringing  its  pure  gold  to  Mosaic  down ! 
Bethink  you  whither  these  offences  tend. 
Are  they  not  the  beginning  of  your  end  ? 
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THE    WHISKEY    WAR. 

IIK.V,  a  few  days 
since,  MK.  O'Sri,- 
LIVAJf  rose  in  his 
place  in  the  House 
of  Commons  to  ask 
for  a  Select  Com- 
mittee to  "  inquire 
into  the  practice  of 
'  blending '  foreign 
spirits  in  bond  with 
pure  Irish  Whis- 
key," Mi:  Punch 
regrets  to  say  that 
the  Third  Estate  of 
the  Realm  was  so 
impregnated  with 
British  prejudice 
that  the  Committee 
was  refused.  He 
begs  to  supply  the 
omission.  The  following  report  (which  has  been  furnished  by 
Mr.  Punch's  own  dining-room  table)  may  be  relied  upon  as  an 
accurate  account  of  what  would  have  occurred  had  the  prayer  of 
.Mif.  O'.SULLIVAN  been  granted: — 

l-'tmt  Mi-i'linij  of  the  Irish  Whisliey  Committee. 
Present— The  Mri.i.h;\\  (in  the  Chair) ;   The  MAC  BROWN  of  Mac 
Brown ;  SIR  DOUGAL  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk);   The  MAO.II.I.I- 
CUDDY  of  the  Peat-Keeks. 

The  CHAIRMAN  said  it  was  entirely  unnecessary  to  call  any 
witnesses.  Sure  couldn't  they  be  their  own  witnesses  ?  Was  there 
not  an  elegant  display  of  spirits  on  the  table  ?  They  would  test 
those  spirits  for  themselves.  He  was  delighted  to  see  his  fellow 
Committeemen.  He  begged  to  drink  their  very  good  healths,  and 
would  commence  the  proceedings  by  proposing  the  toast  of  "  Erin 
go  Brash !  " 

The  MAC  BRO\VN  of  Mac  Brown  agreed  with  the  Chairman  in  all 
but  his  toast,  which  he  considered  offensive.  They  were  duly  quali- 
fied to  test  and  taste  Whiskeys  for  themselves.  To  be  in  order, 
then,  he  would  propose  that  they  should  call  up  the  Silent  Spirit 
of  the  Highlands  at  once.  It  was  very  good  drinking. 

The  MACGILLICUDDY  begged  to  move  an  amendment.  He  would 
suggest  the  invocation  of  Pure  Irish  Whiskey  in  lieu  of  the  Silent 
Spirit  of  the  Highlands.  He  begged  to  say  that  the  Pure  Irish 
Whiskey  was  just  the  best  drink  in  the  whole  world. 

The  CHAIRMAN  proposed  that  both  spirits  should  be  tested.  The 
proposal  was  cordially  received.  After  the  empty  bottles  had  been 
removed, 

SIR  DOUGAL  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk)  was  understood  to  say  that 
lomething  was  "  fery  coot. 

The  MAC  BROWN  of  Mac  Brown,  as  the  Chieftain  of  a  Clan,  begged 
to  ask  his  friend  SIR  DquGAi  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk)  whether  his  (Sm 
DoueAi's)  remark  was  intended  to  apply  to  the  Silent  Spirit  of  the 
Highlands. 

SIR  DOCGAL  CREATURE  (of  that  Hk)  was  understood  to  say  that 
the  Silent  Spirit  of  the  Highlands  was  "  fery  coot." 

The  MACGILLICUDDY  asked  with  great  warmth  whether  it  was  the 
intention  of  SIB  DOUGAL  to  reflect  upon  the  Pure  Irish  Whiskey. 
He  (the  MACGILLICUIIDY)  was  afraid  of  no  man.  He  invited  SIB 
DOUQAL  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk)  to  tread  upon  the  tail  of  his  coat. 

The  MAC  BROWN  of  Mac  Brown  here  interposed,  and  the  MACGILLI- 
CCTDDY  consented  to  withdraw  his  invitation  on  the  understanding 
that  SIR  DOUGAL  CREATUKE  should  admit  Pure  Irish  Whiskey  to  be 
also  "fery  coot." 

The  CHAIRMAN'  remarked  that  talking  was  dry  work.  He  had 
noticed  that,  during  the  last  few  minutes,  several  fresh  bottles  had 
been  uncorked— he  would  therefore  respectfully  suggest  that  the 
spirit-testing  should  recommence.  The  suggestion  was  adopted 
with  acclamation.  After  a  pause, 

The  MACGILLICUDDY  sang  twenty-four  verses  of  an  Irish  song — 
assisted  by  SIR  DOI/OAX  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk),  who  held  his  hand 
during  the  ceremony, — and  declared  his  intention  of  adopting  SIB 
DOUGAL  CREATURE  (of  that  Ilk)  as  a  brother.  He  (the  MACBILLI- 
CUDDY)  was  afraid  ot  no  one.  Did  the  Chairman  doubt  his  word  ? 

The  MM  lino  UN  ,,f  Mae  Brown  interposed  between  the  Chairman 
and  the  MACGILLICUDDY,  to  give  a  detailed  account  of  his  own  pedi- 
gree. The  latter  portion  of  his  speech  was  nearly  inaudible  and 
quite  unintelligible. 

The  Chairman,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  speech  of  the  MAC  BROWN 
of  Mac  Brown,  to  which  he  had  listened  with  marked  impatience, 
said  that  he  held  the  MACGILLICUDDY  in  contempt.  He  was  a  spal- 
peen. For  himself,  he  never  felt  better  in  his  life.  He  had  been 
grossly  insulted  by  the  present  company.  He  invited  the  present 
company  to  dine  with  him  that.day_week,  and. bring  any  one  they 


pleased.    He  would  be  proud  to  see  them  and  their  friends.     "  The 
more  the  merrier."    After  repeating  these  words  several  times,  first 
smilingly  and  then  frowningly.  he  sudd*  nl\  d^ippi-ared. 
The  Committee  then  retired  (under  the  table)  to  consider  their 

report. 

JENKINS  v.  JENKINS. 

An  Indignant  Disacmcal. 

DEAR  PUNCH, 

You  've  heard  of  me  before  : 
Our  race  runs  back  to  days  of  yore. 
I  'm  JENKINS,  nut  the  rude  M.P. 
For  that  unhappy  town,  Dundee  — 
So  much  I  feel  constrained  to  write, 
For  it  would  be  too  awful,  quite, 
To  be  confounded  with  that  man  — 
But  the  more  loyal  JENKINS,  who 
Is  proud  to  lick  each  Royal  Shoe. 
/  quite  approve  DISRAELI'S  plan. 
Empress  !     I  feel  some  indies  bigger  ; 
Though  Rads  may  shout  and  Cads  may  snigger, 
I  shall  be  most  supremely  proud, 
If  I  may  only  be  allowed 
To  be  the  first  who  greets  our  QUEEN 
By  tile  new  style,  in  newest  sheen, 
Which  sheds  on  her  effulgence  bright, 
And  upon  us  a  reflex  light. 
This  opposition  's  most  vexatious. 
How  can  M.P.'s  b«  so  ungracious  ? 
I  marvel  at  their  cool  effront'ry, 
But  every  JENKINS  in  the  country 
(Save  him,  our  loyal  flock's  black  sheep 
At  whose  defection  I  could  weep) 
Cries  shame  upon  the  tongue  that  sticks 
At  that  sweet  word,  "  Imperatrix." 
Query  the  quantity  —  but  Latin 
Is  not  the  language  I  'm  most  pat  in. 
Is  the  "  a  "  long  or  short  ?—  I  falter— 
If  it  's  short,  leave—  if  long,  please  alter.* 
Let  BENJAMIN  on  us  depend, 
For  every  JENKINS  is  his  friend. 
Who  says  the  title  's  "  purely  local  "  ? 
Not  so,  while  we  have  organs  vocal,' 
And  pliant  backs  and  callous  knees  ; 
Did  Heaven  bestow  such  gifts  as  these 
To  rust  unused  ?  —  The  mfld  Hindoo 
Must  not  monopolise  Kotou  ! 
Besides,  'twere  very  poor  requital 
To  him  who  blest  us  with  a  title, 
Which  puts  us  on  a  par  with  Prussia, 
Makes  France  look  bilious,  frightens  Russia, 
To  treat  the  Imperial  style's  effulgence 
As  all  too  bright  for  home-indulgence. 
No,  Mr.  Punch.    Too  much  'we  prize  it, 
And  will  do  more  to  naturalise  it, 
In  spite  of  protests  and  petitions, 
Than  any  number  of  editions 
Of  most  prophetic  schoolbooks.    Do, 
Drop  down  on  Ginx's  Daly,  who 
Must  have  the  brass  of  fifty  MENKENS. 
Yours  proudly, 

THE  OEionfAi  Jiancnrs. 


*  JENKINS  is  wrong;  but  doee  he  think  Punch  is  going  to  stoop  to  correct 

his  false  quantities  ? 


Parochial  Progress. 

A  CONTEMPORABY  announces  a  happy  change  about  to  be  effected 
in  the — 

"CONVERSION  op  A  CHUBCHYARD. — Yesterday  morning  DR.  TRISTRAM, 
the  Chancellor  of  the  Diocese  of  London,  granted  the  application  by  the  RBT. 
HENRY  JONES,  the  Rector  of  St.  George's-in-the-Kast,  and  the  Church- 
wardens, for  a  faculty  to  convert  a  part  of  the  churchyard  into  a  flower-garden." 

In  the  sanitary  way,  as  well  as  the  aesthetic,  a  great  improvement. 
For  the  accomplishment  of  so  tasteful  and  salubrious  a  proceeding  as 
the  conversion  of  a  churchyard  into  a  flower-garden,  it  is  gratifying 
to  see  the  faculties  of  parochial  authorities  enlarged. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  KHEDIVE'S  DooR-Mn. —  Catt  Cavtm. 
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SCIENCE    GOSSIP." 

GAUGB  (SIMPLE  CONTRIVANCE 

Morning  Caller  (scientific,  too).  "  WHEW  !    FOUR  FEET  !    OH  !    AH  !    YES  !    I  SEE  !  !  " 


Brown.  "  TIDY  LOT  o'  RAIN  LAST  NIGHT  !     MY  GAUGB  (SIMPLE  CONTRIVANCE— INVENTED  IT  MYSELF  !)  REGISTERED  A  FAIL  OF 
FOUR  FEET  SKVKN  IXCIIKS  AND  THREE-TENTHS!!" 

[They  retire  up,  botanisingf 


ISMAIL  MICAWBER. 

"  The  week  was  passed  most  agreeably  in  a  round  of  festivities.  There  was 
t  grand  banquet  at  the  Abdeen  Palace  on  Monday,  the  opera  and  ballet  every 
night,  dinners,  visile,  receptions.  There  was  no  appearance  of  care  or  of  any 
ontioal  negotiations,  harassing  telegrams,  or  serious  business."  —  Telegram 
from  ^Itcjtrncti'ia. 


and  festival  give  life  best  zest  of  all  ; 

'Tis  never  low-water  with  Nile's  brimming  wave. 
Cheer  is  abundant  —  reflection  redundant  — 

What  do  I  care  how  my  creditors  rave  ? 
The  Prince  is  a  guest  of  mine  :  Aw  purse  a  test  of  mine  : 

Bother  all  caro  !     Clap  a  seal  on  that  CAVE  ! 

Khedives  are  wiser  than  e'er  an  adviser  ! 

\Ylio  are  these  dogs  that  exhort  me  to  save  ? 
Ere  deluge  churn  up,  something  will  turn  up, 

Betwixt  my  two  stools—  of  the  fool  and  the  knave. 
Drink,  honoured  Shah-Zadeh  !     Hang  Koran  and  Cadi  ! 

\\  liile  you  smile  on  Egypt,  I  make  light  of  CAVE  ? 

Telegrams  harassing  !     Business  embarrassing  ! 

I  know  how  Khedive  and  host  should  behave. 
My  bonds  may  be  fragile—  my  ballet  is  agile  ; 

Tis  Wisdom  makes  merry,'  while  Follv  looks  grave. 
Bellow,  Bulls,  and  growl,  Be'ars  !  Tear  and  toss  up  —  who  cares  ? 

Drown  in  salutes  the  low  growl  from  a  CAVE  ! 


WOMAN  AND  THE  WORKHOUSE. 

A  CONTEMPORARY  announces  that  two  Ladies  have  come  forward 
as  candidates  for  seats  at  the  St.  Pancras  Board  of  Guardians.  The 
Guardianship  of  the  Poor  will  doubtless  be  mitigated  for  them  bv 
an  admixture  of  the  softer  sex  with  the  harder.  Boards  o'f 
(juarthans  comprising  Ladies  may  be  expected  to  include  Guardian 
Angels. 


JOHN  TO  JONATHAN. 

THEY  are  in  a  "fix"  in  America  ;  embarrassed  by  an  unexpected 
balance  from  the  Geneva  award,  amounting  to  about  nine  million 
dollars.  Much  discussion  is  going  on  about  the  appropriation  of  this 
nice  little  sum.  The  Committee  who  have  to  deal  with  it  are  divided 
in  opinion,  both  the  majority  and  minority  proposing  different  schemes 
for  its  disposition.  The  majority  favour  one  set  of  claimants,  the 
minority  another,  as  the  lucky  recipients  of  the  balance.  If  Mr. 
Punch  is  invited  to  act  as  arbiter,  he  is  prepared  to  itep  in 
between  the  two  parties  and  cut  the  Gordian  knot  with  his  usual 
unerring  stroke.  His  proposition  would  be  very  simple  and 
practical.  Remit  the  balance  back  to  this  country.  The  dollars 
will  arrive  just  in  time  to  relieve  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER 
from  the  painful  duty  of  adding  another  penny  to  the  Income-tax  ; 
and  we  shall  all,  Doth  Americans  and  English,  meet  at  the 
Centennial  Exhibition  with  increased  satisfaction  and  the  best 
cousinly  feeling.  

Important  to  Divers. 

AN  announcement  which  may  seem  to  concern  philosophers  and 
poets  is  that  of  a  newly-invented  instrument,  exhibited  the  other 
evening  at  a  convertasiont  of  the  Royal  Society  under  the  name  of  a 
"  bathometer."  But  that  this  is  a  contrivance  for  indicating,  with- 
out plummet,  the  depth  of  the  sea,  it  might  be  imagined  a  device 
for  gauging  either  profundity  of  thought,  as  exemplified  in  the 
speculations  of  some  modern  sages,  or  of  imagination  as  manifested 
by  certain  contemporary  Bards,  in  divers  plunges  displaying  their 
proficiency  in  Bathos,  or  the  art  of  sinking. 


ROYAL  TITLES. 


'  QUEEN  of  Great  Britain  "  and  "  Empress'of  Ind :  " 
Can  these  phrases  accord  with  the  popular  mind  ? 
An  addition  of  titles  we  do  not  desire  : 
To  the  prefix  of  "  Mr."  we  add  not  "  Esquire." 
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A    BRITTLE    SEAL, 

ASACEUDOTALIST  .Corre- 
spondent,  hailing    from 
near  the  London  Docks, 
denies   that   a   "crucifix" 
was  carried    in    procession 
at  a  Ritualistic  performance 
at  Southampton,  lately  com- 
mented on  by  Mr.  Punch. 
The  description  was  copied 
from  a  local  paper.  If  "  cru- 
cifix "     should 
have      been 
"cross" — what 
then? 

He  also  de- 
nies that  auri- 
cular confession 
is  a  practice 
which,  as  a 
practice,  the 
Established 
Church  ignores. 
In  witness  he 
quotes  one  of 
the  Canons  of 
1603,  relative 
to  it  as  an  oc- 
casional and 
optional  act, 

and  forbidding  any  Minister  to  reveal  and  make  known  "  any 
crime  or  offence  committed  to  his  trust  and  secresy  (except  they  be 
such  crimes  as  by  the  laws  of  this  realm  his  own  life  may  bewailed 
into  question  for  concealing  the  same)  under  pain  of  irregularity. 

Mark  the  exception— and  mark  the  rule.  What  is  there  in  either 
to  punish  the  disclosure  of  a  confession,  which  is  not  a  "  crime  "  or 
an  "  offence  "  in  law,  but  only  a  "  sin  "  ?  Talk  of  a  clever  lawyer 
driving  a  coach-and-six  through  an  Act  of  Parliament !  What 
ecclesiastical  advocate  could  not  easily  drive  a  railway-van  through 
such  a  Canon  as  that  relied  on  by  our  sacerdotalist  friend  ?  And 
what  machinery  is  there  to  enforce  that  old  Canon  ? 

If  there  are  in  the  laws  of  the  Church  by  Law  Established  pro- 
visions sufficient  to  regulate  the  habitual  practice  of  confession, 
why  did  a  number  of  Romanising  Anglican  divines,  the  other  day, 
memorialise  the  ARCHBISHOP  OP  CANTERBURY  to  make  such  pro- 
visions— and  in  vain  ? 

Let  sacerdotalists  ask  any  origitial  sacerdos,  of  the  order  they  ape, 
what  he  thinks  of  the  Canon  of  1603,  concerning  confession,  and 
enjoining  secresy — with  exceptions.  What  kind  of  a  seal  is  such  a 
"  seal  of  confession  "?  So  fragile,  as  to  be  very  much  less  like  a 
seal  than  another  thing  with  which  Ritualists  are  wont  to  play  at 
Romanism— a  wafer ! 


Other  girls  do  High-Art  needlework,  sing  BACH  or  nigger  glees, 
But  she  her  glamour  casts  by  spells — the  Queen  of  busy  Bees. 

Our  banks   arc  furnished   with  them.      There  is  .really  quite  a 

squeeze 
Of  seraphic  Curates  hiving  whole  swarms  of  Ladies'  lins. 

Male  orthographers  are  cyphers :  they  please  not,  nor  displease  — 
Tis  stilUthe  belle  who  bears  away  the  bell  at  all  the  Bees. 

May  slu-  win  a  prize  from  Hymen.     Soon  her  fair  face  may  we  see 
fn  a  hive  with  blithe  brood  humming— Spelling  changed  for  Baby 


THE  GIRL  WHO  BEES. 

WE  know  the  sylph  on  "  Spillers ;  "  now  from  rinks  the  fancy  flees, 
To  the  bfis  bleu  of  the  period— the  learned  girl  who  "  Bees." 

She  has  WEBSTER  at  her  finger-ends,  o'er  WALKER  walks  with  ease ; 
Can  crack  all  the  nuts  in  NUT-TAIL,  this  portentous  girl  who  Bees. 

She  can  spell  "  metempsychosis, "  knows  how  many  I'a  and  c's 
Should  be  put  in  "  peccadillo  "—this  alarming  girl  who  Bees. 

"  Phthisis"  has  for  her  no  terrors  ;  in  "  sciatica"  she  sees 
Nothing  to  cause  her  trouble— she  has  had  them  both  at  Bees. 

Never  "harassed"  or  "embarrassed,"  she  can  spell  you  both  of 

th< 
She  can  "  braze  "  out  Mi;.  LOWE,  can  this  halituce  of  Bees. 

Even  COTTON,  ex-Lord  Mayor,  admits  he  can't  afford  to  sneeze 
At  the  fight  where  he  encounters  this  triumphant  Queen  of  Bees. 

Blithely  ever  is  she  buzzing.    Night  by  night,  snow,  blow,  or  freeze, 
Gaily  humming  "  I  am  coming,"  as  she  ilits  among  the  Bees. 

Once  she  quailed  at  MR.  D'ORSEY  ;  now  she  puts  the  "  e  "  in  pease. 
She 's  as  good  as  MR.  CASSOWAN,  that  veteran  of  Bees. 

She  browbeats  interrogators—"  Just  explain  it,  if  you  please." 

"  Would  you  kindly  re-pronounce  it  ?  "  says  this  champion  of  Bees. 

She 's  not  lost,  though  she  hesitates.     She  minds  her  g's  and  p's, 
"  Slow  and  sure  "  's  the  golden  rule  that  guides  the  heroine  of  Bees. 


Bee. 


CORN  IN  EGYPT. 


(A  Dramatic  Fancy  of  the,  probably  not  remote,  Future.} 
SCENE—.-/  Magnificent  Saloon,  splendidly  furnished.      Tables/tread 
irifh  a  costly  banquet.     Eastern  Potentate  discovered  in  the.  act 
of  entertaining  Illustrious    English    Traveller.      Confidential 
Butler  anil  other  Servants,  all  in  gorgeous  attire,  in  attendance. 

Eastern  Potentate.  Your  Royal  Highness  will  see  that  we  are 
quite  civilised.  I  speak  English,  and  know  how  to  order  a  dinner. 
A  propos,  I  trust  the  menu  has  given  satisfaction? 

Illustrious  English  Traveller.  Nothing  could  have  been  better, 
my  dear  Khedive.  Ovsters,  soup,  fish,  entrees,  game,  everything 
excellent.  You  must  have  a  cordon  bleu  in  your  kitchen. 

Eastern  Potentate  (smiling).  Well,  I  do  not  mind  admitting  that 
I  do  pay  a  good  round  sum  to  my  chef.  It  surprised  poor  CAVE, 
and  the  man  is  worth  the  money.  Even  OUTREY  said  he  was  quite 
up  to  the  Parisian  mark.  I  am  rather  proud  of  my  cellar.  What 
do  you  think  of  that  Chateau  d'Yquem  ? 

illustrious  English  Traveller.  Excellent —simply  excellent ;  and 
your  dry  champagne  would  do  honour  to  Marlborough  House. 
Now  for  coffee  and  chasse,  and  then  the  mild  cigar  (with  a  sigh  of 
anticipation). 

Eastern  Potentate  (to  Confidential  Butler),  lou  hear,  BEN 
SOLOMON.  Coffee,  chasse,  and  cigars ! 

[Confidential  Butler  bows,  and  gives  the  necessary  directions  to 
the  other  Servants.     Exeunt  the  other  f<err<ints. 

Illustrious  English  Traveller  (regarding  Confidential  Butler 
irith  some  curiosity).  Does  that  man  come  from  England,  your 
Highness  ? 

Eastern  Potentate  (confused).  Well,  not  exactly— at  least,  if  he 
comes  from  England— he  is  of  Eastern  extraction. 

Confidential  Sutler  (with  confidential  irhispcr).  Fact  is,  your  Rile 
'Ighness,  I  'm  from  Cursitor  Street. 

Illustrious  English  Traveller  (surprised).  Hum!  And  now  as_  I 
should  be  glad  of  a  confidential  _chat,  with  your  Highness,  will 
you  kindly  desire  this  person  to  retire  ? 

Confidential  Butler(smilin(/ and  aside).  Can't  be  done,  your 'Ighness. 
Our  Governor's  acting  for  the  British  Bond 'olders.  He  didn't  like 
puttin1  his 'Ighness  the  Kideevy  in  the  'ole,  as  he  'ad  to  receive 
your  Rile  'Ighness.  But  it  'd  be  as  much  as  my  plashe  is  worth, 
if  I  left  his  'Ighness  alone  with  the  plate— it  would,  indeed,  your 
'Ighness. 

Illustrious.  English  Trarcllfr  (to  Eastern  Potentate),  \\liy,  who 
is  this  fellow  ? 

Eastern  Potentate,  I  regret  to  say  that  he  is— (hesitates)—  what 
you  call Eh  ? 

Illustrious  English  Traveller  (encouragingly),   les.' 

Confidential  Butler.  Fact  is,  his  'Ighness  ain't  up  to  legal  English, 
your  'Ighness.  But,  between  you  and  me  and  the  post,  I  'm  the 
Man  in  Possession.  \_Sensation. 

(Scene  closes  in.) 


Going  too  Far. 

DID  M.  JOHN  LEMOINNE,  in  his  last  Article  in  the  Debats_  on  the 
Royal  Titles  Bill,  really  speak  of  the  QUEEN  as  "  the  Sovereign  of  a 
great  country,  which  desired  nothing  better  than  to  respect  her, 
almost  to  embalm  her"  ?  If  he  did,  Mr.  Punch  must  set  him  right 
on  one  point.  This  is  a  great  country,  and  it  desires  nothing  better 
than  to  respect  its  Sovereign  ;  but  it  certainly  has  not  the  slightest 
wish  to  embalm  her— that  being  a  process  which  M.  LEMOFNNE  must 
know  requires  life  to  be  terminated  before  it  can  be  performed,  and 
the  termination  of  HER  MAJESTY'S  life  is  the  last  thing  this  country 
would  desire. 

An  "Alias"  Improved. 

THY  Sovereign  dub  an  Empress,  BEN  ?    AVhat  for  ? 
A  countercheck  to  Russia's  Emperor  ? 
Rather,  my  BEX.TAMIX,  wouldst  make  the  QUEEN  a 
Match  for  the  CZAR,  entitle  her  "  Czarina." 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ur  for  the  Holidays ! 

Monday,  April  10  (Com- 
mons).—" How  does  a  Naval 
Captain  decline  to  receive  an 
Admiralty  reprimand  '•: " 

8m  ROBERT  PEEL  has  been 
much  exercised  by  this  knotty 
problem,    since    the     WnrM 
announced  that  CAPTAIN  WELCH  had  ventured  on 
what    DANTE   would    have    called   this    "  Gran 
n'fiiito." 

ME.  WARD   HUNT  declared  that  there  was  no 
authority  for   this  strange  piece  of  news,  except 
the  World)  which  he  described  as  a  "  quasi-comic  " 
paper.  We  have  SHA.KSPEARE'S  authority  that "  all 
the  World 's  a  stage,"  but  we  have  yet  to  learn 
that  the  staple  of  its  performances  is  comic,  or  even 
"  quasi-comic,"  whatever  that  may  mean.     But 
the  World's  announcement  may  well   have  per- 
plexed graver  heads  than  SIR  ROBERT  PEEL'S.    A 
man  may  decline  to  receive  a  present,  but  hardly 
a  slap  in  the  face  or  a  kick  on  the  opposite  ex- 
tremity of  his  person.    That  sort  of  thing  is  not  usually  preceded  by  the  opportunity 
cit  Mich  an  option  as  includes  the  possibility  of  refusal.     A  cuff  or  kick  may  bereturned 
but  scarcely  ri fused.    For  a  Naval  Captain  to  decline  receiving  an  Admiralty  repri- 
mand, would  seem  to  be  very  like  reprimanding  the  Admiralty:   and  that,  as  MR 
\\KKO   HUNT   explained,  would  "  in  a  Captain"  be  the  "flat  blasphemy"  callet 
insubordination.     A  Captain,  reprimanded,  may  ask  for  a  court-martial. 
"  Had  CAITAIN  WKI.CII  asked  for  a  court-martial  ?  "  asked  SIR  ROBERT. 
"  No,"  said  MK.  WARD  HUNT. 

A  few  minutes  after,  MR.  ANDERSON  said  he  had  in  his  pocket  a  note  written  by 
CAPTAIN  WELCH  to  him,  stating  that  he  had  asked  for  a  court-martial. 

MR.  WARD  HUNT  declared  that  no  such  letter  had  "  reached  the  Admiralty." 
Now  "Admiralty"  is  an  " amphibologous "  term.    It  means  a  Building,  and 
means  a  Board.    It  may  have  "  readied  "  the  one,  but  not  yet  got  as  far  as  the  other 
At  any  rate,  the  contradiction  should  be  explained.    It  does  not  look  pretty  as  i 
stands. 

MR.  FAWCETT  gave  notice  that  on  the  first  day  after  the  Easter  recess  he  will  ask 
MR.  DISRAELI  whether  he  will  give  him  a  day  for  discussion  of  the  Address  to  thr 
Crown,  before  the  issue  of  the  Proclamation  under  the  Royal  Titles  Bill. 

Her  Majesty's  faithful  Commons  have  a  Constitutional  right  to  audience  of  HER 
MA.IKSTY.     Punch  hopes  MR.  DISRAELI  will  not  refuse  such  audience,  even  to  thr 
so-called  Minority'  which  wishes  to  put  on  record   its  final   protest   against  thi 
Brummagem  title  of  "  Empress."    But  there  is  still  a  fortnight,  at  least,  between  u 
and  the  Proclamation.     Between  the  Proclamation  and  the  assumption  of  a  titli 
which  every  day  is  becoming  more  and  more  unacceptable  to  the  sound  sense  anc 
educated   opinion  of  Great  Britain  there  is  the  still  larger  interval,  filled  by  HER 
M  A.I  KSTY'S  excellent  judgment,  and  large  experience  of  the  strength  of  feeling  tha 
couples  Loyalty  and  Liberty  in  the  hearts  of  her  subjects. 

Then  MR.  ANDERSON  opened  his  battery  of  heavy  guns  against  the  conduct  o 
Government  as  regards  the  collision  of  the  Alberta  and  the  Mistletoe. 

The  Andersoman  artillery  took  a  wide  range — blazing  away  at  every  bod; 
concerned  in  the  unfortunate  accident— the  PRINCE  OF  LEININGEN,  CAPTAIN  WELCH 
GBTBBAX  PONSONBY  (the  indiscreet  letter-writer  to  the  MARQUIS  OF  EXETER),  th< 
Coroner,  Foreman,  and  most  members  of  the  first  Jury,  BARON  BRAMWELL,  the 
ADMIRALTY,  and,  finally,  MR.  HEYWOOD,  who  had  had  the  audacity  to  declare  himsell 
satisfied. 


In  short,  it  is  clear  to  MR.  ANDKRSON  that  some- 
>ody  ought  to  have  suffered,  besides  CAPTAIN 
\Vii.i  H  who  has  been  reprimanded,  and  Joii.v 
$ULL  who  has  had  to  pay  the  compensations. 

It  would  be  impossible  for  the  most  hard- 
mouthed  patriot  that  ever  "heckled"  a  Minister 
on  a  case  affording  a  grand  opening  for  cheap 
clap-trap,  to  have  discharged  the,  duty  more  dis- 
agreeably, or  with  more  apparent  relisn,  than  the 
•asping  Member  for  Glasgow.  And  it  would  be 
mpossible  for  any  Minister,  directly  and  offen- 
sively attacked,  to  have  received  the  fire  of  his 
jitter  and  boisterous  assailant  more  meekly,  and  to 
lavereturneditmorefeebly.than  MR. WARD  HUNT. 
Of  course,  the  Admiralty  have  bundled.  It 
s  their  way.  But  the  Queen's  yacht  will  not  in 
:uture  run  at  fifteen  knots  an  hour  through  the 
Solent,  or  any  other  waters  where  small  sailing 
craft  lie  thick,  and  ply  frequent.  Let  JOHN  BULL 
nut  that  in  his  pipe,  and  smoke  it,  as  his  returns 
from  all  that  has  been  done,  and  left  undone, 
said,  and  left  unsaid,  in  the  unfortunate  case  of 
the  Alberta  and  Mistletoe.  As  for  MR.  HEYWOOD, 
who  is  base  enough  to  be  satisfied,  and  mean- 
spirited  enough  to  hope  that  "  bye-gones  will 
be  bye-gones,"  we  leave  him  to  the  scorn  of  MR. 
ANDERSON. 

MR.  S.  LLOYD  did  a  good  work  in  calling 
attention  to  the  grievances  of  the  Marines — 
those  step-children  of  the  services,  whose  high 
pride  it  is  always  to  do  their  duty,  and  whose  hard 
fate  it  is  always  to  fall  between  the  two  stools  of 
the  Army  ana  Navy,  to  both  of  which,  and  yet 
neither  of  which,  they  seem  to  belong,  if  we  may 
judge  by  the  proportion  of  kicks  to  halfpence  in 
their  allowance. 

Everybody  who  spoke  admitted  the  grievances 
of  this  gallant  corps ;  and  MR.  A.  EGKRTON,  for 
the  Admiralty,  declared  that  the  Board  was  most 
anxious  to  put  both  promotion  and  retirement  in 
the  Marines  on  a  more  satisfactory  footing,  but  did 
not  like  to  apply  a  merely  temporary  remedy. 
Let  them  onlv  make  the  remedy  as  long-lived  as 
the  grievance  nas  been,  and  'twill  serve. 

Then  the  House  went  into  Committee  on  Naval 
Estimates,  and  MR.  SHAW  LEFEVRE  showed  the 
usual  zeal  of  ex-Officials  of  the  Admiralty  in 
calling  attention  to  desertions  in  the  Navy,  the 
difficulties  connected  with  the  training  of  boys  for 
the  Navy,  and  the  urgency  of  establishing  links 
between  the  Navy  and  the  Merchant  Service. 

MR.  WARD  HUNT  was  as  grateful  for  MR.  SHAW 
LEFEVRE'S  suggestions  as  obliged  Officials  always 
are  to  obliging  ex-Officials,  and  pointed  out  all 
the  difficulties  in  the  way  of  improvement  in  the 
usual  cheerful  official  style. 

It  is  remarkable  how  much  cleverer  your  ex- 
Official  usually  is  in  seeing  and  stating  difficulties 
than  your  Official  in  removing  them. 

Tiifxday  (Morning  Sitting).— Notices  of  Motion 
for  after-Easter  sittings— /jos<-Paschal  eggs,  with 
more  or  less  prospect  of  hatching. 

But  SIR  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE  decidedly  de- 
dined  to  be  dragged  into  the  Suez  Canal  by  Si  it 
H.  D.  WOLFF.  Then  St.  Stephen's  School  broke 
np  for  the  Easter  holidays.  MR.  DISRAELI  giving 
notice  to  his  young  friends  that  the  business  of  the 
School  would  recommence  on  Monday,  April  24. 

We  leave  boys,  Ushers,  and  Headmaster  to  their 
holiday  tasks  and  amusements,  with  the  wish  that 
the  coming  two-thirds  of  the  Session  may  be  more 
prolific  of  good  work  than  the  first  third  has  been ! 

For  one  who  claims  such  exceptional  powers  of 
education  as  the  present  Head  of  the  School, 
Punch  cannot  say  that  he  will  carry  down  to 
Hughenden  the  crop  of  laurels  and  testimonials 
which  had  probably  been  anticipated  by  his 
admirers.  

Light  Blue  for  Ever ! 
THE  boat  in  which  Cambridge  rowed  to  Mort- 
lake  and  victory  was  built  by  "SWADDLE  AND 
WINSHIP."  To  commemorate  the  success  of  their 
craft,  the  style  of  the  firm  should  for  the  future  be 
altered  to  ""SWADDLK  AND  WINNING  SHIP." 
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BIRDS    FOR    THE    BONNET. 


n,  Mr  DEAEEST  PUNCH. 

.  I  >o  pray  hold  up 
to  ridicule  as  severely  as 
ever  you  can  the  sti/jiifl 
satirical  remarks  on  a 
pretty  fashion,  which  I 
copy  from  a  newspaper 
that  copies  them  'out  of 
Land  and  Water  —  a.  man's 
paper  I  never  see,  where 
they  appear  as  an  extract 
.  from  a  letter  pretended  to 
be  written  by  a  Lady  in 
Westmoreland,  Jamaica, 
"in  deprecation  of  the 
cruel  fashion  of  destroying 
the  humming-bird  for  the 
sake  of  decorating  Ladies' 
hats."  Speaking  of  some 
flowering  trees  frequented 
by  those  birds  which  look 
so  pretty  in  the  hair,  the 
writer  says  :  — 

"  I  see  the  humming-birds 
darting  about  the  branches 
like  sparks  of  emerald  and 

crimson  fare  ;  but  unfortunately  their  number  is  being  rapidly  reduced  by 

the  womankind  of  England,  who  will  decorate  their  silly  heads  with  the 

ittle  bodies  which  ought  never  to  be  seen  except  on  the  wing." 

Oh,  as  if  any  Lady  would  ever  think  of  calling  her  own  sex  woman- 
find,  and  talking  about  their  silly  little  heads  !  Of  course  these  are 
the  expressions  of  some  horrid  man  ;  but  what  follows  is  beyond 
anything  :  — 

"  Unfortunately,  too,  such  is  the  course  of  fashion,  the  Negro  women  here 

re  adopting  the  same  mode,  and  I  fear  there  is  not  much  doubt  that  the 

tl^TJrt    K     T:     "?°n  **  ^rminated.    It  is,  indeed,  a  shame  to  destroy 

these  little  beauties  in  the  ruthless  manner  they  are  being  destroyed  at  the 

present  time. 

The  Negro  women,  indeed  !  'As  much  as  to  say  of  course  that  our 

fashion  of  trimming  our  hats  with  humming-birds  is  one  which 

r  adopting  it  pi-ores  to  be  peculiarly  adapted  to  a  barbarous  and 

wage  taste,  which  I  call  a  most  shameful  sneer  and  only  wonder 

wretch  did  not  accuse  us  of  having  adopted  the  fashion  from 

them.    And,  as  to  ruthless,  I  should  like  to  know  what  can  be  more 

so  than  such  nonsense  as  the  above. 

If  they  want  to  stop  the  destruction  of  humming-birds,  there  are 

plenty  ready  killed  and  stuffed  in  that  fusty  old  place  the  British 

Museum,  Where  they  are  of  no  use,  but  only  to  look  at,  and  a  great 

nany  more  than  enough,  and  other  birds  besides,   of  the  most 

L  W/3          T?y  btauy»9  and  all  well  adapted  for  ornaments 

with  P    ft        I"  Pray.d<:ar  Pu™h  exert  your  great  influence 

ith  Parliament,  or  whoever  it  is  to  order  all  that  are  not  absolutely 

wanted  to  be  disposed  of  for  .that  purpose,  and  then  as  a  fashion 

5S.1W  Tm]eSS  ^T  rt  »  found  /«•«  with  and  abused,  and 
,,«;//    L  *nd  cca,r>cat».red,  there  would  most  likely  be  quite  a 
sufficient  supply  of  humming-birds  and  others  in  use 


hhc  ;          as     ey  ar 

the  necessity  oi.gomg  on  killing  any  more. 

liver  yours  affectionately  and  devotedly  attached, 

ANGELINA. 
P.b.—  Better  have  humming-birds  than  bees  in  your  bonnet. 


GONE  WEONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.       BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  '<  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She  " 
Good  I  Buy  Sweet  Tart!"  "  Not  Slily,  But,  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTEE  VII.—  What  the  Author  says. 

]J?2nS  B.ELJAM,B«,streteliedout  a  strong,  gentle  arm,  and  pulled 
her  tenderly  towards  him.  The  moon  steals  up  quietly,  inaudibly 
and  looking  down  with  its  own  sweet,  shyf  silent,  askanFyet 
benignant  gaze  on  the  lovers  dashes  some  of  her  night  light  on  his 
grand  recumbent  form  an^  dark,  hairy  face,  forcing  a  somtec 
ground  against  her  pale,  smooth  one. 

°ne  th        ^at  I  am.holdillS  this  pair  up  for  imitation. 
*?1™™1  'Vn  '""rioted  scoundrel,   aud 
e  least  oi  it,  a  Slyboots.     I  warn  my  readers  against 

11  6lther  °f  thera'  thou*h  X  confe*9  I  d«  ^te    h  s 
character  con  amore,  and  I  admit  that  it  is  not  a  labour  of 


love  for  me  to  be  obliged  to  introduce  such  a  namby-pamby,  wishy- 
washy  milksop  -excellent  moral  character  though  he  be— as  the  REV. 
I  HUM  \s  HASSOCK.  If  we  cannot  all  be  saints,  we  can  all  be  sinners; 
if  we  cannot  all  be  strong,  and.  what  the  world  caUs,  vicious,  let  us  be 
weak,  and,  what  the  world  calls,  virtuous.  Am  I  all  my  fancy  paints 
others  ?  Am  I  all  that  the  fancy  of  others  paints  me  ?  Do  I  recom- 
mend you  all  to  be  DDSOVEU  BELJAMBES  and  BELLA  ST.  JOHN 
V  ILLIAUSES  f  Not  I.  If  I  write  their  characters  so  well,  and 
give  .novel-reading-  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  such  graphic  and 
alluring  .descriptions  of  probable,  but  questionable,  situations,  as  fire 
your  unmventive  imaginations,  do  I  thereby  offer  them  a  temptation 
to  rush  off  and  imitate  my  heroes  and  heroines  ?  If  I  tell  you  that 
DcsovEB,  in  kissing  and  hugging  little  BELLA,  and  BELLA,  in 
allowing  herselt  to  be  kissed  and  hugged,  were  utterly  and  entirely 
in  the  wrong,  that  such  conduct,  though  represented  as  irresistibly 
nice,  was  intrinsically  naughty,  am  I  not  a  Great  Moral  Teacher  ? 
And  are  not  such  great  moral  teachers  always  listened  to  with  the 
deepest  attention  ?  Am  I  not,  in  fact,  the  great  moral  benefactor 
ot  the  present  genera^n?  Certainly.  Then,  Liberavi  animam 
meam,  and,  on  we  go  again,  worse  than  ever.* 

"Perhaps,"  said  I)I:SOVI:K,  painfully  gnawing  his  heavy  black 
moustache,  and  looking  up  searchingly  under  her  green  eyes,  "when 
I  have  told  you  what  I  have  to  tell  you— the  secret  of  my  life— you 
will  never  speak  to  me  again." 

She  threw  her  white  arms  round  his  neck,  and  stroked  his  hairv 
face. 

"  Dr/sovEE,"  she  said,  steady  and  distinct,  "  if  I  were  to  have  my 
head  cut  off  this  moment  without  knowing  anything  about  it,  I 
would  not  move  for  your  sake." 

He  gazed  on  her  with  his  dark,  luminous  eyes,  that  seemed  aflame 
with  demoniac  tenderness  in  their  cavernous  ghostly  depths.    Then, 
in^his  deep,  bell-like  tone  he  spoke  : 
"You  have  noticed  my  rough-hewn  massive  features  ?  " 
She  had ;  she  could  not  deny  it,  had  she  indeed  wished  to  do  so. 
She  had  scanned  his  features  as  often  as  she  had  scanned  his  poetic 
spondaian  feet,  and  so  she  answered,  as  in  a  happy,  baleful  trance 
X  es,  my  own,  old,  wicked,  darling  DUSOVER  !    I  have !  " 
He  caught  her  to  him,  and  held  her  as  a  strong  man  on  the 
edge  of  a  precipice  might  grip  a  lamp-post  that  kept  him  from 
destruction.     Craning  his  long,  sinewy  neck  over  her  head,  he  took 
one  deep,  exhausting  draught  from  his  great,  big,  imperial-quarto- 
brandy  flask. 

Then  his  voice  came,  sounding  unsteady,  and  thick. 
'  You  have  observed  my  great  thick  moustache  ?  " 
^  Yes,"  she  answered,  with  wondrous  soothingness. 
"  You  have  not  forgotten  when  you  first  saw  me  standing  before 
the  hotel  door  at  Wollum  ?  " 

'  Forgotten  you  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Were  it  as  many  years,  as  it 
is  minutes  ago,  that  I  first  saw  you,  I  should  not  have  forgotten  the 
moment  when  you  were  in  your  neat,  gentlemanly  dress,  your 

knickerbockers  displaying  those  two  full-rounded  calves " 

DUSOVEE  BELJAMBE  stopped  her  almost  savagely. 
"  Hush !  "  he  said,  as  his  penthouse  brows  drew  together  savagely, 
and  he  bit  his  lips  morosely.     "Tell  me,  has  any  one  dared  to 
breathe  a  word  against  me  behind  my  back  ?  " 

"Not .a  soul,"  answered  BELLA,  with  a  pretty,  dimpling  laugh, 
and  closing  her  eyes  so  as  to  give  DUSOVEU  scope  to  gloat  over  those 
fringed  wonders,  while  she,  nervously,  intertwined  her  pale,  pink, 
warm  fingers. 

DiisovEB  gave  a  great  sigh  of  relief. 

"  You  must  know  all,"  he  said,  pulling  at  his  grand  quarto-flask, 
under  his  big,  dropping  moustache. 

"  I'am  not  inquisitive,"  answered  BELLA,  coldly  ;  "  but  go  ahead, 
dear  boy.  and  tell  me  everything  about  yourself.''t 

Their  faces  are  close  together,  and  she  can  see  the  wild,  honest 
anxiety  looking  through  those  open  windows. 
"  You  have  noticed  my  magnificent,  big  shoulders?  " 
"  Yes." 

"You  have  observed  my  tawny,  brown  hair,  and  lion-coloured 
beard  P " 

"  Yes,"  answered  BELLA,  looking  np  wistfully  into  that  haughty 
face.and  those  wicked,  miserable  eyes.     "Yes." 
"  Would  you  like  to  see  me  without  these  appendages  ?" 
BELLA  raised  her  chestnut-shaped  head,  'and  slightly  shrinking,  as 
if  from  a  great  loathing,  said  brokenly,  "  Go  on.    Don't  mind  me." 
He  nerved  himself  to  the  task,  for  task  it  was  to  him. 


*  By  the  Editing  Committee.— It  is  with  pleasure  that  we  print  the  above 
brilliant  apology  by  the  distinguished  Authoress,  inserted  at  our  request.  We 
were  quite  sure  she  meant  no  harm,  and  we  only  wanted  her  to  bo  explicit 
upon  that  point.  Our  Maiden  Aunt  wishes  to  record  that,  in  her  opinion,  the 
apology  was  not  in  any  way  necessary,  and  is  entirely  useless.  She  is  in  the 
minority. — ED. 

t   What  the  Editor  says.—"  Dear  Madam,  do  young  Ladies  talk  like  this  ? 
Go  ahead,'  &c.     We  can't  believe  it." — ED. 

What  the  Authoress  says. — "Mine  do.  I  don't  follow  a  fashion,  I  lead. 
Am  I  writing  this  Novel,  or  are  you  ?" — R.  D. 
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d  never  been!     I  was  on  the  footboard  behind— and 
she— a  lady  of  title— no  matter  who— aat  in  the  carnage 
following  Aus— I  mean  us."    She  sent  me  a  billy  doo.    1 
was  fool  enough  to  accept  the  tempting  bait,   and 
^assumed— I    mean    «ssumed-the    name    ot 
BELJAHJIK  at  Vr  request— 1  mean  at  Aer  request. 

''  Her  ' "  she  exclaimed,   lighting  up   an  eager  and 
m.  .bile  face.     "  Was  she  beautiful  ?  " 
This  is  always  a  woman  s  first  question. 
"  No  " 

And  this  is  always  the  man's  answer  to  it. 
linn   sighed  happily,  and  her  heaving  breast  rose, 

«  11,  in  short  quick  undulations.  . 

"  She  was  rich-hawful  rieh-and  Bunted  frightful. 
But  I  was  vain  and  poor-and-and-I  changed  my 
name  in  order  that  the  might  change   her».     1  went 
secretly  to  a  night-school  to  complete  my  heddication 
-he  stammered  slightly,  and  his  swart  face  was  suffused 
with  that  dark,  brick-dust  flush,  that  stood  to  him  m- 
Mead  ot  a  blush,  as  he  corrected  his  slip—    1  mean  my 
'education.'     And  th.  n,  ihc  bought  me  a  rank  in  the 
Marine  Yeomanry  Contingent;  and  then— 1  called  myse 
CAPTAIN  DISOVER  BELJAMI:I:." 

"  And  "  asks  BELLA,  breathlessly,  her  great  eyes,  green 
as  goose-berries,  fastened  on  his  face,  "  before  that-yoti 

were — I  mean  your  name  was ' 

lie  looks  grimly  down  into  her  upturned  glowing  t; 
and  answers  with  a  death-like  calmness,         jca«-Joi 
TVM  M  t  s  .1  I;A  M  is  -the  JEAMES  of  Bukley  Square. 
He  watched  her  changing,  flushing,  paling  face. 
"  Have  you  told  meoS?"  she  asked,  almost  inaudibly. 
"Nearly"  answered  DrsovEK  BEIJAMBK,  smiling  as 
bitterly  as  though  he  had  taken  a  deep,  unwholes 
draught  of  sun-turned,  thunder-struck,  hop-ful  bever- 
age.    "  We  were—  /»//;•/•/«/ .'  " 

ace     such   a   silenoe!    how  many  years  of  ag« 
were  pent  up  in  those  few  pulse-beats  f     \\  «  shall  never 
know  we  shall  never  learn  the  answer  ;  had  BELLA  been 
asked  at  this  moment,  she  would  have  given  it  up,  «M 


TRYING." 


NEW  SET    FOB  ONLY  FIFTEEN   GUINEAS  !  ! 


"When  I  were"—  he  said-"  I  mean—  when  I  icore  uniform  - 


"Yes"hed  l  impassioned  mournfubaess  "when 

Iwa9-n4n     -••iV«''-she  wLced,  and  he  continued,  clasping  her  still  more 
onwlsvclv  to  hs  Vat,  masnincent,  hroad  chest,  and  repeating  the  words 
umlllibcrately,  as  though  he  were  stabbing  himself,  with  each  word, 


heard,  or  moustache  ;  it  was  necessary  to  be  close  shaven. 

Her  last  hope  was  vanishing  fast. 

"  But,"  she  murmured,  "  you  have  smelt  powder  •( 

"  Yes  "  answered  DusoW,  calmly,  with  a  very  dreary  laugh,  that  the  heart 
denied  all  partnership  in,  as  his  furf  lips  curved  downwards  under  lus  heavy, 
sunset-dyed  moustache.  "  Yes,  I  have  smelt  powder,  BLLLA. 


••married:  she  echoed,  in  a  dry,  unnatural  voice, 
that  jarred  on  his  ear  as  though  it  had  issued  from  the 
metallic  mouthpiece  of  an  itinerant  Punch  showman. 

"No""  he  went  on,  with  a  gall-bitter  sneer,  which, 
lasting  as  it  did  for  several  minutes,  was  more  painful  t 
sustain   than  any  tears  or  sneezing-indeed    sneezing 
would  have  been  a  glad  relief-    I  had  deceived  her.    1 
had  obtained  her  hand  under  false  pretences.    She  had 
taken  me  for'  my  magnificent  figure,  for  my  gigantic, 
Ainormous  Aand— I  mean  mormous,  ana1— unequal 
calves.  A  huge  hair-pin,  thrust  m  forcibly  when  1  warnt 
looking,   and  causing  me  not  the  slightest  demotion  — 
emotion-betrayed  my  secret.    My  art  failed  me— 

"Your  Aeart  or  your  art?"  inquired  BELLA,  bent  on 
sparing  herself  no  single  aspirate. 

"  Art,  not  Aeart,"  answered  DUSOVEB,  emphatically. 
"Mv  Aeart  could  have  proved  true,  but  my  art  had 
played  me  false.  My  calves,  like  the  poetry  of  a  maga- 
zine, were  mere  padding." 

A  spasm  of  pain  crossed  his  tace. 

...*?  ..  llOtl       _1 1 I__J         .,,-,  vi,-k*1olTT 

his  hands, 

threw  himself  wildly  on  the  ground,  rolled  over  three 
times  in  his  utter,  hopeless,  despairing,  wnthing  misery, 
then  turned  his  face  to  the  cliff,  andjgroaned. 
(To  kt  continued.) 


"And7he"went  on.  holding  her  arms,  and  turning  full  on  to  her  his  own 
lustrous  orbs,  in  which  the  fiery  light  was  flashing  and  dancing,  full  on  to .her 
odd  big  green  eyes,  thinly  curtained  by  her  bright  sweeping  lashes,  /  ha, 

worn  it."  .     , , . 

"  At  Court  ?"  she  gasped,  her  veins  throbbing.  ...  , 

"  Aye,  af  Court!  "said  the  rich  voice,  shaking  and  quivering  under  some 

strong  agitation. 

"fief  ore  the  Queen?"  .       „ 

"No;  behin.lthe  Qu,;;,  -(M  the  foot  ho,,  nl  of  the  ™?"<*>™¥'v,    ,   nrl  - 
He  seized  her  hands  detaining  her  with  a  grip  of  iron  and  humed  on  in  a 
hoarse,  broken  voice,  "  .1  ust  now  you  spoke  of  kmckerbocker *-*<»* ves.       1 
paused,  as  though  contending  with  a  wVlwind  ot  passumate  agitation,  and  wn- 
nietin?  emotions.      Then,  finding  himself    unn.t,  rru,.tea    he  wen ;  on,   ^vith 
reckless,  despairing  candour,  "They  w,ve  my  fortune.     Woidd  Heaven 


Doctrine  and   Drink. 

IN  announcing  the  decease  of  a  late  priest,  the  Times 
observes  that — 

"  HU  death  was  the  natural  termination  of  a  long  illne*», 
brought  on  by  too  close  an  attention  to  theological  studies. 

Theology  is  like  wine,  beer,  and  spirits,  calumnionsly 
called  intoxicating  liquors,  because  they,  do  not  intoxi- 
cate unless  they  are  abused  or  taken  in  excess ;    but 
then  they  do,  and  their  continued  abuse  may  enc 
«WiVi«»i   ^m<>»S.      Theology  too    closely,   and   deeplv 
studied  may  prove,  for  the  student  excessively  addicte 
to  it,  like  brandy-and-water-too  much  of  a  good  thing. 

Tire  LAST   SENSATION.— Too  Many    Titles. 
panion  story  to  A"o  Name. 
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WHAT    WE    MAY    LOOK    FORWARD    TO, 

NOW  THAT  THE  ARISTOCRACY  IS  TAKING  TO  TRADE. 

Lord  Plantagenet  (to  fair  Customer,  who  Ms  just  given  an  enormous  order  for  Sugar,  Soap,  and  Pickles).  "  ANY  OTHER  ARTICLE  TO-DAY, 
MADAM  ? " 

Fair  Customer.  "  ER— WELL— A— I  HEAR  YOUR  SISTER-IN-LAW,  THE  DUCHESS  OF  PENTONVILLE,  is  GOING  TO  GIVE  A  GARDES 
PARTY  AT  FULHAM.  ER — WOULD  IT  BE  ASKING  TOO  MUCH  IF  I  WERE  TO  BEG  OF  HER  GRACE,  THROUGH  YOU,  THE  FAVOUR  OF  AN 
INVITATION  FOR  MYSELF  AND  MY  TWO  DAUGHTERS?" 

Lord  Plantagenet.   "  IT  SHALL  BE  SEEN  TO,  MADAM  !  " 


"SILENT  SPIKIT." 

BOTH  PAT  and  SANDY 

At  a  fight  are  handy, 
Though  the  Scot  be  as  stolid  as  his  foeman  is  frisky ; 

So  no  wonder  the  shindy 

Waxes  warm  and  windy, 
"When  the  combatants  are  Celts  and  the  casus  belli  Whiskey  ? 

Says  PAT.  "  By  japers, 

Here 's  Old  Nick  at  his  capers, 
Changin'  good  sperrits  to  evil,  blendin'  Scotch  stuff  wid  potheen ! 

Wid  the  blessin'  o'  St.  Pathrick, 

I  '11  be  stoppin'  that  thrick. 
'Tis  not  in  Oireland's  eye  you'll  find  the  wearin'  of  the  Green." 

Sly  SANDY  answers  "  Eh,  mon, 

Ye  ken  we  find  it  pay,  mon ! 

Where  there 's  bawbees  to  be  got,  where  's  the  foe  Scots  winna 
grapple  ? 

To  drink  yon  Irish  toddy 

It  wad  just  need  a  body 
Wi'  a  wame  o'  whinstane,  and  airn-linin'  to  his  thrapple." 

Says  Mr.  Punch,  "  Good  spirit 

Will  assert  its  merit, 
Whether  it  reek  of  Scotia's  peat  or  of  green  Erin's  soil ; 

But  '  pure    or  '  blended,' 

Be  no  brand  befriended 
That  owes  its  fire  to  vitriol,  its  smack  to  fusel  oil." 

'Twixt  "  Glasgow  "  and  "  Dublin  " 
Punch  will  not  be  troublin' 
His  Rhadamanthine  judgment  to  divide  the  laurels  ; 


But  he 's  nothing  loath, 
In  a  tumbler  of  both, 

To  drink  health  to  each  honest  brand,   and  speedy  truce  to 
quarrels ! 

And  allow  him  to  say, 

In  his  own  friendly  way, 
There  are  Members,  Scotch  and  Irisn,  who,  with  all  their  merit, 

Would  be  none  the  worse — 

To  put  it  plain  and  terse— 
For  a  rather  larger  "  blending  "  of  the  "  Silent  Spirit "  ! 


CAUSE  AND  EFFECT. 

THE  Grand  National  Hunt  seem  to  have  had  rare  sport  at  their 
meeting  at  Bogsidc  (Ayrshire),  last  week.  It  is  interesting  to  learn, 
from  the  report  in  the  Scotsman,  that — "  The  object  of  the  Hunt  is 
the  encouragement  of  the  breeding',  rearing,  and  schooling  of  first- 
class  hunters."  And  this  is  how  it 's  done  : — 

"  THE  EOLINTON  HANDICAP  of  12  sovs.  each,  with  200  sovs.,  &c.  .  .  There 
was  no  change  till  the  plough  near  the  bottom  turn,  where  Solon  dropped 
down  dead,  and  Zero,  heading  Furley,  came  on  and  won  in  a  canter  by  twenty 
lengths. 

"  TUB  ADAMHILL  Cur,  value  70  sovs.,  &c.  .  .  .  Student  made  play,  fol- 
lowed by  Vagrant,  which  at  the  first  hurdle  came  to  grief,  and  threw  CAPTAIN 
MIDDLETON,  who  had  his  shoulder  dislocated. 

"THE  GRAND  NATIONAL  OPEN  FARMERS'  PLATE  of  75  sovs.  .  .  .  After 
clearing  the  last  hurdle,  Percy  staggered  and  fell  dead,  and  Gamekeeper 
finished  a  bad  third." 

From  which  it  would  appear  that  the  educational  curriculum  of 
the  hunters  is  comprehensive  enough  to  embrace  within  its  limits 
anything  "from  pitch  and  toss  to  manslaughter." 
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THE   JOLLY   ANGLERS." 


(A  HOLIDAY  IDYLL.) 

(to  ST-FF-D  N-THC-TE).   "AHA!    DEAR  BOY!   THAT'S  THE  SORT  0'  BAIT  TO  CATCH  THE  '  HUNDRED- 
AND-FIFTY-POUNDERS  !  '     WHAT  SPORT  WE  SHALL  HAVE  !  !  !  " 
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HOMELESS    HUSBANDS. 

KT  us  thank  a  benevolent 
philanthropist,  who  pro- 
poses to  set  on  foot  an 
inst  it  til  ion  for  the  relief  of 
British  Husbands,  whom 
the  advent  of  a  baby  or 
the  arrival  of  a  mother- 
iu-law  has  exiled  for  a 
season  from  the  comforts 
of  a  home. 

As  many  a  married  man 
becomes  by  sad  experi- 
ence painfully  aware, 
home  ceases  to  be  home 
to  him  when  once  a  baby 
enters  it.  Nor  in  six 
cases  out  of  seven  can  he 
enll  his  house  his  own 
when  he  has  placed  it,  so 
to  speak,  at  the  mercy 
of  his  mother  -  in  -  law. 
While  the  latter  potentate 
is  cosily  installed  there, 
he  runs  a  daily  risk  of 
being  snubbed  by  his  own 
servants,  and  often  half- 
starved  at  his  meals.  For 
a  time  he  is  deposed,  and 
must  retire  into  exile; 
and  King  Baby  is  proclaimed,  with  Grandmamma  for  Regent,  and 
Monthly  Nurse  as  Prime  Minister,  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  and 
Minister,  ad  interim,  in  all  the  other  departments. 

At  such  a  time  poor  husbands,  being  destitute  of  all  the  comforts 
of  a  home,  are  specially  in  need  of  shelter  and  relief.  It  is  proposed 
therefore  to  found  a  Home  for  their  reception,  where  in  cases  of 
emergency  they  may  be  admitted,  without  thereby  incurring  the 
stigma  which  might  cling  to  them,  if  they  ventured  upon  seeking 
entertainment  at  a  Club. 

For  such  of  them  as  have  no  occupation  to  divert  them  in  the  day, 
the  solace  of  a  reading-room  will  doubtless  be  provided :  and  for  the 
general  welfare  a  good  plain  wholesome  dinner  will  be  served  at 
seven  o'clock,  as  a  cheerful  substitution  for  a  solitary  meal.  In 
order  to  prevent  undue  conviviality,  a  pint  of  sherry,  hock,  or  claret, 
will  be  allowed  to  each  guest :  nor  wifl  this  small  quantity  ever  be 
exceeded,  except  in  the  case  of  invalids  provided  with  a  medical 
certificate,  signed  by  two  physicians  and  a  justice  of  the  peace. 
After  this,  some  quiet  sober  games,  such  as  spillikins,  or  draughts, 
or  chess,  or  possibly  long  whist,  may  bo  permitted  for  an  hour  or 
two ;  a  special  prohibition  being  placed,  perhaps,  on  billiards,  as 
savouring  too  much  of  the  attractions  of  a  Club.  One  cigar  may  be 
allowed  each  poor  husband  while  sitting  in  the  play  room,  and 
another  may  be  doled  out  to  light  him  going  home ;  but  only  on 
condition  ot'Ms  thoroughly  removing  all  traces  of  it  from  his  clothes, 
hair,  &c.,  before  he  goes  to  bed. 

In  accordance  with  the  growing  fashion  of  the  day,  a  rink  will  be 
attached  by  way  of  outhouse  to  the  Home — being  provided  as  a 
means  of  healthy  daily  exercise  for  husbands  who  are  used  to 
pastimes  such  as  hunting,  which,  if  they  live  in  London,  can  only  be 
indulged  in  at  some  distance  from  their  residence.  Such  pleasures 
they  are  bound  to  abandon  for  a  while,  in  order  to  pay  proper 
devotion  to  their  family,  and  especially  the  little  stranger  lately 
welcomed  into  it.  A  Rink  for  Homeless  Husbands  will  doubtless  be 
esteemed  of  national  importance,  and  a  company  will  probably  be 
started  before  long  to  supply  what  is  so  clearly  a  requirement  of 
the  age. 

RINKOMANIACS. 

THE  following  cases  of  this  very  painful  malady  are  reported  from 
Brighton,  London,  and  elsewhere : — 

The  Persevering  Curate.— Skates  in  blue  spectacles  and  a  suit  of 
clerical  black.  Progresses  slowly  and  meekly.  "Will  carry  in  his 
right  hand  (if  permitted  so  to  do)  a  silk  umbrella.  Tendency  to 
indulge  in  mild  flirtations  with  "not  pretty  but  nice"  girls  of  a 
certain  or  rather  uncertain  age. 

The  Defiant  Mamma.— A.  matron  of  sixty,  who  tries  vainly  to 
look  forty.  Progresses  slowly,  but  with  much  show  of  stern  deter- 
mination. Tendency  to  »mkntpot»tt  and  extreme  caution. 

The  Would-be  Siren.— A.  playful  but  anxious  coquette,  painfully 
attempting  to  stand  upon  wheels.  Unaccustomed  as  she  is  to  public 
(or  any)  skating,  she  moves  with  great  difficulty.  She  is  very 
anxious  to  avail  herself  of  male  assistance.  Arch,  but  nervous. 
Tendency  to  fall  ungracefully. 


Tlif  An-iimiili.ihed  Cud. — Can  manage  the  outside  edge.  Knows 
how  to  skate  A  la  teapot."  Is  accustomed  to  progressing  at  the 
rate  of  sixteen  miles  an  hour.  Thinks  it  "  fun  to  upset  children 
and  defenceless  females.  Tendency  to  receive  chastisement  from 
fathers,  brothers,  and  husbands  without  asking  for  redi 

Tin'  l)nrin<i  lliinriliiii/-Sf/iiK>l  Miss. — Skates  well,  but  bashfully. 
Thinks  Kinking  "  Oh  ««  nice ! "  and  seeks  assistance  from  her  cousins 
and  their  friends.  Tendency  to  get  engaged  "  well — not  wiM  !> ." 

The  Youthful- Minded  Matron, — Skates  slowly,  but  with  much 
finish.  Fond  of  smiling  amiably.  Likes  to  go  round  with  her 
youngest  daughter  (aged  sixteen — dressed  ten),  in  the  hope  that 
beholders  may  believe  that  her  hair  is  real,  her  complexion  is 
genuine,  and  that  she  has  never  purchased  her  teeth  from  the 
dentist.  Tendency  to  look  absurd. 

Tin'  Air/iwnnl  .ti/iinin.  Skates  with  ease,  but  without  grace. 
Seems  to  have  very  prominent  arms  and  legs.  Tendency  to  conjure 
up  visions  of  the  comic  singers  at  the  music-halls  in  their  less 
successful  "creations." 

Mr.  Punch. — No,  that  at  least  is  a  calumny ;  for,  spite  of  the 
fashion,  this  clever  gentleman  is  not  a  Rinkomaniac — yet ! 


EASTER  EGGS  A-HATCHING,  OR  AH-ADDLING. 

WHAT  are  we  all  doing  this  Easter  ?  Mr.  Punch  will  hazard  a 
few  conjectures. 

The  Prime  Minister  is  settling  in  his  own  mind  the  ceremonial 
details  of  the  coronation  of  Her  Imperial  Majesty,  the  EMPRESS  OF 
INDIA,  at  Delhi,  on  the  banks  of  the  Jumna,  the  next  cool  season. 
He  is  also  understood  to  be  preparing  another  surprise  for  Parliament, 
the  People,  and  the  Press ;  but  whether  he  intends  still  further  to 
enlarge  the  Peerage,  or  level  the  mounds  on  the  borders  of  the 
Serpentine,  or  augment  the  salaries  of  the  Civil  Service,  or  trans- 
port CLEOPATRA'S  Needle  from  the  Nile  to  Northumberland  Avenue, 
or  negotiate  a  Loan  with  MESSRS.  ROTHSCHILD  for  the  immediate 
construction  of  the  Sub-Channel  Tunnel,  between  .England  and 
France,  is  shrouded  in  that  impenetrable  future  lying  beyond  the 
Easter  recess  from  which  Time  alone  can  withdraw  the  mystic 
veil. 

The  Keepers  at  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  speculating  as  to  the 
habits,  tempers,  and  dispositions  of  the  various  Beasts  and  Birds, 
now  on  their  way  from  Hmdostan  to  an  honourable  captivity  in  the 
Regent's  Park,  and  wondering  what  effect  the  Royal  Titles  Bill  will 
have  on  the  Tigers. 

The  Lord  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  are  wondering  whether  they  will 
be  baronetted  and  knighted  on  the  occasion  of  the  Visit  of  the 
PIUNCE  OF  WALES  to  the  City  after  his  return  from  India. 

Sundry  Mayors  and  Corporations,  with  the  aid  of  their  Town 
Clerks,  are  pondering  the  terms  of  the  Addresses  to  be  presented  to 
His  Royal  Highness  when  he  sets  foot  once  more  on  his  native 
shores. 

The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  is  wondering  whether  the 
Americans  would  remit  him  the  unexpected  balance  of  the  Geneva 
award.  (Doesn't  he  wish  he  may  get  it  ?) 

The  Talookdars  of  Oude  are  meditating  a  visit  to  London,  to 
testify  their  joy  at  the  fulfilment  of  their  passionate  longing  to  have 
an  Empress  to  rule  over  them.  When  they  come,  they  wifl  be  pre- 
sented at  a  levee,  see  some  fireworks  (weather  permitting),  and 
attend  one  or  more  of  the  great  May  charity  dinners. 

MESSRS.  BLACK,  BROWN,  GRAY,  GREEN,  PINK,  and  WHITE  are 
wondering  whether  their  landscapes,  seascapes,  portraits,  historical 
subjects,  and  touching  little  domestic  pieces,  have  been  accepted  by 
the  Royal  Academy. 

Thousands  of  excellent  persons  are  longingfor  the  arrival  of  the 
month  of  May,  that  they  may  troop  to  ExeterHall  and  other  uncom- 
modious  buildings,  to  hear  most  interesting  statements  of  the 
operations  during  the  past  year  of  the  Society  for  the  Amelioration 
of  the  Lazzaroni  of  Naples,  and  listen  to  stirring  appeals  in  support 
of  the  Anti-Gregorian  Chants  and  Vestments  Leajrue. 

Those  peculiar  people  who  spend  their  lives  in  the  pursuit  of 
pleasure  and  the  cultivation  of,  amusement  are  hoping  some  new 
diversion  will  be  devised  for  them  this  season. 

Some  dear  children  at  Sandringham  are  wondering  what  presents 
Papa  will  bring  them  from  India. 

The  Weather  is  the  cause  of  many  anxious  thoughts  and  specula- 
tions. The  betting  was  in  favour  of  Hyems  against  Vertumnus. 
But  it  has  changed  within  the  last  few  days,  almost  as  suddenly  and 
as  decidedly  as  the  betting  on  the  Boat  Race. 


EITtTALISTIC  NOVELTY  FOR  EASTER. 

"  SERMON  with  full  Orchestral  Accompaniment "  is  the  last  new 
thing  out  at  Folkestone.  We  congratulate  the  Reverend  Caterer  for 
PubUc  Amusement  on  his  happy  thought,  and  trust  his  lungs  will 
prove  as  powerful  as  his  brass. 
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DROPPING    IN    TO    TEA   AT    A    GIPSY    PARTY. 


CEITICISM  AND  DEFAMATION. 

THE  Annual  Dinner  of  the  Shopkeepers'  Mutual  Protection  Society,  consisting  largely  of 
retail  dealers  resident  in  South  London,  took  place  yesterday  at  the  Hole-in-the-Wall. 

The  usual  facetious  and  business  toasts  and  sentiments  having  been  drunk  by  the 
assembly. 

The  Chairman  (MR.  SUNDRIES,  Grocer)  said  he  had  now  a  toast  to  propose  which  he  was 
sure  they  would  all  drink  enthusiastic.  They  were  all  on  them  aware  'ow  important  it  was 
for  a  tradesman  halways  for  to  bear  a  good  name.  That  required  a  stringent  lawr  for  to 
protect  'is  goods  from  bein'  blowed  upon,  and  a  upright  Judge  for  to  enforce  the  lawr. 
Sitch  a  lawr  was  the  lawr  as  lately  laid  down  by  the  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  ;  and  the  LOKD 
CHIEF  JUSTICE  in  layin'  of  it  down  showed  his  self  sitch  a  Judge.  He  alluded  to  the  case  of 
HERITAGE  agin  WOOD  in  the  Queen's  Bench  Division,  where  his  Lordship  told  the  Jury  that 
a  man  who  considered  his  lawyer  had  made  a  blunder  in  drawin'  up  a  lease,  had  no  right 
to  tell  another  man  that  to  the  lawyer's  discredit.  Now,  they  mightn't  think  that  concerned 
them  much,  but  it  did.  What  was  lawr  for  solicitors  was  lawr  for  shopkeepers,  too  ;  sauce 
for  goose,  sauce  for  gander.  Besides,  his  Lordship^-the  Times  said — went  on  to  say  that 
"  a  man  is  not  free  to  go  about  the  world  complaining  of  the  incapacity  of  a  workman 
whom  he  has  employed,  nor  may  he  volunteer  a  complaint  to  a  friend  who  has  recommended 


him."  No  more  right,  in  course,  'adn't  a 
customer  to  go  about  complainin'  of  the 
dishonesty  of  a  tradesman  for  'avin'  supplied 
'im  with  a  inferior  article.  That  would  be 
slander,  and  liable  to  'eavy  damages — least- 
ways unless  he  could  prove  his  words. 
Now  he  (MR.  SUNDRIES)  would  dare  anybody 
to  go  findin'  fault  with  his  tea,  coffee, 
mustard,  or  anythink  else  'e  sold.  The 
toast  he  had  to  propose  was  the  Lawr  of 
Defamation  and  Libel,  with  which  he  would 
couple  the  name  of  the  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE 
OF  HENGLAND.  (Cheers.) 

MR.  SNIPKINS,  Tailor,  was  glad  to  hear 
that  clients  would  'ave  to  keep  cautious 
tongues  in  their  'eads,  and  take  care  in 
future  'ow  they  complained  of  misfits. 

MR.  VAMP,  Bootmaker,  would  say  them 
was  his  sentiments  too. 

MR.  WATERS.  Dairyman,  said  his  milk 
had  been  a  good  deal  cried  down  for  bein' 
poor.  Grumblers  had  better  mind  now — 
without  they  took  care  to  'ave  the  milk 
tested. 

MR.  HUBBLE,  Builder,  would  defy  any 
one  to  say  as  how  he  scamped  his  work. 

So  would  MR.  PUTTY,  Painter,  Plumber 
and  Glazier,  and  House  Decorator. 

MR.  VINNEY,  Cheesemonger,  arter  wot 
he  had  now  'eerd,  would  dare  his  cus- 
tomers, any  on  'em,  to  say  as  his  Stilton 
warn't  the  cheese. 

MR.  FRIBBINS,  Linendraper,  would  let 
people  know,  if  ever  he  found  'em  out 
sayin'  his  calicoes  wouldn't  wash.  He 
would  like,  however,  to  know  to  what  ex- 
tent criticism  was  in  law  libellous.  He 
had  superior  connections.  One  of  them 
was  a  hauthor.  He  wrote  for  his  bread. 
The  newspapers  cut  up  his  books.  Wasn't 
that  as  bad  as  runnin  down  a  lawyer,  or  a 
workman,  or  a  shopkeeper  ?  ("  On,  oh  .'  ") 
He  would  appeal  to  the  Chairman.  What 
was  the  difference  between  criticising  a 
pound  of  tea  and  criticising  a  novel  P 
(Groans  and  hisses.) 

The  Chairman  would  only  say  it  was 
quite  different. 

MR.  FHIBBINS.  —  How  about  a  hartis 
whose  pictures  is  called  daubs  ?  Some 
hartises  is  said  to  be  pot-unters.  Their 
picters  is  called  pot-bilers.  True  enough. 
Their  picters  is  their  bread.  Couldn't 
their  unfavourable  critics,  accordin'  to  the 
LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE,  be  sued  for  spilin' 
their  market  ?  ( Uproar.) 

MR.  BUHG,  Publican. — But  how  if  so  be 
they  be  sign-painters  ?  (Cries  of  "  That 's 
another  thing  altogether .' ") 

MR.  BUKG  wasn't  so  sure  of  that. 

The  Chairman  was  sartin  His  Lordship 
never  meant  to  talk  ridiculous.  Besides, 
no  British  'Jury  would  never  consider 
hauthors  and  hartises  in  the  same  light 
with  the  British  Tradesman.  So  now  he 
would  give,  "The  Law  of  Libel  and  De- 
famation, No  Privileged  Communication, 
and  the  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  !  Upstand- 
ing, uncovered,  with  three  times  three !  " 

The  toast  was  drunk  amid  cries  of  "  The 
LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE,  'is  jolly  good  'ealth," 
followed  by  the  chorus,  "  For  he  's  a  Jolly 
goodfelloiv,  and  so  say  all  of  us  !  "  Pipes 
and  tobacco  were  then  introduced,  and  the 
Society  settled  down  to  enjoy  their  evening. 


Per  Contra. 

MR.  PUSCH  is  pleased  to  observe  that 
"Homes  for  Smack  Boys  "are  to  be  es- 
tablished at  Yarmouth  and  elsewhere. 
Smacks  for  home  boys  having  been  so 
long  in  force  throughout  the  United  King- 
dom, it  seems  only  right  that  something 
should  be  done  on  the  other  hand. 
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FAMILY    LIKENESS. 

"  MUMMY,  DARLING,  MAT  I  GIVE  MY  BISCUIT  TO  THE  MONKEY?' 

"  No,  LOVE.      COMB  ALONG  I  " 

"MAY  I  GIVE  IT  TO  THE  MONKEY'S  PAPA,  MUMMY?" 


DIGGINGS  IN  SPAIN. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Paris  Corrcsi>ondent  of 
the  Economist,  a  M.  MANM.UIIN,  at  a 
meeting  of  tlir  I'arisian  IVlitirul  Kronomy 
•  y,  maintained  an  assertion,  which  he 
had  previously  made  to  M.  JOSEPH  GAR- 
NIER,  "  that  gold-mines  had  just  been  dis- 
covered in  Spain  of  such  iiiurvrllniM  rich- 
ness that  they  might  contribute  to  restore 
the  normal  relative  value  —  15J  to  1  — 
between  the  two  metals  ;  "  to  wit,  gold  and 
silver.  M.  MANNEQUIN  added  that  a  Com- 
pany was  now  being  formed  to  work  the 
gold-field  whose  richness  he  thus  described. 
The  iureffoing  intelligence  seems  a  great 
ilful  too  good  to  chi-iT  CM-II  tlie  most  san- 
guine  of  ^Spain's  rreditors.  Few  of  them 
probably  will  expect  the  Spanish  gold- 
mines, of  which  M.  MANNMIUIN  has  an- 
nounced the  discovery, to  turn  out  anymore 
substantial  than  the  celebrated  "  Castles  " 
peculiar  to  Spain.  By  the  bye,  does  not 
Mannequin  in  French  mean  what  in  Eng- 
land is  called  a  dummy  or  lay-figure  ? 
Tliis  is  surely  a  suspicious  source  for  such 
startling  information. 


Lines  Picked  Up  at  the  Brizton 
Rink. 

UPON  the  Rink  the  Lady  sat, 
Beside  her  lay  her  dainty  hat, 

All  crumpled ; 

She  looked  the  picture  of  distress, 
Bo  dusty  was  her  pretty  dress, 

And  rumpled ! 

"  I  can't  get  up,"  in  faltering  tone, 
She  said.  I  thought  that,  perhaps,  alone 

She  would  not. 

I  picked  her  up.    She  was  not  hurt — 
'Twas  but  the  tightness  of  her  skirt — 

She  could  not ! 


NEW  Cow  AGE. — The  Indian  Half-crown. 


THE  PREMIER'S  PORTFOLIO. 

"No  doubt  the  PREMIER'S  folio  is  well-stocked  with  topics."— Jfornina 
Paper. 

1.  A  scheme  for  altering  the  colours  of  the  Union  Jack,  so  that 
;he  Hag,  when  viewed  from  a  distance,  may  resemble  the  gold- 
yellow,  white,  and  black  of  Austria,  Russia,  and  Germany. 

2.  A  proposal  to  return  Political  Refugees  to  their  respective 
3oyernments,  on  application  being  made  to  the  hotel-keepers  of 
l.i  icester  Square  and  its  neighbourhood. 

3.  Notes  for  a  "  New  and  Imperial  History  of  England,"  in  which 
jreat  Britain  will  be  represented  as  a  part  of  India. 

4.  A  Treatise  upon  "  The  Value  of  Wasting  Time,"  intended  as  a 
landbook  for  the  use  of  Statesmen  occupying  the  Treasury  Bench. 

5.  How  I  Purchased  the  Right  of  Way  over  the.  Sue:  Canal  for 
£4,000,000.    A  Romance. 

6.  A  Guide-Book  to  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy,  dedicated  to  His 
lighness  the  K 1 1 1 :  i  >  i  \  i : . 

7.  ^  Practical  Hints  upon  Court  Tailoring — showing  how  a  States- 
man's Coat  may  be  easily  converted  into  a  Lackey's  Livery. 

I.  Bo  to  a  Goose  ;  or  the  English  Bismarck,  the  Hussion  Bear, 
i  ml  Imperialism  Triumphant.  A  Burlesque.  By  the  Author  of 
Ixinn  in  Heaven,  &v.,  iVr. 

9.  Tin-  fffati-mniin's  Vude-mefum.    Being  a  collection  of  Nursery 
thymes,  extracts  from  old  Almanacks,  cuttings  from  school-books, 
tc.,  &c. 

10.  The  Schoolmaster  Abroad.    A  Sequel  to  How  to  Educate  a 
"arty.     By  the  same  Author. 

11.  Crniniinij  the  Edifice.     A  Poem,  in  fragments. 

12.  A  Serial    Story,   entitled  Benjamin's   Mess— an  Even/dm/ 


PATRIOTIC  IF  YOU  LIKE  !— What  Mr.  Punch  wishes  the  whole  of 
he  Royal  Family — Many  Happy  Returns ! 


DEATH  IN  THE  DOSE. 

A  NOTABLE  case  of  what  a  great  living  poet  calls  "  pestling  a 
poisoned  poison"  came  to  light  the  other  day  before  a  Police 
Magistrate.  The  Times  reports  that — 

"AT  GREENWICH,  MART  KIRBT,  chemist,  of  Trafalgar  Road,  Greenwich, 
was  summoned  for  an  offence  under  the  Adulteration  Aot.  The  Officer  stated 
that  on  the  8th  ult.  he  went  to  the  defendant's  shop  and  asked  for  two  ounces 
of  milk  of  sulphur.  On  receiving  it  he  told  the  defendant  that  it  had  been 
bought  to  be  analysed.  The  defendant  said  that  she  had  no  reason  to  believe 
anything  was  wrong,  and  that  it  was  what  was  usually  sold  as  milk  of  sulphur. 
The  analyst's  certificate  showed  that  the  article  sold  contained  forty-five  per 
cent,  of  sulphate  of  lime.  A  fine  of  fire  shilling*  and  two  shillings  costs  was 
imposed." 

And  so  the  justice  of  the  case  was  perhaps  met,  if  the  defendant, 
a  female  chemist  and  druggist,  had  done  no  worse  than  neglecting 
to  assure  herself  that  her  drugs  were  pure.  But  then  who  were  the 
wholesale  dealers  by  whom  she  was  supplied  with  ostensible  "  milk 
of  sulphur  "  nearly  one  half  of  it  plaster  of  Paris  ?  The  adulteration 
of  this  pulverulent  sort  of  milk  is  rather  more  prejudicial  to  health 
than  that  of  the  fluid  so-called,  otherwise  "  sky-blue,"  diluted  only 
with  the  juice  from  "  the  cow  with  the  iron  tail."  Milk  of  sulphur 
is  a  medicine  ;  but  sulphate  of  lime,  if  swallowed,  can  answer  no 
purpose  but  that  of  taking  neat  and  elegant  casts  of  the  interiors  of 
the  digestive  organs.  These,  however  accurate  and  admirable,  form 
obstructions  producing  such  results  as  to  justify  the  declaration 
that,  if  MRS.  KIRBY  was  sufficiently  punished  with  a  penalty  of 
ieven  shillings,  some  other  dealers  in  drugs  and  chemicals  ought  to 

hanged. 


GEOLOGY  AND  THE  STOCK-EXCHANGE. 

WE  understand  that,  ia  compliment  to  the  Right  Honourable 
Member  for  Shoreham,  speculators  for  the  fall  in  Egyptian  Securi- 
ties will  be  known  for  the  future  as  "  Cave  Bears." 
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CHEEK. 

(Tlie  Jtegiment  is  about  to  "  march  out "  with  Twenty  Rounds  of  "blan&  cartridge.") 
Sub- Lieutenant  (of  Twenty-four  hours'  Service).   "  WHEREABOUTS  is  THIS  PYROTECHNIC  DISPLAY  OF  TOURS  COMING  OFF,  COLONEL  ! !  ? ' 


"CLUBS!  CLUBS!" 

THE  cry  is  still,  They  come !  We  lately  published  a  list  of  those 
projected ;  the  prospectuses  of  several  new  ones  have  since  reached 
us.  Here  are  a  few  of  the  latest : — 

"  Munchausen."  Members  must  have  been  somewhere  where 
nobody  else  has  been,  and  seen  something  nobody  else  has  seen. 
Merely  looking  into  the  crater  of  Etna  will  not  secure  election. 

"  John  Bull."  For  Gentlemen  who  can  pay  their  way  and  horse- 
whip their  enemies.  No  weaklings  need  apply.  Runvpsteak  and 
oyster-sauce  the  favourite  dinner.  The  finest  port  wine  in  the 
world. 

"  John  Barleycorn."  For^he  Yeomen  of  England.  Amber  ale. 
Breakfasts  always  ready  at  five  in  the  morning. 

"  Bull  and  Bear."  Curiously  sumptuous.  Entrance  fee  a 
thousand  guineas.  Annual  subscription  five  hundred  guineas.  No 
dinner  under  ten  pounds.  The  Cook  receives  five  thousand  a  year, 
all  found,  with  a  brougham  and  pair  and  a  box  at  the  Opera. 

"  Magna  Charta."  Entrance  tee  one  shilling.  Annual  subscrip- 
tion sixpence.  All  Members  must  take  oath  that  DK.  RENEALY  is 
the  greatest  of  living  men.  Tripe  suppers  on  Wednesdays. 

"Fair  Weather.  Yes;  let  it  be  announced  with  a  flourish  of 
trumpets  that  there  is  now  in  course  of  organisation  a  Fair  Weather 
Club.  The  Clerk  of  the  Weather  to  be  President.  Any  member  to 
have  any  weather  that  he  likes,  on  paying  the  small  sum  requisite  for 
the  Clerk's  deputy's  subordinate's  servant's  fag's  expenses — a  nominal 
sum — the  price  of  a  pint  of  beer.  There  seems  to  be  some  doubt  as 
to  how  the  various  weathers  will  work,  since  different  people  may 
like  different  weathers.  However,  the  experiment  will  be  tried. 
If  a  few  farmers  are  found  punching  each  other's  heads,  let  us  hope 
that  this  will  not  interfere  with  a  rational  meteorological  arrange- 
ment. One  man  wants  rain,  another  wants  wind :  let  them  settle  it 
between  them.  They  can't  make  Engli^  weather  very  much  worse 
than  it  is. 

"Mutual  Admiration."  For  information  as  to  this  Club,  see 
Athcnceum  and  Academy.  Mr.  Punch  knows  nothing  about  it. 


THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  SMOKE. 

"  E  fumo  dare  luiem." 

THE  Meerschaum  white,  or  the  brown  briar-root — 

How  many  phases  of  life  they  suit ! 

Good  luck  or  bad  luck,  glory  or  gloom, 

All  tone  to  one  colour — take  one  perfume. 

If  you  've  just  "  struck  oil,"  and  with  pride  run  mad, 

If  you  haven't  a  sou,  and  are  bound  to  the  bad — 

Good  luck  may  vanish,  or  bad  luck  mend : 

Put  each  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  friend ! 

If  you  love  a  Lady,  fair  to  view, 

And  she  turns  with  a  cold  contempt  from  you, 

While  at  your  rival  a  smile  she  darts — 

Walking  in  pride  on  a  pathway  of  hearts, 

Wrapt  in  her  softness,  dainty  and  nice, 

Fire  m  her  eyes,  at  her  bosom  ice — 

In  search  of  returns  precious  time  why  spend  ? 

Put  your  love  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  friend  I 

If  you  climb  the  ladder  of  politics,  where 

Whoso  ascends  breathes  difficult  air  ; 

And,  being  highest  of  men  of  the  time, 

Are  slightly  elate  with  your  seat  sublime, 

A  little  apt  at  yourself  to  wonder, 

And  mistake  your  own  bray  for  real  thunder ; 

Think  how  rockets  rise  and  how  sticks  descend — 

Put  success  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  friend. 

If  Fame  be  your  foot-ball,  any  day 

A  stronger  player  may  kick  it  away. 

Hound  you  to-day  Lion-hunters  smother ; 

Next  week  the  Lion's  skin  goes  to  another. 

From  Popularity's  box-seat  hurled. 

Lie  still  and  see  your  successor  purled. 

A  nine-days'  wonder  nine  days  will  spend  : 

So  put  "  vogue  "  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  friend  ! 


Printed  DT  Joxph  Smith,  of  No  3»,  1/oralne  Road,  H»l!«wir,  In  the  Parish  of  «t.  Mary,  Itlinirtor.in  the  Conn  »  -<f  Middle»»«.  si  th.  Printing  Offic»«  of  M»»-n.  Hrai-ni-r ,  A  ?n-~.  « 
Stieet,  in  the  Precinct  of  Whitefrlar*,  ia  tlie  citj  of  Londoa,  andpubliihed  bj  him  at  >o.  84,  Fleet  8:  e;t,  in  the  P^rua  of  St.  Bride,  City  of  London.— 6»TviD»y,  \jjril  •!>,  li 
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WHAT    DID    MR.    PUNCH    DO    IN    THE    EASTER    RECESS? 


VOUJ.NTEKR  REVIEW  !     NOT  A  BIT  OF  IT  ! 


HK  JUST  i'uiTED  OVEE,  AND  HAD  A  FEW  DATS  OF  DELIGHTFUL  DOLCS  FAR  Xlt-VTS  AT 
VENICE. 


A  SONG  UNDER  SENTENCE. 

AIR — "  Sam  Hall." 

Mr  name  is  Aid  gate  Pump, 

Aldgate  Pump,  Aldgatc  Pump, 
My  name  is  Aldgate  Pump, 

Aldgate  Pump ! 
My  name  is  Aldgate  Pump, 
Though  a  once  rewered  old  trump, 
Now  1  wipes,  in  doleful  dump, 
My  dear  eyes ! 

In  ages  long  ago, 

Long  ago,  &c. 
In  ages  long  ago, 
My  well-spring,  down  below, 
In  a  pure  and  pleasant  flow 

Used  to  rise ! 

And  still  it  sparkles  bright, 

Sparkles  bright,  &c. 
And  still  it  sparkles  bright, 
And  pleases  taste  and  sight  ; 
But  the  mixtur'  isn't  right, 

So  they  cries ! 


For  they  say  that  it  contains, 

It  contains,  &c. 
They  say  that  it  contains 
Organica!  remains, 
Which  out  of  graves  and  drains 

Take  their  rise. 

In  it  salts  with  earths  are  blent, 
They  are  blent,  &c. 

In  it  salts  and  earths  are  blent, 

Beyond  the  due  extent 

Of  solids,  live  per  cent.— 
Heap  o'lies! 

So  now  the  Doctors  think, 
Now  they  think,  &c. 

So  now  the  Doctors  think 

My  well  is  hut  a  sink 

Ot  slush  unfit  to  drink, 
Though  you  tries. 

Daresay  they  '11  pull  me  down, 
Pull  me  down,  &c. 

Daresay  they  '11  pull  me  down, 

The  pride  of  London  Town, 

And  on  my  old  renown 
Ont  they  cries ! 


But  London's  great  Lord  Mayor, 

Great  Lord  Mayor,  &c. 
In  my  downfall  if  he  share, 
For  his  own  he  may  prepare, — 
Like  assault  His  Worship's  chair 
Might  surprise. 

And  Gog  may  cry  "  boohoo !  " 
Cry  "boohoo!"  &c. 

And  Gog  may  cry  "  boohoo !  " 

And  Magog  blubber  too : 

Such  conduct  me  and  you 
May  well  surprise. 

And  there 's  poor  Temple  Bar, 

Temple  Bar,  &c. 
There's  me  and  Temple  Bar, 
Doomed,  both  of  us,  we  are, 
Now  Improvement's  evil  star 

Doth  arise. 

Though  I  cease  to  suck  the  mould, 
Suck  the  mould,  &c. 

Though  I  cease  to  suck  the  mould, 

My  place  still  let  me  hold, 

As  a  monument  of  old 
In  men's  eyes ! 


HOW  TO  FLOAT  THE  "  VANGUAKD." 

DKAU  Mn.  Pracn,— I  see  that  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  have  at 
last  entered  into  a  contract  with  an  eminent  French  engineer  to  raise 
the  sunken  I'aiiguard,  and  that  the  method  he  proposes  adopting  is 
to  hi  L  the  interior  of  the  vessel  with  air-bags. 

Now,  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  inform  their  Lordships  that  the 
requisite  motive  power  is  to  be  found  on  the  spot,  free  of  all  expense. 

Ut  the  Primate  of  the  Irish  Church  summon  the  General  Synod 
v  which  is  to  meet  in  Dublin  next  week)  to  assemble  in  the  hull  of 


the  ship,  and  there  will  he  wind-bags  enough  among  the  members 
to  float  the  vessel  immediately. 

MB.  DILLON'S  system,  too,  of  raising  the  ship  would  also  by  this 
means  obtain  a  fair  trial ;  for  the  Synod  (at  which  great  heat  is 
always  generated)  would  not  be  long  sitting  before  there  would  be 
an  explosion  that  would  either  raise  the  hull  of  the  vessel,  or  else 
blow  it  into  small  pieces,  and  so  get  it  out  of  the  way. 

Hoping  that  your  influential  advocacy  may  be  given  to  this  simple, 
economical,  ana  efficacious  method,  I  remain, 

Your  obedient  servant,  JKoLtrs. 


VOL.  utx. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHTS     OF    A    DISTINGUISHED 
AMERICAN    ENGINEER. 

A  DISTINGUISHED  American  En- 
gineer has  just  startled  the 
speculative  world  with  a  scheme 
for  decanting  the  Black  Sea  into 
the  Caspian.  Although  at  least 
three  hundred  miles  apart,  the 
distinguished  American  Engineer 
assures  us  that  a  cutting  of  less 
than  two  hundred  miles  is  all  that 
is  wanted  to  unite  the  two.  Of 
course  the  D.  A.  E.  ought  to  know 
his  business,  and,  judging  by  the 
other  transcendental  propositions 
for  changing  the  normal  con- 
dition of  our  badly  -  organised 
globe  which  are  to  be  found  in 
the  said  D.  A.  E.'s  memoranda, 
there  can  be  no  reason  to  suppose 

r<^^=^  that  the  scheme  will  not  meet 

with  entire  success. 

But  the  D.  A.  E.  has  other 
schemes  to  follow,  hot  and  hot,  like  chops  at  a  London  eating- 
house.  Here  are  his  Mems.  of  a  few  of  them  :— 

Mem.  ^.—Scheme  for  converting  the  Falls  of  Niagara  into  a 
natural  bridge.  Construction  of  works  for  blasting  a  tunnel  beneath 
the  cataract.  Consequent  counteraction  of  force  and  reversal  by 
suction  of  the  Falls  themselves.  Gradual  change  of  current  and 
solution  of  problem. 

Mem.  J5.— Establishment  and  registration  of  Great  Geyser  Hot 
Bath  Company  (Limited).  Conduct  of  series  of  iron  pipes  from 
principal  Geyser  Depot  in  Iceland.  Submarine  service.  Every 
man  to  have  his  own  Geyser  turned  on  by  proprietary  tap. 

Mem.  C.— Scheme  to  supply  the  Serpentine  with  pure  water  from 
Lake  Ontario,  by  cutting  a  connecting  canal  beneath  the  Atlantic 
Ocean.  To  be  considered. 

Mem.  D. — The  Philanthropic  Super- Volcanic  Omelette  Society. 
It  has  been  discovered  that  if,  on  the  principle  of  the  common 
syphon,  the  ocean  could  be  poured  into  the  well-known  volcanoes 
Vesuvius,  Etna,  Hecla,  Chimborazo.  and  others,  their  active  fires 
might  be  extinguished,  and  the  thousands  of  ostrich  eggs  now 
wasted  every  year  in  Africa — having  been  collected  by  the  hordes  of 
negro  races  now  ravaged  by  the  slave  trade — might  be  cooked  over 
the  smouldering  embers  to  the  amount  probably  of  6,100,800 
per  diem. 

The  mode  of  construction  of  these  syphons,  and  the  necessary 
works  for  sinking  them  in  the  seas  contiguous  to  the  volcanic  fires, 
is  as  yet  the  secret  of  the  distinguished  American  Engineer. 

Mem.  .E.— Cyclopean  Dyke  Scheme,  to  cut  out  the  Submarine 
Channel  Companies.  Massive  Dykes  of  Cyclopean  masonry  to  be 
constructed  on  either  side  the  lines  of  transit  from  Dover  to  Calais, 
one  to  the  northt  the  other  to  the  south.  The  Dykes,  once  con- 
structed, mere  child's  play  to  drain  the  intermediate  space.  (Mem... 
to  supply  therewith  salt  water  and  fish  to  the  Westminster  and 
Margate  Aquaria.)  To  turn  the  current  of  the  North  Sea  towards 
the  Baltic,  and  that  of  the  English  Channel  round  the  Bay  of 
Biscay,  and  there  you  are— an  isthmus  of  Dover.  The  rest  follows 
at  once.  Limited  liability. 


GONE  WRONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.   BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"  Good/  Buy  Sweet  Tart!"  "Not  Slily,  But  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER.  VIII. —  What  the  Author  says. 

"  GOOD-BYE,  JEAMES  !  "  BELLA  said,  after  a  long  silence.     "  I  'm 
going." 

"  Call  me  DUSOVER,"  he  exclaimed  to  her,  in  his  great  despair. 

"  '  DUSOVER  ! '  "  she  murmured,  in  the  moonlight. 

He  rose,  unsteadily,  as  the  grand  Camelopard  draws  itself  up  to  it 
towering  height,  Agamemnon-like,  among  its  fellows ;  he  sprang 
after  her,  laid  his  iron  hand  on  her  arm,  and  said,  in  a  low,  hissini 
whisper,— hissing  as  though  he  were  disgusted  with  her  preseu 
performance — 

"  Are  you  a-goin'  ?  " 

"  I  am." 

"  You  give  me  up  ?  " 

"  Like  a  conundrum." 

He  groaned  aloud,  and  smote  his  hands  together  violently ;  if  h 
had  hissed  before,  this  she  was  fain  to  accept  as  a  sign  of  his  ap 


plause  ;  and  so,  smiling,  she  curtsied  gracefully  in  the  strong  lime- 
ike  moonbeams,  as  DUSOVEH,  taking  a  bouquet  from  his  tail  coat- 
ocket,  threw  it  to  her  with  a  bitter,  cruel  smile. 
Once  more  the  soft,  white,  resolute,  bewitching  face  let  fall  the 
ich  fringe  of  its  drooping  eyelids  on  the  peach-like  bloom  of  her 
ull,  round  cheek,  as  she  made  a  deep,  classically-bending  obeisance. 
"  Where  are  we  now  ?  "  he  asked,  hoarsely,  huge  pearl-beads  of 
erspiration  standing  on  his  wide,  bold  forehead. 
"  Here !  "  she  replied,  braving  him  in  the  moonlight,  helpless, 
owerless,  tearless,  doubtless,  but  dauntless:   the  soft  eyes  were 
ooking  hard  at  him:  the  white  face  showed  nothing,   now,  save 
lack  looks :  not  a  bit  pretty  now :  only  very  pale,  very  brave,  and 
ery  perspiring. 

"  You  have  kept  me  here  too  long,"  she  said.  And  so  saying,  she 
urned— there,  on  the  spot,  where  she  was  standing,  she  turned,  as 
,he  whitest,  purest,  mildest  milk  will  turn,  when  detained  too  long 
n  a  warm  corner,  as  BELLA  had  been  this  night, 

"  Stop  a  moment !  "  he  said,  quite  broken- voiced.  And  he  clasped 
ler  once  more  in  his  strong,  rigid,  despairing,  straining  arms. 

"  My  darling !  "  he  went  on  in  a  sweet,  wavering  voice,  to  which 
he  soft  words,  uttered  through  a  speaking-trumpet,  on  the  swelling 
osom  of  the  silent  listening  ocean,  could  be  but  as  the  tender 
ucking-pig's  whisper  on  a  warm  autumnal  eve,  "  You  brave  little 
hild !  You  soft  little  person !  You  cheery,  sweet,  doughy,  little 
pple-dumpling  of  my  eye !  You  little,  cruel,  darling ! '  And  the 
ound  of  his  passionate,  murmuring  words,  pierced  into  her  very 
oul,  as  though  she  were  listening  to  the  beating  of  the  muffled  drum 
f  her  ear.  over  the  grave  of  her  buried  hopes.  They  two,  standing 
n  that  silent  crystal  shore,  on  a  sheet  of  silver  sand,— the  sea— the 
great  German  Ocean,  all  silver  too,— all  German  silver— booming,  and 
owing  at  their  feet— its  waves  "running  in"  one  another  like 
playful  police-children  about  the  crowded  strand;  the  bearded 
Dysters  on  their  little  beds  dreaming  of  happy  months  without  any 
etter  "r"  in  them:  the  unsleeping  winkle  singing  his  pleasant 
ong,  and  not  caring  one  pin  for  any  mortal  being ;  the  pulpy- 
lilious  sponge  drinking  in  deep,  cooling,  saline  draughts ;  and  they 
wo,  looking  strangely,  wildly,  dreamily  into  each  other  s  eyes. 

It  cannot  last  for  ever !  They  cannot  remain  thus,  hand-in-hand, 
motionless,  fixed,  obstructing  the  traffic  for  all  time.*  No  :  the  un- 
oving,  constable-like,  sentimentless  coastguard  will  pass  this  way, 
and  bid  these  two  "Move  on!"  Nay,  even  the  routine-loving, 
mechanical  sea  will  wash  the  polish  from  their  patent  leather  boots 
n  sighing,  murmuring  protest  against  the  wanton  trespass. 

Her  solemn,  tragic  eyes,  fixed  on  his  plain,  burnt  face— tanned  au 
over,  thickly,  like  a  circus— travel  slowly  upward  from  his  great, 
mellow,  medlar-coloured  beard  to  his  rich,  deep-toned,  drooping 
moustache,  and,  ascending  the  point  of  his  ugly  nose,  rest  for  some 
seconds,  sadly,  on  that  bridge  of  size.  So  they  remain :  a  strange 
sight  in  the  middle  of  the  strand :  a  tall,  ugly  man,  a  fair,  be- 
witching woman ;  her  lovely  eyes  on  his  plain  face. 

"  Tell  me,"  he  says,  with  a  very  whitey-brownlook,  and  a  hoarse, 
nervous  laugh,  "  do  you  still  love  me  ?  " 

She  feels  a  fiery,  searing  pain  that,  but  for  her  bravery,  wouK 
make  her 'scream  in  sudden  agony,  as  she  has  seen— at  some  vague 
time  she  could  scarcely  recall  when— the  Clown  start,  after  he  had 
unwittingly  placed  the  red-hot  poker  in  his  trousers-pocket,  and 
;hen  had  sat  on  it. 
"BELLA!"   he  cries,  impulsively  clutching  her  small,  passive 

She'does  not  answer.   She  is  listening  to  a  whistling  oyster,  and  a 

aTheSpale'moon  is  becoming  paler  with  her  night  watch,  tireder 
and  tireder  she  grows  of  this  love-making,  love-destroying  scene, 
and  the  first  blushing,  crimson-red,  morning  star  slowly  shines  forth, 
as  though  drawing  aside  the  dark  blue  curtain  of  night,  and 
its  small,  bright  candle  to  the  rising  sun-god. 

A  small  buoy,  unperceived  by  them  till  now,  breaks  restlessly 
from  its  moorings,  and  seems  threatening  to  float  with  the  stream  to 
Wollum,  and  tell  what  he  has  witnessed  of  their  meeting. 

Could  she  bear  exposure  'J.     Could  ho  f 

He  could;  strong,  hard,  japanned,  brown-burnt  as  he  was,  he 
could  bear  any  amount  of  exposure,  as  menal  ways  can. 
the  tender  shrinking  woman,  what  of  her  ?     Would  she  be  bent  and 
broken,  like  the  timid  bulrush,  before  the  searching  blast  ot 
sirocco  of  scandal?    No ;  it  would  be  her  death.    The  buoy  knew 
that-and.  could  make  terms. 

"  We  must  part,"  she  says,  coldly. 

"  I  hate  parting,"  he  answers,  abruptly. 

"  So  do  I,"  she  returns.  "But  the  buoy  is  waiting;  and  11  you 
will  not  part,  I  must."  .  ,. 

She  draws  from  a  small  purse  a  shining  coin,  and  tosses  it 
dainfully  to  the  buoy,  whose  silence  has  been,  she  thinks,  thereby 

PUOnce&emore  their  hands  interlocked,  and  the  fair,  broad  moon  i 
•   What  the  Public  says.—"  We  are  glad  to  hear  it  cannot  last  for  ever." 
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quailing  before  the  cruel.  red  stripes  of  streaky  light  that  stripc- 
j.aint  the  sky,  as  though  it  were  a  gloriously  illumined  side  of 
breakfast  bacon. 

"One  last  kiss!  "  lie  cried,  husky-voiced,  yet  holding;  the  prize 
which  he  had  so  nearly  won,  and  so  lately  lost — in  his  iron  bon- 
dage.    "  HKI.I.A  !  my  darling!  my  own  !  my  swn  t,  sot).  scrunipshous 
little  dumpling !     l)'o  you  know  how  much"  I  love  you  ''  " 

"No,"  replied  I'.KIJ.A,  crying  pitifully,  and  her  big  eyes  looking 
up  at  him  through  her  tears,  like  quivering,  guttering  rushlights, 
in  which  the  flame  of  love  was  dying  out,  shining  through  a  rushing 

ira  of  overflowing  grief. 

It  was  Drsov  Kit's  sole  chance— it  had  come  to  the  point  of  "now 
r"— he  chose  "  now,"  and  throwing  off  the  last  rag  of  con- 
straint, he  let  the  floodgates  of  his  passion  loose,  to  the  utter  destruc- 
tion ot  his  painfully-acquired  grammar,  and  wrapping  his  long, 
Mipplc,  muscular  arms  round  and  round  her  as  she  stood,  wound  her 
into  his  coils  as  the  deadly,  mesmeric-eyed  boa-constrictor  hugs  the 
fascinated  rabbit,  tighter,  tighter,  bending  his  head  down  from  its 
stately  height — as  the  tall  giratl'e  to  nibble  the  lowly  buttercup — 
to  cull  the  fresh,  moist,  dewy  bloom  on  her  pouting  lips,  nearer, 
nearer — 

"  Tfp  squee/.eth,  as;  with  feverish  palms,  the  boy 
Squcc/cth  the  pipful  orange,  which,  win  11  sijim/c, 
Hi'  rliuckcth  down,  a  hhaiirlrs-;,  t.'ittcp  d,  rind, 
r.tke  the  thoughtful  Blip,  the  careless  fall." 

"  I  loves  yi T  so  much,"  hissed  PCSOVKK  huskily  in  her  ear — the 
whole  .!F\MI:S  of  Itukley  S<ni;n-e  breaking  out  in  the  burst  of  un- 
restrained, furious  passion — "  I  loves  yer  suit  awful  unn-h  us  tl<,-n-  — 
1  finilil  liilf  I/IT  nil  t"  imthink,  mill  iliac  h«ff  iji\\  n  ithout  a  relish, 
its  if  !/>•>•  in  is  trii><-»->i<ii>ii:ii.i.'" 

1  confess  I  am  tired  of  writing  about  love-making.*  When  two 
people  have  ivached  the  summit,  they  cannot  go  any  higher,  and, 
it  may  be,  have  both  to  come  down  again. 

In  his  strong  embrace  she  was  almost  powerless,  but  battling  with 
her  strong,  turbid  love,  which  would  not,  for  worlds,  have  injured  :i 
hair  of  that  dark,  crisp,  curly  head,  she  whispered  in  his  ear — 

"  Drsovi  i; !   .lr.vMi>  !   In  i-r  'x  ,i  jtuli,;-»iini  i-miiing  !  " 

Then  he  let  her  go,  and  dashing  her,  almost  roughly,  against  the 
impassive  rocks,  strode  onwards  without  one  lingering  glance  or 
in-iidging  sigh,  turning  bis  hack  to  the  rising  sun,  as  thongl. 
fully  refusing  the  one  offer  of  celestial  hope  that  dawns  each  morn- 
ing upon  a  guilty,  foggy  world.  So  he  strode  onwards,  tall,  solitary, 
glaring-eyed,  with  a  canker-worm  at  his  heart,  and  the  small, 
blm-eyed  flower  she  had  given  him  in  his  button-hole.  So  strode 
he  on,  and  so  was  lost  to  view. 

Then  poor,  erring,  wayward,  loving  BELLA,  free  at  last,  clomb  the 
sheer  cliff,  and  threw  herself  down  on  the  warm,  soft,  mown  grass, 
damp  with  the  dews  of  night,  as  with  the  tears  of  angels  on  sweet 
hay. 

I  don't  care  how  wicked  he  is,"  she  said  to  herself,  while 
tumbling  restlessly  among  the  poppies,  and  weeping  as  though  she 
would  cry  her  heart  out.  "I  have  lost  him!  He  has  gone! — for 
ever ! !  " 

The  Lark  rose,  singing  blithely,  and  was  lost  in  heaven. 

"  That  teas  a  Lark  !  "  she  exclaimed,  looking  upward.  "  He  has 
disappeared  !  Are  there  Larks  still  going  on  above  the  skies '(  " 

Frantic  passion,  utterly  uncurbed,  made  the  girl  recklessly  wick<  d. 
She  rolled  about  all  over  the  field,  among  the  long  grass,  so  that  tin 
farmer  might  as  well  have  had  a  hurricane  over  his  property,  so 
entirely  was  the  outline  of  her  soft,  plump  form  marked  out  in  the 
crushed  and  crumpled  herbage. 

"  I  am  not  one  of  those  little  muslin  dolls,"  she  cried,  in  un- 
governed  frenzy,  "  with  wax  heads  and  china  hands,  and  all  the 

*  H'/iat  the  Editor  says.— "  '  Lore-making ! '  If  this  sort  of  thing  is 
'  love-making,'  then  the  less  the  manufactured  article  is  patronised  the  better. 
We  have  written — on  behalf  of  three  out  of  four  of  the  Editing  Committee — 
to  request  that  we  may  have  no  more  of  this  in  the  present  novel.  We  are 
bound,  however,  by  our  duty  to  our  readers,  to  inform  them  that  our  Maiden 


distinguished  Authoress,  ask.'ia  it  necessary  to  invent  situations  which  demand 
such  'powerful'  writing?  l)o  you  not,  my  dear  lady  (we  say),  dwell  just  a 
little  too  much  on  what  might  be  (according  to  your  own  admirably  artistic 
suggestion  in  a  former  letter  to  us)  left  entirely  to  imagination.  For  j 
witli  respect  we  advance  this— why  couldn't  your  hero  say, '  /  hate  deceifed 
t/ou.  My  calm  are  false;  and  1  am  a  married  man.  Good-bye.'  Then, 
unable  to  restrain  his  emotion,  they  took  a  touching  farewell  of  one  another, 
and  so  parted.  There  you  are — in  a  nutshell.  Now,  isn't  your  graphic  and 
-  excuse  us-  rather  spun-out  description  of  their  embracing,  caressing,  hug- 
.,  both  far  too  much  and  far  too  strong  f— ED.  (for  Self  and  Partners). 
If'/iat  the  Authoress  says. — "  Too  strong  .'—nonsense  !  It  isn't  milk-and- 
water,  of  course,  but  there's  not  a  headache  in  a  hogshead  of  it.  When  I 
ottered  the  story,  \v\ijnmpedat  it.  Well,  now  you  can  skip  as  much  as  ymi 
don't  like.  There  isn't  much  more  ;  but  what  there  is  is  the  best  thinp  f'vt 
ever  written;  and  as  to  moral! — ah!  moral's  not  the  word.  Love  to  your 
Aunt — the  only  sensible  fellow  in  your  Committee." — K.  B. 


rest  sawdust.  I  can  feel:  lean.  Ugly,  pretty,  fat,  nice,  great, 
right-sized  thing !  "  she  said,  pinching  her  own  round,  firm  arm 
quite  fiercely.  "  There's  not  much  sawdust  in  you !  " 

So  she  went  on,  this  poor,  ungoverned  soul,  and  all  the  while 
the  little  watch  was  ticking  in  her  pocket,  at  her  left  side,  as  though 
to  remind  her  of  the  debt  due  from  poor  Humanity. 

Suddenly  she  leapt  up.  She  haa  told  DUSOVEU  that  a  policeman 
was  mining.  Had  she  been  right '(  Was  that  dark  form  apppia. •!,- 
ing  indeed  a  stern,  unbending  constable  \  True,  she  had  not  till 
this  moment  noticed  the  writing  of  the  finger  of  fate  on  the  board  in 
tin  Held,  yet  it  was  there,  clear  and  above-board,  "Trespassers  will 
be  prosecuted." 

"  Hallo,  young  woman !    What  the ' 

She  waited  for  no  more ;  but,  like  a  hunted  deer,  she  bounded 
over  the  hedge,  politely  stooping  her  head  beneath  the  interlacing 
kissing  boughs,  and  sprung  into  the  narrow  lane. 
(To  he  eontinutd.) 


THE    PHILADELPHIA    EXHIBITION. 

BOMI.NKXT  among  the  curi- 
osities to  be  exhibited  at 
the  forthcoming  World's 
Show,  we  have  little  ex- 
pectation that  there  will 
be  found  the  follow- 
ing:— 

Purse  manufactured  by 
the  Ladies  of  Philadel- 
phia, wherein  the  surplus 
money  paid  by  Kagland 
in  excess  of  the  sub- 
stantiated Alabama 
claims  will  be  speedily 
restored  (with  interest)  to 
the  British  Treasury. 

Case  containing  some 
choice  specimens  of  the 
work  of  the  Wire-pullers 
in  Congress. 

Autograph  Letter  from 
the  famous  ME.  1:  U;M-.\I  , 
offering  to  organise  a 
starring  tour  for  the 
KHEDIVE,  with  a  view  to 
the  recruitment  of  his 
State  finances. 

Scheme     for     securing 
perfect  purity  of  voting  in  all  future  Elections  of  President. 

Copkery-Book  containing  many  useful  recipes  for  the  cooking  of 
Municipal  Accounts  by  the  servants  of  the  public. 

Portrait  of  a  Lady  living  in  New  York,  who  has  been  induced  to 
travel  with  less  than  fifteen  trunks  and  bonnet-boxes. 
Code  of  Rules  of  the  Chace  for  the  place-hunters  at  Washington. 
A  Saltspoon  discovered  at  a  Continental  table-d'htite.    Supposed 
by  British  experts  to  be  an  unique  specimen. 

Photograph  of  a  Spanish  Bond,  with  the  words  "  Paid  in  full " 
legibly  inscribed  on  it. 

A  real  London  Sunbeam,  carefully  preserved  in  bottle  fey  a 
Boston  tourist. 

Razor  belonging;  to  an  English  Gentleman,  who  has  contrived  to 
shave  himself,  without  a  single  awkward  cut,  at  a  foreign  looking- 
glass. 

Forecast  of  the  Weather  expected  in  England  during  the  next 
twelve  months.  By  one  who  hardly  hopes  to  survive  its  eccen- 
tricities. 

Scheme  for  a  Sinking  Fund,  for  enabling  the  SCT.TAW  to  keep  his 
head  above  water. 

Autograph  exhibited  by  the  British  Admiralty,  to  show  who  was 
the  Author  of  the  famous  first  Slave  Circular. 

Working  model  of  a  Lavatory  for  publicly  washing  the  dirty 
linen  of  the  Government  at  Washington. 
Declaration  of  Independence  by  strong-minded  Mormon  La 
Machine  for  whitewashing  the  character  of  all  suspected  Civil 
Servants,  to  be  patented  by  Congress. 
Model  Hive  for  Spelling  Bees. 

Hough  draught  of  an  Act  of  Congress,  prohibiting  the  Piracy  of 
any  English  Author's  works  by  any  Yankee  Publisher. 


MRS.   GAMP  ON  THE  STOCK  EXCHANGE. 

"  WHICH  them  Egyptian  Bondholders  in  the  City  does  look  werry 
Khediverous,  I  must  say  !  " 
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BUTTONISM. 

"  I   HOPE  YOU  UNDERSTAND,    SlK,    THAT   I  'it    NOT    LEAVING!   BECAUSE    I  '\'E    ANY    FAULT    TO    FIND    WITH    THE    PLACE,    OR   WITH   THE 

OTHER  SERVANTS,  OR  WITH  MY  MISTRESS  OR  YOURSELF.     FAR  FROM  THAT — I  SHOULD  BE  MOST  HAPPY,  AT  ANY  TIME,  SIR,  TO  oive 
TUB  PL  ACS  A  CHARACTER!" 


NOBODY. 

(Dactyls  to  the  Great  Indefinite.') 

"  Nobody  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  for  this  lamentable  affair,  as  usual, 
nobody  is  to  blame." — -The  Echo  on  the  Mistletoe  and  Alberta  collision. 

HAPPY  immaculate  nullity !    Verily 

Things  with  thy  negative  essence  go  merrily. 

Puck  paradoxical,  imp  most  ubiquitous ; 

Blamelessly  guilty,  and  safely  iniquitous. 

Who  would  not  feel  half  in~  love  with  nihility, 

Seeing  thy  range  of  unbridled  ability  ? 

Lord  of  Misrule,  Muddle,  Mischief,  Mispolicy, 

Crassest  mismanagement,  flagrantest  folly  see 

Under  thy  regimen  famously  flourishing ! 

Nescience  thrives  through  thy  negative  nourishing ; 

Noodledom  owneth  thy  sway  autocratical — 

Men  when  they  mention  thee  miss  the  grammatical. 

Thou  be  surprised  at  whatever  men  say  of  thee ! 

Purely  preposterous !     'Tis  not  the  way  of  thee. 

O'er  the  Impossible  Mother  of  Victories, 

Bland  reconciler  of  blank  contradictories ! 

Helpless,  omnipotent,  stolid,  unshamable, 

Who  but  a  dufier  would  brand  thee  as  blamable  ? 

Yet  so  perplexed  is  thy  rule  paradoxical, 

(Thou  whom  the  saw-monger  s  much-quoted  "  Vox  "  I  call  *), 

Playest  the  General  Scapegoat.    Society 

Lays  to  thy  charge  every  form  and  variety, 

Grade  and  degree  of  delinquency.    Never  a 

Lodging-house  feline  could  furnish  so  clever  a 

Style  of  Pillgarlic.    'Tis  Nobody  (needlessly) 

Upsets  Utopian  apple-carts  heedlessly, 

Fathers  all  failures,  all  blunders  initiates, 

Ever  as  Folly's  factotum  officiates, 

*  Vox  el prceterea  nihil. 


Sets  silly  fashions,  compels  us  to  follow  them, 
Makes  nasty  nostrums,  persuades  fools  to  swallow  them, 
Shapes  the  conventions  which  make  life  a  mockery, 
Breaks  all  our  treaties,  our  windows,  and  crockery, 
Hearts  and  love-promises  (seldom  is  one  stable) ; 
Nobody  's  near — in  the  shape  of  a  constable — 
When  there 's  a  row,  and,  in  after-accounts  of  it, 
Nobody  's  sure  to  be  named  as  the  fount  of  it. 
Positive-Negative  Proteus  inscrutable ! 
Seeing  how  much  to  thy  power  is  imputable, 
How  shouldst  thou  wonder  at  what  muffs  may  lay  to  thee  ? 
Bear  all  their  burdens,  'tis  merely  child's  play  to  thee ! 
Big-wigs  may  bungle,  thou  bearest  the  punishment, 
Thou  art  not  moved  by  reproof  or  admonishment ; 
Each  serene  Sumph,  foolish,  luckless,  or  slow  body, 
Shifts  blame  to  thee— but  that 's  "  nothing  to  Nobody !  " 


Candid. 

(Father  and  Littte  Boy  laokiny  on  at  KENEALY'S  Easter-Monday 
Demonstration.) 

Little  Soy  (reading  Inscription  on  one  of  the  Banners}.  Papa, 
dear,  what  do  they  mean  by  "  those  braying  asses  of  St.  Stephen's  ''  " 

Papa.  The  Members  of  Parliament,  my  aear. 

Little  Hoy.  But  I  thought,  Papa,  DE.  KENEALY  was  a  Member  of 
Parliament 

Papa.  So  he  is,  my  dear.     And  there  's  the  joke  .' 


Orpheus  and  his  Loot. 

THAT  festive  maestro,  JACQUES  OFFENBACH,  has  been  tempted  to 
take  a  trip  to  America,  where  he  is  to  conduct  concerts  at  the  rate 
of  one  thousand  dollars  a  night.  On  such  terms  it  is  more  than 
probable  that  the  author  of  the  Grande  Duchesse  may  return  season 
after  season,  till  he  is  known  as  MONSIEUB  OFTEN -THJJRE-AND-BACK. 
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THE    NEW    BATTLE    OF    LIMERICK. 
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CORK  bates  the  world  for  butter, 

Unless  Waterford  out-out  her, 
And  Dublin,  Belfast,  Qalway  has  their  backers  leas  or  more ; 

But  for  fish-hooks,  gloves,  and  laces, 

And  the  colleens'  pretty  faces, 
'Tis  Limerick  bangs  all  places,  that  flower  of  Shannon  Shore  P 

'Twas  there  that  SIOTH  O'BRIEN, 

Of  the  ould  Milesian  Line, 
Was  mobbed  at  a  tay-party,  when  the  windy-blinds  they  tore ; 

And  now  Limerick  to  her  story 

Adds  a  ruction  still  more  gory, 
Resistin'  Home-Rule's  glory,  upon  Shannon  Shore ! 

Ye  Heroes  of  the  Nation, 

Keep  your  pathriot  indignation 
For  thraytors  that  would  sell  the  pass,  as  they  have  done  before  ? 

But  bad  cess  to  the  shillelagh 

Of  that  Fenian,  JOHN  DALY, 
Friends  and  Home-Rule  assailin'  upon  Shannon  Shore ! 

Oh,  iligant  the  views  is 

Out  of  "  The  George  "  and  "  Cruise's," 
Convanient  to  the  Crescent,  and  the  Club  first-floor. 

And  the  stone  nigh  Thomond  Bridge  is, 

Where  the  Saxon  sacrilegious 
Broke  the  treaty,  most  outrageous,  to  the  shame  of  Shannon  Shore. 

The  Home-Rulers  they  invited 

ISAAC  BUTT,  U.C.,  delighted, 
As  sure  he  a  right  had  to  be,  upon  that  score — 

Spite  of  Fenians  bent  on  baulkin' 

That  illustrious  Q.C.'s  talkin' 
And  the  Thrades  wid  banners  walkin'  along  Shannon  Shore. 

Wid  BUTT  there  came  O'SHAUGHNESSY, 

Though  not  so  great  a  man  as  he. 
To  prove  Home-Rule  the  panacy  for  poor  Ould  Ireland's  sore. 

And  O'SULLIVAN  faced  the  throng  wid  him, 

That  for  Limerick  sits  along  wid  him, 
Who  'd  have  thought  things  could  go  wrong  wid  him  upon  Shannon 
Shore! 

And  the  Bishop,  wid  his  Clargy, 

ll«  looked  and  talked  so  large,  he 
Thought  little  of  the  charge  he  would  see  e  er  all  was  o'er ; 

And  the  Priests  they  walked  in  honour 

Of  Home-Rule,  a  blessin'  on  her, 
And  the  Thrades  wid  bands  and  banners  delighted  Shannon  Shore. 

To  the  Crescent  they  marched  gaily, 

But  'twas  there  they  found  JOHN  DAXT, 
Wid  his  back  agm  the  railins,  and  some  fifty  Fenians  more, 

Each  an  alpeen  in  his  fist, 

To  which  ho  geV  a  twist. 
Ihen  let  fly  and  never  missed  the  head  he  meant  to  score ! 

'Twas  the  Fenians  that  begun 
On  Home-Rulers  ten  to  one, 
Knocked  the  wind  out  of  their  drums,  and  their  thrumpets  battered 
sore ; 


Sure  'twas  luck  that  MIVIIIKK  SJ.AITKBY 
Closed  his  shutters  ITU  the  batthrry, 
Or  his  plate-glass  front  had  suffered,  that  day,  on  Shannon  Shore. 

i:.,th  sides  "  Ould  Ireland!  "  cryin', 

Their  natc  black-thorns  was  ply  in', 

Blood  was  spilt,  and  boys  was  kilt,  and  drums,  coats,  banner 
sthrewed  the  flure : 

Says  O'Sui  LIVAN  to  O'Sii  \I-(.IINI>>V, 

"Where's  BUTT?    To  t;ill;  the  man  U  be; 
To  put  out  a  flame  or  fan,  as  he,  who  so  good  on  Shannon  Shore  ?  " 

But  eloquence  Parliamint'ry 

Finds  to  Irish  ears  no  intry, 
While  there  's  shillelaghs  going  among  foes,  or  friends,  still  more  : 

So  as  long  as  DALY'S  boys, 

Had  hands  alpecns  to  poise, 
Sure  they  'd  make  Burr  hould  his  noise  on  Shannon  Shore. 

But  in  spite  of  phillaloo. 

While  sticks  clashed  and  brickbats  flew, 
Burr's  iligant  discoorse  flowed  on  serene  amidst  the  roar, 

And  he  said  that  his  reception 

Was  a  triumph  that  bould  Neptune 
Had  never  seen  the  likes  of  since  his  tide  kissed  Shannon  Shore. 

Sure  the  sweetness  of  his  gammon 
Would  have  wiled  a  Shannon  salmon, 

While,  like  Kilkenny  cats,  the  boys  they  scrimmaged,  scratched, 

and  swore ; 

And  he  spoke  on  widout  shyin', 
Though  the  brickbats  they  was  thryin', 

And  both  sixes  sinseless  lyin',  along  the  Shannon  Shore. 

Oh  'twas  sure  a  lovely  sight, 

That  free  and  festive  fight — 
Who  dars  say  Limerick's  heart  is  not  Irish  to  the  core  ?— 

Tara's  harp,  brass  band,  and  fiddle, 

Flavin'  the  chune  of  "  Tara-diddle," 
Ruction  round,  and  in  the  middle,  Bun  cometherin'  Shannon  Shore ! 

When  Young  Ireland's  House  is  seen 

In  full  blast  on  Palace  Green, 
Will  they  take  votes  by  alpeen  betwixt  Burr's  and  DALY'S  corps? 

Will  hard  heads  and  hard  hits  sway  ? 

Or  will  humbug  win  the  day  ? 
For  a  forecast  of  that  future,  go  and  look  on  Shannon  Shore  ? 


DISAPPOINTED  OF  DANA. 

'TwiXT  the  cup  and  the  lip  we  encounter  a  slip.  We  anticipated 
the  arrival  of  a  well-known  gentleman  of  high  character,  culture, 
and  attainments,  as  Ambassador  from  the  United  States— MB.  DANA, 
the  author  of  Two  Years  Before  the  Mast.  But  the  Senate — as 
represented  by  its  Foreign  Committee — has  refused  to  confirm 
PRESIDENT  GRANT'S  nomination.  MR.  DANA  is  rejected  on  a  charge 
of  "  literary  piracy,"  preferred  by  that  model  of  moral  and  political 
purity,  GENERAL  BUTLER.  The  alleged  piracy,  if  proved,  would 
consist  of  an  insignificant  infringement,  in  editing  an  edition  of 
Wheaton's  International  Late,  of  a  disputed  copyright  in  certain 
notes  to  a  previous  edition.  As  MR.  DANA  denies  the  piracy, 
GENERAL  BUTLER  further  charges  him  with  falsehood ;  and,  having 
denied  it  on  oath,  further  still  with  perjury.  The  piracy  would  be 
merely  technical  if  true.  And  to  be  sure  MR.  DANA  once  stood 
against  GENERAL  BUTLER  in  the  Essex  district  for  Congress,  and  the 
Democratic  section  of  the  Senate  had  political  reasons  for  voting 
lis  rejection.  But  never  let  us  suppose  they  were  swayed  by  these. 
Trust  we  rather  that  an  extreme  and  oversensitively  nervous  horror 
of  "literary  piracy"  carried  them  away;  that  their  judgment  was 
perverted  by  excessive  scrupulosity  lest  the  faintest  shadow  of  a 
shade  of  a  suspicion  of  literary  piracy  should  sully  the  fair  name  of 
an  American  Foreign  Minister. 

This  too  fastidious  moral  sense  of  respect  for  the  rights  of  author- 
ihip  has  expressed  itself  in  gross  injustice  and  indignity  to  MR. 
OANA.  We  are  very  sorry  for  that.  But  onr  sorrow  cannot  but 
lerive  some  assuagement  from  a  selfish  hope.  How  gratifying  to 
>ehold  the  Senate  of  the  United  States  now  at  length  suddenly 
iwakened  to  the  enormity  of  "literary  piracy,"  and  that  piracy, 
lowever  trifling,  represented,  however  falsely,  to  have  been  com- 
mitted in  compiling  notes  to  a  treatise  on  International  Law !  The 
lew  abhorrence  of  the  United  States'  Senate  for  that  species  of 
heft  is  doubtless  shared  by  the  House  of  Representatives,  and 
British  authors  and  publishers  may  now  of  course  expect  with  per- 
*ect  confidence  that  the  American  Congress  and  Government  will  at 
:heir  very  earliest  possible  convenience  unite  in  enacting  a  conven- 
ion  with  this  country  for  a  scheme  of  International  Copyright. 
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A    DREAM    OF    MAGNIFICENT    UGLY    MEN. 

D.KAH  MR.  PUNCH, 

IN  the  admirable  novel,  Gone  Wrong,  which  is  now  appearing  in  your  columns,  the  Hero  is  described  as  "a  magnificent  ugly  man," 
a  favourite  type  with  certain  lady -writers  of  the  period.  Being  anxious  to  obtain  work  as  a  book-illustrator,  I  beg  to  send  you  a  few  specimens 
of  that  particular  kind  of  hero  ;  they  are  all  carefully  drawn  from  Nature,  as  far  as  the  face  is  concerned,  several  of  my  friends  having  kindly 
volunteered  to  sit  to  me  with  their  features  flattened  against  a  window-pane,  and  otherwise  distorted.  The  torsos  and  legs  have  been  copied 
from  an  anatomical  lay-figure,  dressed  in  appropriate  costume, — and  I  owe  the  hirsute  appearance  of  the  neck,  hands,  &c.  (so  dear  to  some  lady- 
novelists),  to  a  stuffed  ape  in  my  possession.  I  have  also  conscientiously  laboured  to  imbue  their  physiognomies  with  as  much  vice,  selfishness, 
and  ferocity,  as  the  size  of  the  drawing  will  admit,  and  I  think  you  will  own  they  are  not  the  kind  of  persons  to  be  trifled  with. 
Trusting  that  you  will  accord  me  the  favour  of  publicity  in  your  widely  circulated  journal, 


P.S. — I  enclose  my  card. 


I  remain,  your  obedient  servant, 


STICKLEBACK. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

(A  Matter-of-fact  Idyll.) 

IT  was  a  lovely  spring  day.  The  sun  was  shining  brightly  in  a 
cloudless  sky,  and  the  bushes  were  green  with  early  leaf -Jbuds.  It 
was  during  the  recess,  and  Punch  was  enjoying  his  holiday.  He 
was  lying  on  his  back  near  a  silvery  stream.  In  his  right  hand  he 
held  a  tiny  cigarette,  and  in  his  left  he  clasped  a  newspaper.  As  he 
looked  up  into  the  cloudless  sky,  and  heard  the  murmur  of  the 
running  brook,  he  could  not  help  contrasting  the  pleasant  peace  of 
the  country  with  the  reckless  riot  of  the  town.  And  as  he  pondered, 
he  heard  the  sweet  voice  of  the  Nightingale. 

"Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  charming  aong-bird !  "  he  whispered. 
"  You  are  early  this  year.  You  seldom  make  your  appearance 
before  May.  You  are  very  early." 

"Not  too  early,  Mr.  Punch,"  replied  a  gentle  voice.  "Now 
don't  move !  "  it  continued,  as  the  Sage  was  about  to  turn.  "  You 
'tunnot  see  me.  Enough  that  you  hear  my  words.  Npt  too  early.  I 
s^y  ;  for  my  voice  is  needed  as  an  advocate  for  the  sick  poor — the 
sick  poor  who  linger  and  die  in  the  great  city  over  yonder." 

"  My  dear  Madam,  I  am  all  attention,"  Punch  answered. 


was  the  central  figure." 

"  I  made  a  mistake  just  now,  Madam.    I  gave  you  a  wrong  title. 
In  the  hospital  at  Scutari  you  were  called  an  angel." 

' '  I  am  satistied  to  call  myself  a  Nurse,  a 


and  as  a  Nurse — a  Nurse  of 


large  experience — I  wish  to  speak  to  you,  to  ask  you  to  add  your 
efforts  to  my  own  in  the  cause  of  the  suffering  poor.  Do  you  know 
what  illness  means  when  it  reaches  the  homes  of  the  labouring 
classes  P " 

"  Yes.    I  have  read  the  newspapers." 

"  Ah,  but  you  must  see  the  misery  yourself  to  understand  the  full 
meaning  of  the  word.  When  disease  enters  the  poor  man's  dwelling, 
what  was  once  a  little  better  than  a  hovel  becomes  a  pigstye.  And 
it  is  the  District  Nurse  (whose  cause  I  plead)  who  must  lead  the  van 
in  the  crusade  against  dirt  and  fever-nests — the  crusade  to  let  light 
and  air  and  cleanliness  into  the  worst  rooms  of  the  worst  places  of 
sick  London.  It  is  she  who  must  show  the  poor  how  to  make  their 
rooms  clean.  She  must  sweep  and  dust  away,  empty  and  wash  out 
all  the  appalling  dirt  and  foulness.  She  must  rub  the  windows, 
sweep  the  fireplace,  carry  out  and  shake  the  hits  of  old  sacking  and 
carpet,  and  lay  them  down  again,  fetch  fresh  water  and  fill  the 
kettle,  and  make  the  bed.  And  when  she  has  done  all  this,  her  real 
work  commences  as  a  sick  nurse." 

"  Never-ending,  thankless  toil,"  murmured  Punch. 

"  Not  so,"  replied  the  gentle  voice.  "It  may  be  never-ending, 
for  it  may  begin  again  and  again  in  new  room  after  new  room  ;  but 
it  is  not  thankless.  To  give  the  poor  a  clean  home  is  to  bestow  as 
great  a  benefit  as  can  be  conferred  upon  them.  This  is  the  way  to 
depauperise  them.  When  a  poor  woman's  house  is  once  clean,  it  is 
her  pride  to  keep  it  clean.  She  has  been  taught  by  the  District 
Nurse  what  to  do,  and  the  lesson  is  not  thrown  away  upon  her.  In 
one  case,  where  a  Nurse  had  tidied  up  one  of  the  most  loathsome  dens 
imaginable,  on  the  day  following  the  cleansing,  the  eldest  girl,  a 
child  of  eight,  scoured  the  place,  and  was  found  perched  on  a  three- 
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I  ASHION'S  LAST  CONQUEST. 


(flee  Es/ 

' ''—  I'uncli,  .-Ijn-il  ^-'.) 


In.  "  tiints 


( )  I.uui .-.  of  London  and  Paris, 

\Vhosc  faces  are  radiant  and  fair, 
Unimproved  by  a  head-dress  that  carries 

Rion  plumage  of  birds  of  tin-  air ! 
In  the  lioulevards  and  eke  Piccadilly 

\\'ill  you  flutter  bright  winfjs  without  shame, 
Wh<  I,  showy  and  silly, 

Are  doing  the  same  'f 

The  birdcatcher  (destined  to  Hades) 

Is  netting  the  commons  for  you. 
The  elegant  ebony  ladies 

Are  eager  to  decorate  too. 
Yuur  niters  in  sable  all  oharkb 

A  love  fur  bright  eulours,  and  hewe 

Multitudinous  humming-birds  perish 

To  gladden  their  sense. 

Their  vanity  needed  no  tutor. 

You  teach  them.     Your  folly  destroys 
The  robin,  untireable  ftuter, 

Inviolate  even  to  boys. 
Kre  a  Lady  of  fashion  can  gird  her 

White  brow  with  appropriate  gems, 
We  must  hear  of  the  kingfisher's  murder 
On  Avon  or  Thames. 

Oil  let  the  winged  melodists  utter 

Kieh  music,  delicious  to  hear  ; 
And  let  the  bright-feathered  ones  Mutter 

Their  plumage  without  any  fe:ir ! 
In  your  bonnets  they  hardly  will  figure, 

Admiration  as  like  to  allure, 
When  you  think  of  the  plume-flaunting  Nigger — 
Your  caricature. 


FAINT    PRAISE." 

Little  Landscape  Painter  (gleefully).    "  GOOD   Mor.xi.xc,    Sn;.      I'M    OLAD — I 

BELIEVE— I'VE   HEAKD — THE  ACADEMY  HAVE  ACCEPTED   MY   1'lOTURE — — " 

Phutntle,  R.A.  (on  the  Hanging  Committee,  vrith  six  "  Bogies  "  on  the  Line).  "OH, 
VES,  BROWN,  'RECOLLECT  PASSINO  IT.  AXD  IT  CAME  UP  WITH  SUCH  A  LOT  o' 
lirr.msii,  IT  LOOKED  A  PERFECT  GKM  ! !  " 


A  Flattering   Invitation. 

WE  believe  we  break  no  confidence  in  mentioning 
the  rumour  that,  inspired  by  certain  pregnant  words  of 
the  PREMIER  of  England,  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisco 
have  resolved  upon  petitioning  the  PRESIDENT  OF  THE 
UNITED  STATES  to  assume  forthwith  the  title  of  the 
EMPEROR  OF  CALIFORNIA,  in  order  to  protect  that  State 
from  Chinese  annexation. 


legged  stool,  trying  to  wash  the  dirty  linen  with  her  poor  little  thin 
arms." 

"The  District  Nurse  must  be  the  Angel  in  the  House,"  said 
Punch. 

"  You  shall  hear  what  her  duties  are  before  you  decide.  First, 
she  has  to  nurse.  Secondly,  she  has  to  put  the  room  in  nursing 
order ;  that  is,  to  make  the  room  such  as  a  patient  can  recover  in. 
Thirdly,  to  bring  such  sanitary  defects  as  produce  sickness  and 
death  to  the  notice  of  the  Public  Officer  whom  they  may  concern. 
Nursing  means  keeping  records  of  the  patient's  state,  including 
pulse,  temperature,  &c.,  for  the  doctor,  and  attending  to  every 
want.  When  the  room  is  in  nursing  order,  the  work  of  the  hardest- 
worked  housemaid  has  been  performed.  When  sanitary  defects  are 
pointed  out,  dust-bins  are  emptied,  water-butts  are  cleaned,  and 
defective  water  supply  and  drainage  arc  examined  and  remedied." 

"  Hard  work,  indeed  !  "  murmured  Punch, 

"  So  hard,"  continued  the  gentle  voice,  "that  when  the  Nurses 
return  to  their  homes  they  must  rest.  They  have  other  things  to  do 
than  to  cook  for  and  wait  upon  themselves.  And  the  homes  and  the 
Nurses  both  cost  money.  Each  District  Nurse  must  have,  before  she 
is  qualified,  a  month's  trial  in  district  work,  a  year's  training  in 
hospital  work,  and  a  quarter's  training  in  district  nursing  under  the 
Superintendent-General . " 

"  And  what  has  been  done  up  to  the  present  time?"  asked  Punch. 
lie  had  grown  accustomed  to  the  voice,  and  he  listened  with  interest 
to  the  answer. 

"  There  is  but  one  District  Homo  witli  five  hospital-trained  Nurses, 
and  three  Nurse-candidates.  To  make  the  scheme  a  success,  with 
branches  extending  over  the  metropolitan  area,  a  capital  of  £20,000, 
and  an  income  of  £5,000  a-year  are  needed1." 

"One  more  question,"  said  Punch.  "Where  may  subscriptions 
be  sent ': " 

"  To  the  Secretary  of  the  Metropolitan  and  National  Nursing 
Association,  21),  liloomsbury  Square,  W.C." 


And  then  Punch  woke ;  for  he  had  dreamed  a  dream. 

Not  quite  a  dream,  for  in  his  hand  he  held  a  paper  containing  a 
letter  signed  "  FLORENCE  NIUHTISOALK."  He  read  the  last  few 
lines: — 

"  I  ask  the  public  not  to  add  one  more  charity  or  relief  agency  to  the  many 
that  are  already,  but  to  iupport  a  charity — truly  '  metropolitan '  in  its  scope, 
and  truly  '  national '  if  earned  out— which  never  hag  been  before." 

And  as  he  read  these  words,  the  nightingale  in  the  sky  sang  its 
song. 

"  You  are  outdone !  "  exclaimed  Punch.  "  There  is  a  Nightingale 
still  upon  the  earth  who  sings  a  sweeter  song  than  yours — a  song 
that  should  find  its  echo  in  the  hearts  of  the  rich,  and  have  for  a 
reward  the  earnest  blessings  of  the  suffering  poor." 


A  Wholesome  Mixture. 

IN  a  recent  number  of  the  Scutmnnn  will  be  found  an  announce- 
ment of  a  marriage  between  a  scion  of  the  house  of  JAMESON,  of 
Dublin  whiskey'renown,  and  a  ditto  of  the  house  of  HAI<;,  ef  the 
celebrated  Cameron  Bridge  Scotch  distillery.  May  the  mixture  lead 
to  nothing  but  the  best  spirits  on  both  sides  ;  and  may  there  have 
been  no  preliminary  refusal-oil  to  mar  the  smaok  of  meeting  lips, 
and  the  blend  of  loving  hearts  in  the  new  tirm,  let  us  hope  never  to 
be  shaken,  of  HAIO,  JAMKSON  &  Co. 


Apis  Orthographica. 
"  Acri  mtttis  ccelaiia  dona." 

Moi  gran'vather  'ee  went  xure-ly 
To  zee.  the  Ondustryous  Ylea  ; 

But  naw  the  Parson,  they  tells  I, 
'As  got  a  Spellin'  Bee. 
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WHEN    YOU    ARE    ABOUT    IT. 

Magister  Familias  (parting  with  his  Bidlcr).  "  HBRE  is  THK  LETTER,  FLANAGAN.      I  CAN  CONSCIENTIOUSLY  SAT  YOU  ARE  HONEST 
AND  ATTENTIVE,  BUT  I  SHOULD  HAVE  TO  STRETCH  A  POINT  IF  I  WERE  TO  SAT  YOU  ARE  SOBER." 

Mr.  Flanagan.  "  THANK  YOU,  SOR.      BUT  WHEN  YOU  ARE  AFTHER  STHRITCHIN'  A  POINT,  SOR,  WOULDN'T  YOU  STHRITCH  IT  A  LITTLE 

FURTHER,  AND  SAY  7'jf  AFTEN  SOBER  !  !" 


THE  HEAD-QUARTERS  OF  HEALTH. 

Ax  illustration  of  the  saying  that  the  shoemaker's  wife  and 
children  are  ever  of  all  people  the  worst  shod,  more  signal  even  than 
that  exhibited  by  the  ill-ventilated  Royal  Institution,  the  chief  seat 
of  Chemistry,  presents  itself  in  the  ill-drained  public  offices  at 
Wliitehall,  the  quarters,  inter  alia,  of  the  Local  Government  Board, 
successor  to  the  Board  of  Health.  Of  these  offices,  which  are  among 
the  recent  achievements  of  the  contractors  under  the  Board  of  Works — 

"  The  drainage  is  BO  defective  that  visitors  to  the  building,  and  those  whose 
unfortunate  lot  com  pels  them  to  pass  their  lives  there,  are  forced  to  breathe  an 
atmosphere  which  their  sense  of  smell  soon  tells  them  is  tainted  with  sewer 
pis.  The  drains  pass  in  some  parts  under  the  buildings,  the  joints  are  de- 
fective, and  the  buildings  have  settled,  the  result  being  that  the  basement  is 
in  parts  flooded.  The  whole  energies  of  the  Board  of  Works  are  occupied  in 
ctfecting  little  ridiculous  economies  in  articles  of  office  furniture ;  and  unless 
some  champion  arise  to  stir  them  up,  many  a  poor  fellow  will  suffer  from  the 
eli'ects  of  breathing  polluted  air,  as  I  understand  some  already  have." 

Thus  far,  in  the  Times  "  OMUIA  SANITAS."  This  ought  to  be  the 
motto  of  the  Board  of  Works,  hut  at  Whitehall  we  find,  on  the 
contrary,  qtuedam,  and  pktrima — indeed,  insanitas.  Not  only  are 
sanitary  arrangements  conspicuous  by  their  absence,  hut  conditions 
thence  resulting  are  odoriferous  from  their  presence.  The  basement 
of  that  building  is  evidently  in  a  most  vile  state  ;  and  the  filth,  not 
removed  from  it  by  being  laid  at  the  door  of  the  Board  of  Works, 
may  be  pointed  to  as  an  example  of  the  lowest  depth  of  muddle. 
Obviously,  an  outbreak  of  typhoid  fever  is  imminent  at  the  very 
centre  of  sanitary  authority.  Sanitary  Reform,  like  Charity,  should 
li(-f*in  at  home.  Let  the  Board  of  Works  set  some  Hercules  imme- 
diately at  work  to  cleanse  its  own  Augean  stable,  and  not  leave  it  a 
warning  in  the  nose  of  all  local  authorities  who  come  to  consult  their 
central  oracle,  "  how  not  to  do  it." 


MOTTO  POK  THE  ROYAL  TITLES  BILL.— "  Divide,  et  Impera." 


AN  EARNEST  HINT  TO  SIGNOR  ROSSI. 
CABO  SIGNORE, 

LET  me  begin  by  expressing  my  sincere  sympathy  with  you 
under  your  mortifying  extinction  of  voice.  But  then,  why  do  you 
give  such  a  handle  to  our  crueLEagt  wind  as  is  presented  by  lower 
limbs  indifferently  protected  by  tights  of  black-silk  webbing  ?  Do, 
I  implore  you,  for  the  sake  of  appearances,  as  well  as  more  effectual 
protection  from  the  "  ethereal  mildness  "  of  our  English  spring,  add 
a  black-velvet  skirt  to  your  black-velvet  jerkin.  If  you  could  only 
see  yourself  as  others  saw  you  on  Wednesday  !  •  You  looked,  for  all 
the  world,  like  a  respectable  butler  or  groom  of  the  chambers  who 
had  forgotten  to  put  on  a  coat  over  his  sleeved  waistcoat.  But  the 
butler  would  have  spared  us  the  comical  effect  of  a  broad  baldric  of 
gilt  plates  worn  obliquely  over  his  black  tights  and  portly  bow- 
window.  A  yard  of  black  velvet  will  do  it  all,  and  make  you  at 
once  more  comely  and  more  comfortable.  I  repeat,  people  can't 
afford  to  go  about  in  an  English  April,  with  their  lower  limbs  cased 
in  black-web  tights,  et  preeterea  nihil. 

Yours,  with  best  wishes  and  kindest  regards, 


An  Australian   Eden. 

HERE  's  a  prospect  !  Talk  of  the  Recruiting  '  Sergeant  and  bis 
cmdeur  de  rose  —  how  about  the  Emigration  Agent  'i  Read  the 
following,  cut^f'rom  a  Bristol  paper,  oh,  working-men  —  and  don't 
believe  it  ! 

WANTED,  Emigrants  for  Queensland,  the  finest  and  richest  country 
in  the  world.  In  ten  years  a  working-man  can  easily  secure  a  splendid 
landed  estate,  and  be  the  owner  of  minerals,  timber,  game,  &c.  Instead  of 
strikes  and  starvation,  he  can  there  sit  under  his  own  vine,  with  plenty  in 
his  pantrv.  No  game  laws,  no  class  exclusiveness,  but  liberty  and  kangaroos. 
Terms  :  Farm  labourers,  free  ;  tradesmen,  £5,  and  £3  for  wife  ;  domestic 
servants  free,  and  train  far*  to  London  paid.  Next  ship,  -  ,  from  London, 
May  6.  —  Apply  immediately,  &c. 


PrinteJ  t>T  Jo«ppri  BraltVof  No.  30,  Lomine  Road,  Holloway.  In  th*-  Parish  of  St.  Mary,  Islington,  tn  the  Coun'.Tof  Middles'1*,  at  thp  **r<ntinit  Offices  of  Messrs.  Bradbury,  Airnew.AOo  .Lombard 
btrect,  in  the  Precinct  of  Whitefrian,,  in  the  City  of  J.ondon,  and  published  l>y  him  at  No.  i 5,  Fleet  Sireet,  in  tue  Parish  of  3t.  Bride, City  of  London.— SATURDAY,  April  i),  IBTft. 
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PARLIAMENT. 


voice  1o  speak  -declares  .,/,,,  doesn't  want  it.     Who  does  want  it  ? 
to  be  asked-or,  at  lca»t,  it  asked,  not  to  be  answered— 


in  i-t'p— Lion!  Wha 
is  the  use  of  growling 
any  longer  ?  Time  i 
gone  by ;  majoritie; 
ar^mighty;  DISRAEL 
is  determined ;  thi 
advice  will  be  given  , 
the  Proclamation  wil 
be  issued ;  the  title 
will  be  assumed  ;  anc 
VICTORIA,  Queen  01 
England,  will  be 
henceforth  VICTORIA, 
Empress  of  India. 
Such  is  theposition  in 
which  the  House  finds 
the  BENJAMIN'S  mess 
of  the  Imperial  Titles 
on  reassembling  after 
Easter  (Monday, 
April  Zf).  Lai;,  in, 
le  veut.  Ainti  soil-it. 
England— except  that 
portion  of  England 
which  would  rather 
be  rid  of  a  Queen  al- 
together —  does  not 
want  it.  India— in 
go  far  as  she  has  a 
That  is  the  question  not 


as  MR.  ANDERSON  found  out,  when 


aiv  ,.,;-,---» -|.'^«-k.  a  answers  "'is  Sn^dto  Ministe^  *».V^ZZ%5Zffi%£ 

KJ^&J^JSssEMg:^^ 


1     i""  '.'!  Ul-C  way  °f  P"*™'"'™  ap»™t  a  bnder  wind,  ,1 

m  comraon  with  the  °verw  ™ 


ngland  shut  her  eyes-Mof  open  her  month-and  sec  what  the  Ql'KEX  will  give  her. 


Who  knows  P  She  may  have  had  her  Royal 
eves  opened  to  the  real  state  of  the  case  at 
tin-  eleventh  hour,  and  may  shrink  from 
the  change  of  title  after  all  I  \t  all  events, 
1'nnrh  won't  believe  in  "  VICTORIA  Im- 
IH'riili-i'.r"  till  he  has  it  under  her  own 
Royal  hand.  (Poor  Pu»rh  !  Ko  he  wrote 
some  da\-  a^io.  II.  has  it  now. 

ki'.-e.t  la  I  Saturday.) 
Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  those  debates  in  Com- 
mittee  on    the    Merchant   Shipping    Bill! 
with  the  puzzle-hi  adi-d  but  eminently  well- 
ing   l'i:i -ini.vr   OK    Tin:    BOARD    OF 
Tim  le,  and  the  almost  as 

:iid    still   bitter  meaning, 
Mem  'i  the  other.     Id  ' 

the  two,  whnt  should  be  debates  sink  into 
wrangles,  and  neither  cur  si-eras  quite  to 
i\hat  tb.  other  is  at.  Wrangle  No.  1 
mil  Grain  Cargoes.  MR.  PLIMSOLL 
uanls  topfMQrtba  the  means  of  safety :  to 
regulate  by  Act  of  Parliament  the  shape, 
si/e,  and  thickness  of  shifting-boards  for 
such  cargoes.  Those  who  have  framed  the 
Hill  have  In  en  satisfied  to  require  means 
tor  obviating  shift  of  cargoes,  without  pre- 
scribing those  means.  Punch  would  say, 
by  the  light  of  coiiiiiion  sense,  that  those  in 

lie  Hill  have  the  best  of  it. 
.ngle    No.    •_'   was    over    Deck-loads. 
body  who  knows  anything  of  the  sub- 
ject admit*  \\inter  deck-loads  to  be  one  of 
the  most  fruitful  sources  of  danger  to  life 
at  sea. 

MR.  PLIUOOLL  wants  absolute  prohibi- 
tions of  such  loads,  with  due  exceptions 
to  be  li\cd  by  the  Board  of  Trade.  All 
the  Board  of  Trade  will  concede  is,  that 
deck -loads  shall  pay  tonnage-dues.  But 
the.knowing  ones  seem  agreed  that  if  MR. 
PLIMSOLL  asks  too  much,  the  Government 
give  too  little. 

Hours  were  spent  in  beating  about  the 
bush,  till  SIR  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE  stepped 
in  to  help  his  lame  brother  ADDKRI.KY  over 
the  stile,  and  got  MR.  PLIMSOLL  defeated 
by  108  to  75. 

Is  it  unite  impossible  to  import  a  little 
more  clearness  of  head  and  distinctness. of 
purpose  into  the  Government  conduct  of 
;heBill?  Sin  CUABLES  ought  surely  to  have 
i  foot  to  put  down,  considering  what  a  foot 
ic  has  to  put  in.  Why  don't  well-meaning 
men  learn  to  convey  their  meaning !' 

Tuesday.— We  have  already  expressed 
.he  quintessence  of  what  passed  to-night 
ibout  the  Royal  Titles  Bill  between  the 
leads  of  Her  Majesty's  Government,  and 
Ter  Majesty's  Opposition.  Besides,  now 
he  Proclamation  has  been  issued,  why  waste 
more  words  on  what  is  past  praying  against  ? 

Wednesday.  —  PKNTIIESILF.A  in  arms, 
mder  the  male  mask  of  the  Member  for 
darylebone.  All  the  old  arguments,  for 

and  against  Female  Eranchise  trotted  out 
n  better  form  than  ever.  A  curious  divi- 
ion  of  the  BRIOUTS.  JACOB  for  the  Ladies ; 
Irother-in-Law  LKATIIAM,  and  Brother 
mi  N  against. 

The  honest  avowal  of  plain  JOHN  that 
e  was  wrong  when  he  voted  with  STUART 
1 1 1. 1.  for  giving  votes  to  the  Spinsters  and 
Vidows,  had  a  great  deal  to  do  in  dt  1. 1  - 
nining  the  division  (239  to  152)   against  the 
lemher  for  Marylebone. 
MB.  SMOLLETT,  victim  of  his  name,  flunr 
good  deal  of  the  mud  which  he  mistakes 
or  wit  into  the  Ladies'  iac,  -  Iprok  fudor  !). 
nd  Mi;.  FA\M  i  i  i  BfaTe  him  a  \v<  11-di  -- 
i ]>  over  the  knuckles  for  it.  ]  lescended  from 
thor  of  7{<ii/rrii'k  liiniilniii.  let  n 

Mn.S.  di  sei-nd  below  him.     Hi-  is  old  enough 

to  have  learnt  that  his 

style  of  humour  is  t<«>  coars,-  W  modern 
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AFTER-DINNER    CRITICISM. 

"  For  when  our  veins  are  filled  , 

With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest- like  fasts."— SHAKSPEARE  :  Coriolantis. 

Gwsl  (who  has  had  a  pleasant  evening,  will  jttst  have  a  look  at  his  Host's  Pictures  before  he  goes).   "  YESH—  (hie)—  'LIKE  THA'  PICTSH'RE  ! 
Fi'  LANSHC'PE  !     'LIKE  THE  TKEESH  !    'BRANSHKS  WAVE  'BOUT  s'  NASH'RALLY  !  !  !  " 


MB.  CHAPLIN  gave  a  neat  summary  of  the  chief  supporters  of  a 
Feminine  Franchise,  as  "  Masculine  women  and  feminine  men." 
Punch  himself  could  not  have  put  it  more  epigrammatically. 
Loving,  reverencing,  and  looking  up  to  the  sex,  as  Mr.  Punch.Aoos, 
he  must  needs  rejoice  in  the  defeat  of  those  who  would  carry  Woman 
into  about  the  dirtiest  field  that  Man  has  to  work  in —  Politics. 

Thursday. — The  Lords  reassembled.  LORD  STRATHEDEN  AND 
CAMPBELL  called  attention  to  the  Felsted  Scandal,  and  the  BISHOP 
OF  ROCHESTER  did  not  succeed  in  clearing  himself  of  the  discredit  of 
having  dismissed  a  laborious  and  successful  Head-Master  without 
inquiry,  on  the  ex  parte  showing  of  Trustees,  who,  not  to  put  too 
fine  an  edge  on  it,  nad  in  ho  way  entitled  themselves  to  such  con- 
fidence in  their  discretion. 

One  thing  is  quite  true.  After  speaking  his  mind  as  freely  as  he 
had  done,  the  Master  of  Felsted  could  clearly  not  have  gone  on  in 
his  work  with  advantage  to  the  school  under  such  a  Board  of  Trustees. 
As  the  Trustees  were  fixtures,  there  was  no  alternative  but  for  the 
Master  to  go.  But  the  question  still  remains,  Who 'was  to  blame  for 
bringing  matters  to  this  issue  ? 

LOUD  HENNIKEH  tried  to'[shift  the  saddle  off  the  Trustees  and 
on  to  the  Head-Master.  Punch  agrees  with  LORD  CAMPBELL  that  the 
attempt  was  not  successful.  For  the  Bishop— well,  least  said  soonest 
mended.  Only  one  thing  seems  clear— the  REV.  MR.  GRIONON  is  well 
rid  of  Felsted.  But  we  should  have  felt  happier,  if,  as  he  went,  the 
Bishop  had  been  seen  at  Ms  side  rather  than  that  of  the  Trustees.  ; 
(Commons.)  —  The  third  bout  of  the  fencing-match  between  the 
Leaders,  a  propos  of  the  Royal]  Titles  Bill.  See  above  for  its  sub- 
stance. Fresh  interlude  of  the  great  Merchant  Shipping  Muddle. 

The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQTTER  stepped  in  as  deus  ex  ma- 
cJn'nn,  and  announced,  to  the  great  relief  of  the  House,  in  the  teeth 
of  all  SIR  CHARLES  ADPERLEY  has  been  painfully  hammering  out 
for  the  last  two  nights,  that  the  Government  had  decided  to  intro- 
duce a  clause  directly  dealing  with  Deck-loads  of  Timher-sh  i  ps  in  the 
winter  months,  and  hoped  to  frame  a  clause  to  prevent  or  punish 
the  improper  loading  of  foreign  ships. 


SIR  W.  HARCOURT  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  double-thonging  the 
Ministerial  management  of  the  Merchant  Shipping  Bill  for  about  an 
jour,  till  the  ears  of  the  House  were  almost  as  tired  as  his  tongue. 
But  the  House  dropped  back  into  the  original  muddle  on  the  great 
Battle-ground  of  Load-line.  Think  of  discussing  for  ever  so  long 
whether  "  Billy-boys  "  should  or  should  not  be  obliged  to  mark  a 
disc  amidships!  De  minimis  non  curat  lex,"  say  the  lawyers. 
They  never  anticipated  these  debates  on  the  Merchant  Shipping  Bill. 

Friday  (Lords).— In  reply  to  LORD  BLACHFOHD,  LORD  CAR- 
NARVON threw  what  light  he  could  on  the  Barbadoes  "  scare."  It 
seems  pretty  clear  that  the  Planters'  party  either  actually  wild,  or 
pretending  to  be  wild,  with  fear  of  the  Niggers,  is  running  a-muck 
at  GOVERNOR  HENNESSY,  in  the  hope  of  getting  him  summarily 
recalled.  Meanwhile,  their  telegrams,  read  by  the  light  of  one  from 
COLONEL  SARGENT  commanding  the  Military  at  Barbadoes,  are 
clearly  chargeable  with  gross  exaggeration. 

While  reserving  judgment  till  the  arrival  of  more  dispassionate 
accounts  of  the  facts,  Punch  trusts— as  he  believes  the  country,  and 
GOVERNOR  HENNESSY,  and  the  Planters,  and  the  friends  of  both,  may 
safely  trust— LORD  CARNARVON.  Thus  far  there  is  nothing  to  show 
that  the  Planters  have  not  been  more  in  fault  than  the  Governor. 

(Commons).— MR.  EUSTACE  SMITH  asked  for  a  Select  Committee  to 
inquire  into  the  mode  in  which  the  Bengal  Famine  was  met.  MR. 
SMITH  complains  of  extravagance.  SIR  G.  CAMPBELL  vindicated  the 
Indian  authorities. 

LORD  G.  HAMILTON  deprecated  the  proposed  inquiry. 

ME.  FAWCETT  dcelarea  it  would  do  great  good. 

MR.  GRANT  DUFF  declared  it  would  do  enormous  mischief. 

Mr.  Punch  admired  Doctors'  differences— and  wondered  which 
JOHN  BULL  would  have  considered  the  worst  extravagance— to  lose  a 
few  thousands  in  money,  and  no  life,  or  to  lose  a  few  thousands  in 
lives,  and  no  money. 

The  Committee  was  refused  by  149  to  46 ;  and  Punch  can't  say 
he  is  sorry.  On  this  matter  he  would  rather  be  wrong  with  SIR 
GEORGE  CAMPBELL  than  right  with  MR.  EUSTACE  SMITH. 
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MR.    PUNCH    TO    A    VERY    PRETTY    YOUNG    LADY    OF    FASHION. 


MY  DEAR  YOUHO  LADY, 

HERE  is  a  picture  sent  in  to  the  Royal  Academy  by  that  excel- 
lent and  humane  friend  of  the  Horse  and  of  Mr.  Punch — MR.  WILLIAM 
FLOWER.  It  is  meant  to  illustrate  the  bearing— in  the  hope  to  forward  the 
fur-bearing — of  bearing-reins. 

Alas !  the  Council  have  rejected  MB.  FLOWER'S  picture,  like  those  of 
many  better  men  !  "  It  would  never  do,"  said  an  influential  Member 
of  the  Council,  "  to  give  such  a  slap  in  the  face  to  many  of  our  most  dis- 
tinguished patrons— especially  the  Ladies,  who  naturally  like  to  see  their 
horses  well  Tutted  up,  while  waiting  for  their  fair  mistresses  in  the  court- 
yard of  the  Academy,  just  as  they  like  to  see  them  glossy  of  coat  and 
lively  of  action.  And  I  understand"  (added  the  R.A.)  "that  nothing 
keeps  horses  so  lively  as  a  tight  bearing-rein."  So  no  doubt,  my  dear 
young  Lady,  in  one  sense  it  does — as  the  tire  keeps  the  eels,  lively  in  the 
frying-pan.  But  as  ME.  FLOWER  could  not  exhibit  his  picture  at  the 
Academy,  I  have  had  great  pleasure  in  putting  at  its  service  a  place  in 
my  gallery,  where  it  will  be  seen  by  (juite  as  numerous,  intelligent,  and 
influential  a  Public  as  even  that  which  crowds  to  the  spacious  halls  of 
Piccadilly. 

I  hope,  my  dear  young  Lady,  you  will  like  thepicture,  and  dislike  the 
bearing-rein,  and  that  the  next  time  we  meet  in  Hyde  Park,  I  may  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  your  horses  released  from  this  torture,  though  they 
may  not  toss  their  neads,  and  champ  their  bits,  and  fling  the  foam 
about  as  freely  as  you  have  been  accustomed  to  see  them.  1  know  your 

...          .  coachman  will  tell  you  it  is  all  nonsense ;  that  horses  take  as  pleasantly 

3  bearing-reins  as  young  ladies  to  tight-lacing  and  high-heeled  shoes.    Don't  believe  him.  my  dear,  but  ask  him  how  he  would  like 
to  drive  in  a  gag  ;  and  li  he  says  he  should,  try  him  ;  and  then  ask  him  his  opinion  of  the  bearing-rein  on  betl 


En  attendant,  believe  me,  niy  dear  young 'Lady, 


i  better  acquaintance. 


Yours  faithfully, 


PROPOSED  OLD  STYLE  FOR  NEW  TITLE.—" 


Prxca  ox  A  FOREIGN  ACTOR.— Rossi— non  Rvsci-us. 
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DISABILITIES    OF    WOMAN. 

••'led  Iji  n  Fast  Young  Lady,  in  anxious  preparation  for  the  Act 
for  tin-: i-  /,'.  ,,11,1-nJ.) 

1.  EXCEPTING  on 
the  sly,  she   is  in- 
humanly   debarred 
from  using  a  cigar- 
case. 

2.  She  is  not  al- 
lowed to  make  love, 
but   merely  to   re- 
ceive the  manufac- 
tured article. 

3.  She    may   not 
•wear  top-boots,  not 
even     when      out 
hunting. 

4.  Unless  she  can 
bear  a  lecture  from 
her  feminine   next 
of    kin,    she   must 
never     dream     of 
reading  Sell's  Life 
or  The  Sportsman. 

5.  She    cannot 
even  play  a  humble 
game      of     Lady's 
Cricket,       without 
being    chaffed   un- 
mercifully. 

6.  Excepting    at 

the  risk  of  being'thought  unfeminiue,  she  must  never  row  a  Match, 
nor  ever  ride  a  Steeplechase. 

7.. When  she  bets  with  any  member  of  the  unfair  Sex,  she  rarely 
has  the  privilege  of  paying  if  she  loses. 

8.  She  is  unable  to  go  unattended  to  the  Opera. 

9.  She  cannot  even  dance  more  than  three  times  in  succession 
with  a  partner  whom  she  likes,  without  being  suspected  of  a  tendency 
to  flirting. 

10.  Excepting  at  great  peril  to  her  social  reputation,  she  may  not 
indulge  in  either  Black  Pool  or  Blind  Hookey. 

11.  No  matter  how  put  out— say,  by  her  maid  or  by  her  milliner- 
she  is  not  permitted  the  use  of  stronger  language  than  "  Dear  me ! " 
or  "  How  tiresome !  " 

12.  While  doomed  in  perpetuity  to  play  on  the  piano,  she  is  not 
allowed  an  instant  to  practise  on  the  post-horn. 

13.  Unless  she  can  submit  to  being  thought  a  "  Blue,"  she  must 
be  ignorant  of  politics,  Latin,  Greek,  and  the  Hegelian  Philosophy. 

14.  She  may  not  chaff  the  waiter  at  a  foreign  table-d'hote,  although 
she  knows  his  language  perfectly,  and  longs  to  use  the  chance  of 
showing  that  she  knows  it. 

15.  By  a  masculine  assumption,  she  is  deemed  unable  to  play 
rackets,  golf,  or  football,  and  is  doomed  to  feeble  games  like  battle- 
dore and  shuttlecock,  or  croquet  with  mild  curates. 

16.  Though  over  head  and  ears  in  love,  she  may  never  make  an 
otter,  except  perhaps  in  Leap  Year,  and  for  this  it  would  be  hard 
for  her  to  quote  an  actual  precedent. 

17.  She  is  expected  to  be  able  to  make  use  of  a  Needle,  and  is 
thus  disabled  from  competing  with  Men  in  works  of  idleness. 

18.  Her  ears  are  steeped  in  Slang  when  her  Brothers  come  from 
College,  yet  she  is  obliged,  as  far  as  possible,  to  keep  her  lips  from 
using  it. 

19.  Although  conscious  of  a  guilty  love  for  the  perfume,  she  may 
not  proclaim  her  preference  for  a  Smoking  Carriage. 

20.  If  there  be  a  Baby  in  the  house  where  she  is  visiting,  she  is 
presumed  to  be  unable  to  talk  sensibly  about  it. 

21.  When  herMarried  Sisters  call,  she  is  always  pounced  upon  to 
entertain  their  Children. 

22.  However  humorous  her  temperament  may  naturally  be,  she 
cannot  crack  a  joke  or  sing  a  comic  song,  without  being  thought 
eccentric. 

23.  She  must  not  practise  Boxing,  excepting  as  regards  the  ears  of 
her  small  brothers. 

24.  She  is  not  allowed  the  privilege  of  a  Latch-key. 


A  Diocese  in  British,  Diggings. 

N^  a  ?KttitD?T,unler  lje  P^^ency  of  the  EARL  OF  DEVON,  at 
Newton.Abbot  the  other  day,  in  aid  of  the  fund  for  forming  a  new 

fnnToV^n^'i!  \  V  WM  StatC,,d  thrat  morethan  half  the  required 
fund  of  £30,000  had  been  raised.  Let  us  hope  the  Cornish  miners 
are  able— and  willing— to  raise  the  rest  of  the  tin. 


A  SEA-FIGHT  OF  THE  FUTUEE. 
LETTER  I. 

From  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet  to  the  Admiral  of  the 

Enemy's  Fleet. 
SIR,  High  Seas.  June  1,  187 — . 

I  DAVE  the  honour  to  inform  you  that  I  sighted  the  fleet 
under  your  command  last  evening.  As  in  these  days  of  civilisation 
unnecessary  bloodshed  is  to  be  deprecated,  I  take  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity of  letting  you  know  that  I  have  reason  to  believe,  from  in- 
formation received  through  the  newspapers,  that  my  fleet  is  stronger 
than  yours.  I  have  under  my  command  three  Iron-clads,  each  with 
four  feet  of  iron-plating  protecting  the  water-line,  and  each  carry- 
ing four  200-ton  guns,  filing  fore,  aft,  and  all  round,  mounted  in 
turrets,  protected  by  six  feet  of  iron-plating,  and  with  all  the  loading, 
aiming  and  working  performed  by  hydraulic  machinery,  so  that  loss 
of  life  at  the  guns  is  hardly  possible  on  my  side. 

May  I,  under  these  circumstances,  request  you  to  surrender  with- 
out unnecessary  delay  ? 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  obedient  Servant, 
(Signed)  NELSON  IRONSIDE,  Admiral. 

(Reply.) 

IDE  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  P^leet  presents  his  compliments  to 
the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet,  and  begs  to  say  that  the  Admiral 
of  the  British  Fleet  has  been  misinformed.  The  Fleet  under  the 
Enemy's  Admiral's  command  consists  of  two  Iron-clads  each  with 
six  feet  of  iron-plating  protecting  the  water-line,  each  mounting 
six  guns  of  300  tons,  tiring  perpendicularly,  upwards  and  down- 
wards, as  well  as  fore,  aft,  and  all  round,  in  three  turrets  pro- 
tected by  eight  feet  of  steel-plating,  and  with  all  the  operations  of 
loading,  priming,  and  firing  effected  by  a  galvanic  battery  worked 
by  a  single  engineer  stationed  ten  feet  below  the  water-line,  so  that 
there  is  as  good  as  no  life  to  lose  at  the  guns  on  his  side. 

As  the  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  entirely  reciprocates  the 
humanitarian  ideas  expressed  by  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet, 
he  trusts  that  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet  will  surrender  with- 
out any  unnecessary  delay. 

LETTER  II. 

From  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet  to  the  Admiral  of  the 

Enemy's  Fleet. 
SIR,  High  Seas,  June  2,  187—. 

I  HAVE  the  honour  to  acknowledge  your  reply  to  my  letter 
of  yesterday's  date. 

I  regret  to  say  that  I  am  unable  to  comply  with  your  request. 
The  rules  of  the  Service  to  which  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  do 
not  permit  of  any  surrender  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty's  ships.  I 
am  forced  to  inform  you  that  unless  you  surrender  before  to-morrow 
morning,  it  will  be  my  painful  duty  to  do  my  utmost  to  blow  you, 
your  ships,  and  the  gallant  men  under  your  command,  from  off  the 
face  of  the  waters. 

Trusting  that,  by  your  speedy  surrender,  you  will  avert  this 
unpleasant  necessity, 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  Servant, 
(Signed)  NELSON  IRONSIDE,  Admiral. 

(Reply.} 

THE  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  presents  his  compliments  to 
the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet,  and  begs  to  say  that  he  is  now  in 
a  position  to  surrender,  his  nag-ship  having,  during  the  last  six 
hours,  unluckily  run  into  and  sunk  her  consort. 

The  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  begs  to  intimate  that  had  the 
force  at  his  command  been  anything  like  equal  to  the  force  of  the 
British  Admiral,  he  (the  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet)  would  have 
considered  it  to  be  his  duty  to  fight  the  battle  out  to  the  bitter  end. 

LETTER  III. 
From  the  Admiral  of  the,  British  Fleet  to  the  Admiral  of  the 

Enemy's  Fleet. 
SIR,  High  Seas,  June  3,  187 — . 

I  HAVE  the  honour  to  acknowledge  your  reply  to  my  letter 
of  yesterday's  date. 

I  feel  in  honour  bound  to  inform  you  that,  during  the  night,  two 
of  the  Iron-clads  under  my  command  have  sunk  each  other  in  the 
course  of  manoeuvres,  directed  with  a  view  to  perfect  their  ramming 
practice.  Under  these  circumstances,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that 
perhaps  you  would  prefer  fighting  to  surrender.  In  ten  minutes 
my  flag-ship  (the  remaining  vessel  under  my  command)  will  have  the 
honour  of  opening  fire. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  servant, 

(Signed)  NELSON  IRONSIDE,  Admiral. 
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POETRY  AM)  I'Ko.VT.M  I.VTlo.N. 

[LoiiD  WINCH i I.M:A  has  enclosed  t<>  /'»/,«/,  the  follow- 
ing. Ho  says  he  doesn't  e.\]»-'  t  l'nm-1,  will  publi-h  it 
He  does  Punch  inju-tir,.  /'»/«•//  is  always  op.  11  t< 
original  communications,  ;ind  I.oi;i>  Wix<  ini.-i  v's  recipe 
I'MI'  "  rene"  and  "curs.  "  strikes  1'unrli  a>  on./  of  tin 
most  original  things  he  has  read  for  n  long  time.  /'»»<•/ 
is  only  sorry  h.>  cannot  offer  J.onu  \\'I.M  IIII.SKA  tin 
engagement  he  i)roiK>ses  in  his  "  N.I!."] 


Sn:, 


To  Che  Editor  of  1 


THE  criticism  upon  my  verses  that  api«.-ar'd  in 
,  April  15,  1*70,  has  only  just  b.-.-n  ^ImNMi  i 
I  ihoold  have  replied  earlier.     Allow  me  to  tell  you— 

''J'is  (In  measure  and  the  time, 
With  thoughts  witty  or  sublime, 
Not  tin-  jingle  of  the  rh\ 


at  make  v.  i 
•  iv<l  in  the  li.-:irt, 
and  smart, 

"r  ti.    '  s  of  Art, 

.Makes  a  curse. 


April -1\. 


X.B.— I  am  open  to  an  engagement  to  teach  l>ot!i  y..m 
critics  and  your  poets  a  few  things  to  their  advantage. 


THE    STING 

r  (in  alarm).    "  GOOD 
1 1:  ULACK  EVE  !  ?  " 
George  (tullcnly).   "  SI-ELLIN'  BEE  ! 


OF    IT. 

GRACIOUS,   GEORGE  !     How   DID  YOU  GET  THAT 


Oh,  Horrible! 

A  RIVAL  Composer  in  New  York,  in  a  jealous  moment, 
has  imported  two  hundred  barrel-organs  into  Philadel- 
phia, grinding  only  the  well-known  airs  of  the  best 
operas  of  JACQUES  OFFENBACH.  This  ruffian  in  human 
form  is  under  the  impression  that  this  wholesale  torture 
will  drive  the  Parisian  maestro  from  the  field,  as  he  will 
thus  be  made  a  symbol  and  synonym  for  one  of  the  worst 
forms  of  suffering.  These  practical  jokea  are  as  infectious 
as^  murders.  Only  fancy  a  few  out  of  the  millions  of  anti- 
Wagnerites  starting  a  brigade  of  organ-grinders  playing 
nothing  but  the  mysteriously  monotonous  recitatives  of 
Lohengrin  and  the  Meistersanger  ;  or,  perhaps — horror 
on  horror's  head! — of  Tristram  and  Iseult!  But  here 
our  paralysed  pen  declines  to  be  driven  further.  We 
hold  our  ears,  and  gasp  in  speechless  awe  of  the  phantom 
we  have  conjured  up ! 


(Reply.) 

THE  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  presents  his  compliments  to  the 
Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet,  and  begs  to  say  that  he  accepts  the 
Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet's  very  kind  invitation.  Within  the  last 
half  hour  the  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  has  received  large  rein- 
forcements— so  that  the  Fleet  now  consists  of  ten  Iron-clads,  with  six 
feet  of  iron-plating  protecting  the  water  line,  and  six  turrets  apiece, 
with  strength  and  system  of  guns  in  each  turret  as  before  stated. 
Under  these  circumstances,  he  will  have  much  pleasure  in  accepting 
and  returning  the  lire  of  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet. 

LETTER  IV. 
From  the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet  to  the  Admiral  of  the 

Em-lily's  Fleet. 
SlR.  High  Seas,  June  3,  187—. 

1  HAVE  the  honour  to  acknowledge  your  reply  to  my  letter 
of  this  day's  date. 

I  fi-iif  however  I  must  disappoint  you  of  the  pleasure  of  a  battle. 
purae  the  last  two  minutes  the  Wasp,  one  of  our  recently-invented 
invisible  floating  gun-carriages,  carrying  one  of  our  newly-invented 
quadruple-action  500  ton  guns,  loading  itself,  and  firing  automa- 
;ically  at  the  word  of  command,  with  her  complement  of  torpedo- 
Mra,  DM  arrived  here  unexpectedly.  You  will  see  the  desirability 
t>t  at  once  ordering  your  Fleet  to  surrender. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  most  obedient  servant, 

(Signed)  NELSON  IKONSMIK,  Admiral. 

(Enclosure.)—  The  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet  requests  the 
honour  of  the  company  of  the  Admiral  and  Oflicers  of  the  Enemy's 
1'Jeet  to  dinner  on  the  evening  of  the  3rd  of  June.  R.  S.  V.  P. 


. 

THE  Admiral  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet  presents  his  compliments  to 
the  Admiral  of  the  British  Fleet,  and  begs  to  surrender. 

(£nc/i>sitn:)—  The  Admiral  and  some  of  the  Officers  of  the  Enemy's 
fleet  will  have  the  honour  of  dining  with  the  Admiral  of  the  British 
r  leet  this  evening. 


"AGRIKLER"   ON   THE   BRISTOL   CATHEDRAL 
IMAGES. 

THAY  be  very  tidy  figgurs,  as  vur  as  I  can  zee, 

And  I  thenk  the  Dane  and  chapther  med  as  well  a  let  urn  be. 

Ef  thay  tries  to  pliase  aal  parties,  the  upzhot  ull  bevaal 

Like  the  ould  man  vi  his  neddy  thay  '11  pliase  nub  body  at  aal. 

It  zims  tha  girt  objection  wer,  one  on  um  is  a  Poape 

As  owed  his  elevaition  to  a  pulley  and  a  roape ; 

And  then  ta  crown  tha  mischief,  it  zims  the  masons  put 

('Twere  only  miake-believe  in  stoane)  a  bee-hive  on  hes  nut]; 

Which,  whatever  the  intention,  I  thenk  the  manein  's  plaain, 

One  man  mid  carry  bees,  whar  another  cars  a  braain, 

And  ef  about  zuch  trifles  thay  makes  a  girt  to  do, 

I  thenk  both  Poape  and  Antipoape  med  wear  a  bee-hive  too. 


Official  Communication. 

MY  DEAE  MB.  PUNCH, 

For  some  centuries,  or  at  all  events  for  a  great  number  of 
years,  I  have  been  engaged  with  my  respected  opponent  the  Unicorn 
in  fighting  for  the  Crown.  If  the  Bengal  Tiger  is  to  have  a  share 
in  the  contest  I  shall  decline  to  continue  it.  In  the  first  place,  two 
to  one  is  not  fair  play,  and  in  the  next  place  if  the  Tiger  and  my- 
self got  joint  possession  of  the  Crown,  we  should  very  likely  begin 
fighting  for  it  between  ourselves,  and  so  thinks  MB.  LOWK, 
Yours  as  ever, 


The  Queen's  Arms. 


LEO  BRTTASHICrS. 


ANTAGONISM   EiTEAORDLKAET. 


Viscorai   FOLKESTONE   moving  the  rejection  of  the  Women's 
Disabilities  Removal  Bill  in  a  Maiden  Speech. 
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THE    BUSINESS    OF    PLEASURE. 

Professor  Guzzlelon  (to  Pair  Chatterbox).   "  ARE  YOU  AWARE  THAT  OUR  HOST  HAS  A  FRENCH  COOK  1 "       Fair  Cluittcrbox.   "  So  I  HEAR  !  " 
Professor  Guzzkton.  "  AND  THAT  THAT  FRENCH  COOK  is  THE  BEST  IN  LONDON  ? "  Fair  Chatterbox.  "  So  I  BELIEVE  !  " 

Professor  Guzzlelon.  "THEN  DON'T  YOU  THINK  WE  HAD  BETTER  DEFER  ALL  FURTHER  CONVERSATION  TILL  WE  MEET  AGAIN   IN  THE 
DRAWING-ROOM  ?" 


BOB'S  PENANCE. 

"Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity." 

"  It  gives  me  the  most  sincere  satisfaction,  after  the  dreary  life  which  I 
have  led  for  two  and  a  half  years,  to  find  myself  at  last  once  more  in  a  meeting 
that  is  really  heartily  and  unmisUkeably  Liberal.  The  penance  that  we  have 
gone  through  no  words  can  tell.  We  have  argued,  and  we  have  convinced,  I 
believe,  upon  many  occasions ;  but  when  it  came  to  the  division,  there  was  the 
same  inevitable  result.  Opinions  may  have  been  shaken,  scruples  may  have 
been  raised,  difficulties  which  could  not  have  been  answered  may  have  been 
suggested ;  but  the  same  inevitable  termination  came— Beaten  by  a  majority 
of  so  many."— Mil.  LOWE  at  Retford. 

OH,  pity  the  sorrows  of  Sisrpnus-LowE ! 

Greek  fancy,  which  fashioned  the  classical  Hades , 
Devised  a  respectable  torment  or  so 

For  treacherous  Mpnarchs  or  murderous  Ladies. 
But  what  was  the  toil  of  the  Stone  or  the  Sieve, 

Compared  with  the  task  of  our  modern  Bob  Logic, 
Compelling  Boeotian  brains  to  believe, 

Yet  reaping  no  fruits  of  his  pains  pedagogic  ? 

To  argue,  convince,  yet  not  conquer !     Alack ! 

What,  what  is  the  use  of  cool  Reason's  authority, 
"When  brought  against  brass-fronted  BEN,  with  his  back 

Set  safe  'gainst  the  rock  of  his  fine  brute  Majority  ? 
All !  Tantalus-torture  were  nothing  to  Lowe's : 

Fancy  critical  BOB  cutting  blocks  with  his  razor ! 
A  spectacle  that.  Mr.  Punch  would  suppose, 

To  soften  the  heart  of  the  stoniest  gazer. 

To  mark  money  flying  like  Danae's  shower, 
To  hear  premiss  coolly  divorced  from  conclusion, 

O'er  purse-strings  or  fallacies  void  of  all  power, 
To  see  Tory  muffs  worse-confounding1  confusion ! 


A  penance  indeed  not  unworthy  of  Tophet, 

BOB  his  foes  may  confute,  but  he  cannot  compel  Yin. 

They  from  darkness  Egyptian  contrive  to  snatuh  profit, 
While  he  could  not  manage  "  ex  luce  liice/litm  "  ! 

Yet  'tis  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good  ; 

Sadness  softens  the  visage  most  stern  and  prognathous. 
To  see  our  cool  BOB  in  a  right  melting  mood, 

With  a  tear  in  his  eye,  and  his  tongue  tuned  to  pathos, 
Is  such  a  sweet  sig^ht,  and  so  rich,  and  so  rare, 

That  a  snatch  of  fine  joy  from  his  gloom  we  can  borrow. 
Cheer  up,  BOB  !     BEN'S  glass  is  no  longer  "  set  fair." 

You  to-day  wear  the  sheet ;  he  may  don  it  to-morrow. 


A  MODEST  ADVERTISER. 

TO  NOBLEMEN  and  GENTLEMEN.— An  accomplished  and  highly 
respectable  single  English  gentleman,  age  25,  who  is  truly  energetic, 
honest,  candid,  temperate,  moral,  staid,  of  good  intellect  and  address,  pre  • 
possessing  in  appearance,  of  strong  and  healthy  constitution,  has  travelled  in 
various  parts  of  England,  France,  and  America,  can  ride,  swim,  row,  shoot, 
fence,  sing,  play,  &c.,  and  can  give  unexceptionable  references,  is  desirous  of 
an  ENGAGEMENT,  &c.,  &c. 

OUGHT  not  this  paragon  to  have  headed  his  advertisement,  "  To 
Ladies  of  Beauty,  Rank  and  Fortune  f  "  Such  a  combination  of 
all  the  virtues  and  accomplishments,  with  personal  beauty  in  addi- 
tion, is  seldom  to  be  found.  Surely  he  will  not  be  long  on  the 
market.  He  adds,  what  scarcely  was  necessary,  that  he  is  a  "  person 
without  conceit."  Such  persons  are  rare  :  but  here  is  evidently  a 
perfect  specimen  of  greatness  combined  with  modesty.  Ladies  of 
England,  Leap  Year  is  not  over,  and  this  admirable  CBICHTON  is 
unmarried ! 

A  BITTER  DISAPPOINTMEN  c. — Being  served  with  a  glass  of  Bass 
when  you  called  for  old  Edinburgh. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— MAY  G,  1876. 


OVER-WEIGHTED. 


BRITANNIA.  "LOOK  HERE,  FATHER  NEP !     I  CAN'T  STAND  IT  MUCH  LONGER!    .WHO'S  TO  'RULE  THE 

WAVES'    IN    THIS  SORT  OF   THING?" 
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PUNCH    AT    PORTSMOUTH. 

SCENE  — JVr/V/MoH/7(.;«/r;/V/<r  ni'irl</-l<inn<-licil  li-mi-clnil  "Iltfl 
Interlocutors— NKI'ITM:,  VI-I.CAX,  <ni<l  Mil.  Pirxrn. 
TIMR     .I,,,-;/-'!,  1K76. 

I'ltur/,.  Well,  Father  .N'ep, 
and  you,  great  Vulcan, 
say — 

What  ot'ourlaM  -i  -a-motisler 

— launched  to-day  ''. 
X:' l>l  a  in-.  All   hail  tin    Infler- 
Hili-!—  the  more  the  mer- 
rier.  

!'."  it  my  lot  to  buoy,  and  not 
to  bury,  her! 

.  Ten  thousand  tons! 
S,  M-U  hundred  thousand 
paw 

Aul  hrantr-f oar -inch  ar- 

moiir!     All  that  sound  i 
CimviuciiiL'ly   Colo    ul.     Yet 

•re  ! 

Yuu  may  forge  armour  past 
all  strength  to  bear. 

( 'an  those  who  arm  the  most, 
in  sat'i  ty  i 

Nay,  trust  your  foes  to  find 

A    hilles'hecl. 

Punch.  With  power  on  ar- 
mour-platen old  Vulcan 
speaks  ; 

And  Neptune  knows  the 
worth  of  silver  streaks 

Without  the  means  to  guard  them.     Wave*  i n\  iron 

Our  shores  ;  we  'vu  mighty  store  of  gold  and  iron  ; 

Hut  vain  are  both  without  the  will — and  brain — 

To  keep  our  power  unshaken  on  the  main, 

And  more  than  match  for  all  who  chance  to  come  ; — 

A  difficult  and  ever-shifting  sum 

licyond  Red-Tapist's  reckoning !     Yet  till  JOHN 

Can  tottle  thut,  all  reeds  he  rests  upon 

Are  rotten,  though  as  high  their  heads  they  rear 

As 

Neptune.        Eight-and-seventy  million  pounds  a  year  ? 
Punch.  Just'soT    Yet  twice  that  were  no  penny  lost, 

Were  safety  purchased  at  the  monstrous  cost. 

But  muffs  waste  every  farthing  that  they  spend, 

While  stopping  short  of  that  supremest  end. 

JOHN'S  Fleet 's  his  fate ! 
Neptune.  Let  him  lay  that  to  heart, 

Of  all  his  rivals  get— and  keep— the  start ; 

Kick  out  the  bunglers,  quash  the  squabblers,  loose 

His  purse-strings  like  a  man — not  like  a  goose ! — 

Make  this  the  rule  that,  whether  Blues  or  Bufis 

Be  in,  the  Navy  shan't  be  left  to  muffs, 

And — well,  I  '11  do  what  now  I  'd  rather  not — 

Praise  without  arriere  pensee  yon  huge  pot 

On  which  he  prides  himself,  a  nine  days  wonder 

Till  some  new  Behemoth  outroars  its  thunder ! 
Punch.  Your  lips  drop  weighty  wisdom ! 
Vulcan.  JOHN  should  try 

To  pick  it  up.    Give  him  the  tip !    Good-live  ! 

[Exeunt  NKPTITNE  and  VCI.CAX  screrally. 
Punch  (XH/IIS,  tlinughtfully  surveying  the  newly-launched  Colossus). 

Sagacious  counsel !  echo  of  my  own. 

Thou  dull  mechanic  monster,  over-grown ! 

A  type,  to  draw  the  gall  of  Punch's  quill, 

Of  Alan's  ingenious  folly,  ill-used  skill, 

Waste  power,  and  squandered  wealth !     Still  grows  the  pace 

In  the  great  Iron  Handicap  :  a  race 

Cruel  and  ruinous,  void  of  grace  or  credit. 

Is  one  thing  sadly  certain— must  tee  head  it  ? 

[Exit,  to  ask  the  Public,  that  question. 


Poetry  and  Prose. 

Tu>;  electric  wire  is  occasionally  poetical.  A  recent  telegram  from 
Madrid,  announcing  that  KINO  ALFONSO,  the  PIIIXCK  OK  WALKS  and 
the  DUKK  OF  CONNAUGHT  had  driven,  without  escort,  over  the  Retire 
in  a  earriage-and-four,  added—"  The  city  wore  a  gay  and  brilliant 
aspect."  This  C'ourt-prose-poet  might,  as  he  "  struck  the  wire,"  have 
gone  on-  «,  His  Majesty  and  their  Imperiai  Highnesses 
The  garb  of  Royal  life." 


GONE  WRONG ! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  BY  MISS  RHODY  DKXDI: 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,"  "  Jtf.d  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"  Qood  I  Buy  Sweet  Tart  I"  "  Nut  SWy,  lint  don't  Tell." 

CIIM  111;  IX.    -  ll~/nif  Jenny  says. 

\\  mi  one  shrill  species  of  shriek  she  flew  for  bare  life,  a*  if  ten 
thousand  I'.nll.-,  of  Indium  were  In-hind  her,  until,  completely  spent 
with  her  violent  exertions,  she  tell  down  on  the  floor  of  the  room 
where  1  am  seated,  playing  the  piano,  p  intinir,  gasping,  com  nNive, 
heaving,  while  the  waves  of  rich  carmine  that  that  mad,  wild  run 
has  brought  into  her  cheeks,  are  at  ebb-tide  now,  leaving  nothing 
but  the  grey,  white,  solid  .sand  of  her  marhle  face  blanched  with 
fear  us  surely  as  it' 

"  in  terror  of  the  Sim-God, 

Whoto  ttccd*  run  curblcss  o'er  our  Southern  France, 
Tin'  youim  A-|i!ii:i^m  turns  yi-llow-wliiti-. 
And  41111-  it-  in-. I  tn  in  rket-knifo." 

Or,  as  the  King  of  ancient  Roman  poets,  and  model  of  so  many 
modern  lyricists,  has  so  feelingly  said, 

"  0  puer  Asparagus  !  dca  migrata  ante  aolixit." 

I  am  playing  the  piano  while  the  others  are  dancing :  being  the 
1  the  plainest,  it  is  my  role  in  life  to  play  the  piano 
while  others  are  dancing. 

The  scene  is  changed.  It  is  no  longer  Wollum.  We  are  at  our 
merry  widuw'd  si. (IT'S  house  in  Staffordshire,  and  it  is  into  the 
drawing-room  of  her  house  that  BELLA  comes  and  falls  down 
exhausted  after  her  long  run. 

Only  one  person,  besides  myself,  notices  her  as  she  lies  in  her 
rose-coloured  dressing-gown  prone  on  the  rich  yellow  carpet,  her 
poor  red  eyes  sparkling,  and  a  quivering  tremor  about  her  mouth, 
as  she  stretches  out  her  desolate  white  arms,  swimming  through  a 
sea  of  troubles — only  one  person  sees  this— it  is  our  Cousin,  ORLISS 
GWVNXIN.  He  is  leaning  lazily  against  a  door-post,  looking  very 
handsome,  with  his  large,  indolent,  reproachful,  sky-blue  eyes, 
while  the  gas-light  catches  his  yellow  hair  :  but  of  this  he  takes  no 
sort  of  notice,  so  sleepy  and  loungy  is  he,  except  to  explain  to  me, 
that  "  he  does  not  mind  any  gaslight  catching  his  hair,  as  he  is 
heavily  insured," — which  explanation  gives  me  every  possible  satis- 
faction,— and  lights  up  his  sunny  soft  young  moustache,  so  bright, 
so  slight,  that  it  seems  more  as  if  he  had  been  sucking  some  sweet 
Seville  Orange,  and  had  left  the  strong  trace  of  the  rich  golden- 
tinted  blood,  in  its  pipful  veins,  than  that  flossy,  downy  hair  should 
be  springing  up  about  that  handsome  mouth,  as  spring  flowers,  or 
drooping,  bright-eyed  reeds,  will  grow  on  the  side  of  a  bright,  green, 
sleepy,  deep,  well-like  ditch. 

He  has  been  listening  to,  or  rather,  enduring,  my  playing  slow 
jigs,  brisk  minuets,  valses  d  quatre  temps,  stately  cancans,  conrtly 
boleros,  and  voluptuous  Roger  de  Coverleys,  for  three  hours,  without 
an  interval  of  refreshment,  and  I  am  beginning  to  feel  a  little 
tired.  Still  there  is  a  chance,  even  for  me — the  eldest,  plainest, 
and  most  utterly  uninteresting  of  the  ST.  JOHN  VILLABS  family — as 
long  as  our  Cousin  ORLISS  GWYNNIX,  the  gay,  lounging,  butterfly 
bachelor,  is  willing  to  sit  in  the  same  room  with  me  without  actually 
going  to  sleep,  as  is  the  practice  of  most  English  gentlemen  when 
they  hear  sweet  music. 

ORLISS  is  laughing  with  good-humoured,  boyish  heartiness  at 
something  he  has  just  been  saying  to  himself,  when  BELLA  rushes 
in  as  I  have  described,  and  falls  on  the  floor. 

"Good  Heavens!"  I  exclaim — being  the  ugly  woman  of  the 
family,  I  invariably  make  use  of  the  plainest  expression — •"  what  is 
the  matter  ?  Is  it  all  over  ?  " 

"No,"  she  answers  (drily)  "not  all  over  yet"  booking  up  sud- 
denly at  OELISS,  and  laughing  violently),  "  not  half  begun,  I  should 
say  (verv  indistinctly,  and  colouring  violently,  while  the  blood  in 
OELISS'S  lace  mounts  up  to  his  deep,  blue-lined  temples).  "  Play, 
play,  PLAY  !  and  " — she  adds,  gruffly — "  if  possible  play  until  you 
leave  off.  Do  von  hear  ?  " 

I  hear,  and  obey,  as  I  always  do.    And  so  JESSY  plays  on. 

ORLISS  regards  her  attentively  as  he  strokes  the  silky  gold  of  his 
moustache.  Then  his  broad  chest  heaves,  and  his  wide,  light-blue- 
Cambridge  eyes  glisten  with  a  passionate  excitement,  as,  struggling 
with  the  strong  emotion  that  tie  sight  of  those  beautiful  appealing 
eyes  has  aroused  in  his  innermost  being,  he  bites  his  lips  till  they 
bleed  again. 

ORLISS  is  a  splendid  handsome  idiotic  man;  an  innocent  cherubic 
vet  stalwart  beauty.  BELLA  felt  that  even  if  the  old  love  had  left 
her,  here  at  least  might  be  one  good  enoxigh  to  go  on  with  pro  tun., 
and  perhaps,  at  some  future  time,  to  go  off  with,  also  prn  Ian.  Hut 
these  were  lightning  flashes  of  hope  in  her  dark  nights  of  storm, 
misery,  and  undying  grief. 

The  young  man  is  trembling  with  the  involuntary  vehen. 
his  own  thoughts,  as,  in  a  voice  sharpened  and  roughened  by  the 
very  intensity  of  his  self-restraint,  he  spoke — 
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COVERT    COMPLIMENTS. 

(THE  LAST  OF  THE  SEASOX.) 
Captain  Skirter  (patronizingly).  "  HAW,  Miss  FENCER,  so  GLAD  TO  SEE  YOU  OUT  TO-DAY.     SAW  YOU  GO  RATTLING  WELL  THAT  LAST 

DAY  AT   EVEHALLOW." 

Miss  Fencer  (promptly).  "  We  ALWAYS  GO  WHERE  THERE  is  GOING.     BUT  "— (sweetly)— "  I  DARE  SAY  YOU  DON'T  OFTEN  SEE  us!  !" 


"Will  you  marry  me  to-morrow?"  asked  OHLISS,  violently 
clenching  his  hands  until  the  nails  disappeared  in  the  palms  and 
came  out  distinct,  firm,  and  visible  at  the  back,  while  his  teeth 
closed  hard  on  his  upper  lip. 

She  was  dreamily  thinking  of  Wollum  and  the  seashore,  and  is 
not  attending  to  him. 

"  Answer  me ! "  he  cried,  an  agony  of  indignant  perspiration 
Breaking  out  on  his  clay-white  face,  and  colouring  it  a  rich  brown. 

We  will  be  married  to-morrow  morning  early,  before  the  break  of 
day,  won't  we  ?  "  he  asks,  stooping  his  waved  gold  head  over  her 
and  smiling  drearily. 

"  No,  we  won't !  >!  she  answered.  Then,  as  if  afraid  of  having 
given  him  too  sharp  a  stab,  she  added,  as  if  in  correction,  "  At  least, 
not  too  early.  Let  us  be  married  after  the  break  of  day.  Let  the 
break  of  day  be  married  first." 

He  takes  her  to  his  arms,  and  strains  her  to  his  broad,  strong, 
heaving  bosom.  Then  he  seizes  her  slender  wrists,  but  she  breaks 
away  from  him,  and  smiles  once  more  on  the  floor. 

I  have  ceased  to  play,  but  the  guests,  who  had  never  cared  to 
listen  to  me,  being  ignorant  of  my  having  quitted  my  place  at  the 
piano,  are  still  dancing  in  the  front  room. 

"  Oh  Heaven !  "  BELLA  suddenly  exclaimed,  flinging  out  her  arms, 
and  then  throwing  her  head  down  on  her  knees  so  recklessly  that  at 
any  moment  she  might  have  let  it  drop  and  so  lost  it.  "  If  I  were 
only  certain  of  not  suffering  to-morrow,  I  would  eat  supper  now  .'  " 
What  "are  you  talking  about?"  cries  OKLISS,  startled  and 
gravely  shocked  at  this  unlooked-for  outburst. 

But  she  makes  no  answer. 

"We  must  dance  before  we  sup,"  says  ORLISS,  gaily.  "Come 
along !  and  he  flings  his  happy  arms  around  her,  and  looking  with 
fierce  beauty  into  her  defiant  eyes,  as  a  spasm  of  joy  contracts  his 
radiant  face,  he  feels  that  for  the  next  ten  divine,  mad  minutes  of 

+  l\«      »iir>  ,]«11  »          ,.     ._     J-     !_'  JIT  1 


—  answers.     "Go  away!     Va  t'en! 

Allez  v ous promener  !    Alltz  t-oui  en!    Accrochez-le  ' " 
He  accroches  it.    Yes,  OBXISS,  his  broad  chest  heaving,  and  his 


wide  blue  eyes  glittering  with  passionate  excitement,  seizes  her 
fiercely  by  her  back  hair  in  an  access  of  sudden  and  uncontrollable 
passion  ;  ne  presses  the  souvenir  to  his  lips,  and  passes  out.  So  he 
is  gone ;  dismissed,  for  awhile.  Gradually  the  music  ceased ;  the 
guests,  hot,  weary,  flushed,  pallid,  and  straggling,  have  departed. 
BELLA  lifts  her  dreamy,  wistful  eyes  up  to  me,  and  holds  out  the 
advertisement  sheet  of  a  newspaper. 

"  Look,"  she  says  to  me.  A  Lady-Help  is  required  at  once  by 
SIR  GUY  FOCKSDAY,  of  Focksday  Hall.  I  am  weary  of  this  kind  of 
life.  I  shall  go." 

And  before  I  can  say  a  word,  she  has  packed  up  her  tilings,  and 
gone. 

CHAPTER  X. —  What  the  Author  says. 

IT  was  a  cold,  dreary  November  when  she  arrived  at  the  lodge 
gate  of  Focksday  Hall,  and  walked  up  the  noble  avenue  towards  the 
ancient  house.  It  was  SIR  GUY'S  birthday — the  fifth  of  the  month ; 
and  the  simple-minded,  attached  peasantry  were  showing  their  love 
for  their  old  Squire  by  carrying  him  in  a  chair  round  the  grounds, 
while  they  sang  pagans  of  joy  suitable  to  the  occasion. 

SIB  GUY,  whose  fine  old  venerable  head,  set  loosely  on  his 
somewhat  uneven  and  stooping  shoulders,  hung  forward  on  his 
breast  and  harmoniously  nodded  in  time  with  every  movement  of 
his  bearers.  His  dress,  though  a  comfortable  one  for  an  English 
Squire,  had  something  of  a  foreign  cut  about  it,  which  seemed 
scarcely  in  keeping  with  the  surroundings  of  the  place :  his  coat, 
which  showed  evident  signs  of  rough,  hard  work  in  all  kinds  of 
weathers,  was  patched,  here  and  there, — with  such  a  variety  of  un- 
blended colours  as  would  have  driven  GIOTTO  wild,  and  given  TIN- 
TORETTO fits, — and  had  been  warmly  lined  for  the  inclement,  cutting 
winter  season  with  clean,  warm,  supple,  sweet-smelling  straw,  the 
ends  of  which  occasionally  peeped  out,  revealing  the  real  interior 
luxury  of  this  poor-looking  old  rag  of  a  garment.  His  nether  man 
was  defended  in  a  similar  manner  from  the  biting  North  wind ;  and 
his  feet,  encased  in  big,  easy  boots,  hung  loosely  over  the  chair,  so 
that  the  toes  turning  by  that  mutual  attraction  to  one  another  which 
is  the  peculiarity  of  a  certain  class  of  toes,  castanetted  an  accompa- 
niment to  their  slow  progress  along  the  grounds.  Be  it  remem- 
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ROSE-LEAF    CRUMPLES. 

Klith.  "On  BEAn!     I  AM  so  TIRED!" 

Lvrin'i  lliiJ-niil.   "  WHAT  HAS  FATIGUED  YOU,  MV  PippETYWirpETT  POPPET?" 

/.'.///A.     "  (Hi  !    I   HAVE  HAD   TO    HOLD    UP   MY   PABASOL    ALL  THE   TlME    I   WAS 

IN  TIIK  CAURIAOE  !  " 


A  CHANCE  FOR  "  OUIDA." 

TIIE  Herzegovinians  have  had  their  Amazon,  as  most 
erilla  armies  have  had  before  them.  What  a  heroine 
iN  M  MII:.MOISFU.I:  M  I:RKCS  would  make  for  "  OUIDA," 
or  the  romantic  sisterhood  who  toil  after  her  in  vain 
through  the  unwholesome  jungles  of  the  improbable  and 
i In-  improiHT  !  A  Dufch  Creole,  born  at  Java,  where  she 
possesses  nqpiense  estates,  attached  to  the  staff  of  the 
unpronounceable  one,  LJUBIBKATICS,  equipping  an  insur- 
ant squadron  at  her  own  expense,  out  of  funds  sup- 
plied from  her  chateau  and  grounds  in  the  neighbourhood 
>l  Jerusalem!  Lovely,  accomplished,  raven-haired, 
wasp-waisted,  gazelle-eyed.  Diana-limbed,  and  only 
twenty-four  years  of  age,  she  is  all  a  lady-novelist  can 
require  for  a  starting-point !  There  is  your  heroine. 
Stew  her  down  in  the  stock  extracted  from  a  chapter  on 
liqueurs,  a  discussion  about  old  china  and  bric-d-brar, 
and  the  descriptive  detail  of  twenty  or  thirty  dresses  by 
WORTH  ;  pepper  the  mixture  with  quotations  from  the 
naughtiest  French  novels  and  the  best  known  Italian 
proverbs,  with  a  sprinkling  of  oaths  in  as  many  lan- 
guages as  can  be  found  room  for  ;  and,  after  letting  her 
simmer  through  the  proper  number  of  pages  with  a 
Florentine  duke,  whose  limpid  eyes  dive  down  to  the 
soles  of  her  "Hessians" — for  she  wears  male  Herze- 
srovinian  attire — with  a  Parisian  cocodette  for  her  rival, 
dish-up  with  a  garnish  of  the  raciest  bits  of  the  last 
decade  s  worst  literature,  and  you  have  a  novel  which 
would  certainly  be  in  hot  demand  for  three  weeks  at 
least  among  the  more  reckless  subscribers  to  MUDLE'S 
Library — who,  in  their  hunger  for  excitement,  cannot 
wait  to  discriminate  the  taste  of  what  they  swallow,  or 
the  effect  of  it  upon  the  ravenous  devourer. 


'        The  Genius  of  the  Ring. 

AN  excitable  Lady,  who  disapproves  of  the  paternal 
and  maternal  government  of  the  School-Board,  being 
summoned  for  not  sending  her  children  to  school  the 
other  day,  suddenly  took  off  her  wedding-ring,  and 
threw  it  at  the  head  of  the  sitting  Magistrate.  ME.  BEN- 
SOX,  the  Magistrate  at  the  wicket,  dexterously  caught  the 
ring  (amid  cries  of  "  Well  fielded!"  by  the  Clerks),  and 
proceeded  good-humouredly  to  ask  the  irascible  mother 
conundrums  which  were  not  calculated  to  calm  her 
troubled  spirit—"  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedding- 
ring  at  me?"  To  which  she  might  have  reasonably 
replied,  "  Because  it  is  the  first  step  to  a  Union."  But 
she  didn't.  We  are  not  informed  that  MH.  BENSON  told 
her  that,  if  she  could  not  take  care  of  her  ring,  the  Court 
would  be  obliged  to  find  her  a  keeper. 


liered  that  SIR  (li  v  was  now  a  man  well  stricken  in  years,  and 
so  it  was  no  wonder  that  such  colour  as  remained  in  his  white, 
glazed-looking,  hard  features  was  of  a  peculiar,  rosy,  fresh  gera- 
nium tint ;  that  his  eyes  were  hollow  and  lack-lustre ;  that  his  nose 
was  sharp,  white,  and  meaningless  ;  and,  as  SIR  GUY  was  still  a 
great  smoker,  it  would  have  been  a  matter  of  unfeigned  astonish- 
ment to  his  friends  had  they  seen  him  without  the  short  clay  pipe 
which  was  now  stuck,  in  a  careless  fashion,  into  his  bar-slit,  tooth- 
less month,  whose  hard,  shrivelled,  yet  brown-pink  b'ps,  held  the 
pipe-stem  with  a  fixed  pressure  :  nor  would  they  have  evinced  less 
surprise  had  they  met  him  without  the  bunch  of  wooden  matches,  or 
pipe-lights,  which  he  carried,  negligently,  in  one  curved,  powerless 
naad,  while,  in  the  other — being  old-fashioned,  and  not  caring  to 
muddle  himself  up  with  new-fangled  inventions— he  held  a  lantern, 
with  a  lighted  candle  within.  It  was  this  vision  of 

"  A  fine  Old  English  Gentleman, 
One  of  the  olden  time," 

that  met  HKM.A'S  ga/e  as  she  crossed  the  avenue,  and  entered  the 
ride-path. 

"  SIR  (it  v  serins  beloved — thoxigh,  no  doubt,  he  is  eccentric,"  she 
thi'iiu'lit  to  herself  ;  "  but  1  may  be  happy  here." 

Seeing  a  stranger  approaching.  SIR  dry  bade  his  bearers  set  him 
down  somewhere  away,  among  the  laurel-bushes,  or  in  the  tool-shed, 
or  any  quiet  corner,  so  that  ho  might  be  out  of  the  way  when  the 
Supposed  visitor  called— as  is  the  fashion  with  tine  old  English  hos- 
pitable gentlemen  when  they  ought  to  be  present  to  receive  a  guest. 
So  the  good,  snub-nosed,  Sabbath-clothed  peasants,  singing 

"  Please  to  remember 
The  Fifth  of  November," 


turned  the  chair  over  in  among  the  laurel-bushes,  and  walked  away, 
leaving  Sra  Gr/Y  to  watch  the  effect  upon  the  caller  when  one  of  his 
powdered,  canary-coloured  Colossi  should  open  the  hall-door,  and 
say  "  Not  at  home !  "  in  answer  to  the  first  simple  inquiry. 

But  Fate  willed  it  otherwise  ;  and  the  visitor  was  not  to  inquire 
at  that  door  yet  awhile. 

Her  curiosity  partially  aroused  by  what  she  had  seen,  BELLA 
crossed  the  garden-walk.  Fatigued  with  her  walk,  for  a  moment 
she  sits  down  on  a  rough-hewn  bench. 

I  do  not  believe  in  coincidences  generally ;  but  I  believe  in  this 
coincidence,  because  it  exactly  fits  into  this  present  situation,  and 
helps  us  along. 

As  she  sighed,  she  heard  the  roll  of  wheels  upon  a  gravel-path, 
and  two  voices — a  man's  and  a  woman's. 

The  woman's  said,  lackadaisically — and  yet  why  should  she  lack- 
a-daisy  where  so  many  grew  ? —  Carry  Floss :  she 's  rheumatic, 
and  the  ground  is  rather  too  damp." 

"  Yes,  my  Lady." 

At  that  man's  voice  BELLA  started  so  violently  that  she  tilted  the 
seat,  backwards,  right  in  among  the  laurel  and  rhododendron 
shrubs,  and  so— fortunately  for  her — disappeared  from  view  as  there 
passed,  right  in  front  of  where  she  had  but  the  moment  before  been 
si  ated,  a  Lady  in  a  Bath-chair,  wheeled  by  a  tall  sen-ant  in  a 
splendid  liverv,  carrying  a  little  fat,  wheezing,  silk-eared  dog,  that 
had  seen  its  best  days  among  the  snows  of  St.  Bernard  in  the  Isles 
ot  Newfoundland. 

BELLA,  completely  concealed  by  the  friendly  bushes,  was  able  to 
concentrate  her  whole  attention  on  the  Lady,  while  the  face  of  her 
male  attendant  was  turned  away. 

(To  be  continued.) 
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GREAT    MEETING    AT    THE    ZOOLOGICAL 
GARDENS. 

N  Good  Friday,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  toe  closing  of 
the  Gardens,  a  Meeting 
of  the  most  influential  of 
DR.  SCLATEH'S  boarders 
was  convened  for  the  pur- 
pose of  considering  the 
arrangements  to  be  made 
for  the  reception  at  the 
Gardens  of  the  animals 
presented  to  H.R.H.  the 
PRINCE  OF  WALES  during 
his  Indian  progress. 

On  the  motion  of  the 
Senior  Lion  present,  se- 
conded by  Chuitee,  the  Bi; 
Elephant,  the  Royal  anu 
Imperial  Bengal  Tiger  was 
called  to  the  Chair. 

The  Chairman  said :  No 
doubt  the  Meeting  was 
aware  of  the  fact  that  His 
Royal  Highness  had  in  the 
course  of  his  Indian  tour 
received  more  —  a  good 
many  more— zoological  gifts  from  the  Rajahs,  Maharajahs,  Rams, 
Jams,  Guikwars,  Peishwas,  Nawaubs,  and  other  potentates  of 
India,  than  he  knew  what  to  do  with.  The  synonym  for  the  most 
embarrassing  and  unwelcome  of  gifts  that  could  be  made  was 
a  "white  elephant" — no  offence  to  their  most  respectable  pachy- 
dermatous comrade  of  darker  complexion,  who,  he  was  sure,  would 
always  be  a  welcome  present,  under  any  circumstances.  These 
half-civilised  Indian  rulers — his  family  had  known  something  about 
them  in  earlier  days — were  apparently  under  the  impression  that 
there  were  no  tigers,  lions,  elephants,  panthers,  cheetahs,  or  bears 
in  this  country — (derisive  howls,  roars,  grunts,  qrowls,  and  squeaks 
from  the  company) — but  what  was  the  fact  ?  the  uncivilised  ani- 
mals which  had  been  shipped  on  board  the  Serapis  and  the  Raleigh — 
for,  literally,  the  animals  had  had  to  come  over  in  two  ships,  like  the 
famous  Monkey  in  the  comic  song — were  no  more  to  be  compared  to 
the  animals  born,  or  at  least  educated,  in  those  Gardens,  than  the 
street  Arab  of  the  back  slums  could  be  compared  with  the  highly 
cultivated  Graduate  of  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  The  question  before 
them  was,  should  this  fact  be  acknowledged  and  acted  upon,  or 
ignored  ?  Should  the  new-comers  be  received  with  the  attentions 
due  to  distinguished  foreigners,  the  deference  that  should  always 
be  paid  to  Royal  property,  or  the  cool  and  contemptuous  indifference 
that  was  the  natural  demeanour  of  civilised  beings  towards  mere 
illiterate  and  uncultivated — he  might  say  savage — intruders  on  the 
happy  and  highly-trained  family-party  which  he  saw  around  him  ? 

The  Indian  Elephant,  being  loudly  called  upon,  trumpeted  to  the 
effect  that  he  flattered  himself  he  knew  something  about  Elephants, 
something  about  England,  and  something  about  India.  He  must 
say  that  he  felt  as  if  he  never  could  look  an  Illustrated  London 
JfewtotA  Graphic  in  the  face  again,  after  the  glut  of  Elephants 
they  had  inflicted  on  the  public  during  the  tour  of  His  Royal  High- 
ness. If  the  Prince  was  as  sick  of  Elephants  as  the  public  must  be, 
he  feared  the  popularity  of  his  family  had  received  a  blow  from 
which  it  never  would  recover.  There  could  be  such  a  thing  as  even 
too  much  Elephant.  ( Cries  of  "  No,  no  !  ")  It  was  now  twenty-five 
years  since  he  had  packed  up  his  trunk  for  his  journey  to  this 
country.  Since  then  he  had  led  a  quiet  and  happy,  though  somewhat 
monotonous,  life.  It  was  easier,  if  less  exciting  work,  carrying  a 
howdah-load  of  children  than  a  fat  Rajah  or  his  hareem,  or  a  sporting 
Sahib  with  his  breech-loaders;  and  he  would  rather  make  the 
acquaintance  of  his  distinguished  friend  in  the  Chair  through  the 
bars  of  the  Carnivora-house  than  at  closer  quarters  on  his  own 
flank,  or  with  his  (the  Elephant's)  trunk  in  his  (the  Tiger's)  claws. 
He  would  say  nothing  of  the  effects  of  a  diet  composed  largely  of 
stale  buns  and  questionable  gingerbread.  Luckily,  his  digestion 
was  pretty"  strong.  But  he  knew  the  British  Public.  It  liked 
novelty,  it  liked  Lions— no  allusion  to  his  feline  friends— and  it 
liked  Foreigners— if  a  little  savage,  so  much  the  better.  Look  at 
the  way  it  ran  after  the  SHAH.  He  was  quite  prepared  to  find  his 
friend  the  B.  P.  going  into  raptures  over  the  new-comers,  if  only 
because  they  knew  no  English  and  had  never  tasted  a  bun  in  their 
lives.  He  did  not  mean  to  allow  his  trunk  to  be  put  out  of  joint  by 
any  such  ignorant  intruders,  though  they  came  from  the  stud  of  the 
mighty  RAM-JAM  JKI.LYBOY,  the  original  BANIHOHSNATCII,  or  the 
great  PANJANDRUM  himself.  He,  for  one,  would  take  care  that  the 
Superintendent,  Fellows,  and  Visitors  knew  HIS  sentiments  on  the 
subject.  If  these  strangers  were  thrust  upon  the  established 


animals,  let  the  public  look  out,  he  would  not  say  for  squalls,  bu 
for  trumpets,  to  a  pretty  lively  tune,  and  a  smash  to  follow.  Hi 
did  not  think  his  howdah  would  be  the  safest  place  for  hopeful  boy: 
home  for  the  holidays  if  the  rumoured  intention  was  persisted  in. 

Jenny,  the  Ourang-Outan,  after  apologising  for  the  weak  state  o: 
her  voice,  owing  to  chronic  bronchitis — these  East  winds  were  really 
cruel — put  it  to  the  Meeting,  if  this  was  the  sort  of  weather 
poor  animals  ought  to  expect  so  near  May-Day.  She  would  only 
remind  them,  that  the  attraction  of  their  less  civilised  brethren 
would  draw  more  nuts  and  buns. 

The  Chairman  growled  out  that  he  didn't  see  what  nuts  and  buns 
had  to  do  with  it.  If  she  had  said  ribs  of  beef,  he  could  have  under- 
stood the  observation. 

The  Ourang-Outan  apologised,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  meeting  sat 
pensively  nibbling  the  Larger  Ant-Eater's  tail,  but  said  no  more. 

The  Polar  Bear  quite  agreed  with  his  pachydermatous  friend  (the 
Elephant).  He  had  no  liking  for  India,  which  he  considered  a 
nasty,  hot,  disagreeable  country,  with  not  an  iceberg  or  a  glacier  to 
be  had  for  love  or.  monev,  without  travelling  as  far  as  the  great 
Himalayan  range.  He  did  not  expect  to  find  any  of  his  kith  or  kin 
among  the  new-comers,  and  had  no  disposition  to  admit  relationship 
with  the  diminutive  and  vegetable-eating  Himalayan  Bears  who,  he 
understood,  would  he  represented  among  them. 

The  Brown  Bear  of  Europe  begged  to  say  "  ditto"  to  his  Polar 
cousin.  He  did  not  believe  in  Indian  gifts  either.  He  might  have 
his  own  views  about — some  might  say  upon — India,  but  all  he  would 
say  at  that  Meeting  was  that  his  motto  had  been,  and  should  always 
be,  "Bear  and  for-Bear."  They  had  heard  of  "  the  Lion's  share " 
long  enough.  He  hoped  the  time  was  now  coming  for  the  Bear's 
share  to  be  meted  out  to  him.  He  did  not  see  what  they  wanted 
with  more  animals,  except  for  the  commissariat  department.  All 
he  could  say  was,  that,  if  they  came,  he  was  willing  to  do  his  best  to 
see  them  taken  in  and  done  for. 

The  Lion  remarked  that  if  he  had  changed  his  quarters  lately,  he 
was  still  the  Old  Lion.  He  had  asked  his  Royal  and  Imperial 
friend  to  take  the  Chair,  to  show  that  he  did  not  envy  him  his  new 
title.  He  preferred  old  names  himself,  and  would  remain  the 
original  British  Lion  so  long  known,  and  he  hoped  he  might  add,  so 
deservedly  popular,  in  those  Gardens.  He  thought  the  less  we  had 
of  Indian  titles,  or  of  Indian  visitors,  the  better. 

The  Royal  and  Imperial  Bengal  Tiger  wished  to  know  if  the 
British  Lion  had  any  intention  of  reflecting  on  him,  or  his  family  or 
title,  by  that  remark  '? 

The  British  Lion  declined  to  explain. 

The  Tiger  on  this  began  to  growl,  and  the  Meeting  was  much 
agitated  for  some  moments,  when,  luckily,  the  Keepers  coming  up, 
got  the  animals  coaxed  to  their  respective  dens,  and  the  bars  were 
secured  on  the  Carnironi  without  mischief,  though  without  any 
distinct  expression  of  the  feeling  of  the  Meeting. 


(POSSIBLE)  MAY  MEETINGS,  187B. 

MR.  DISRAELI  may  meet  with  a  good  reason  for  his  newly-acquired 
Imperialism — better  at  least  than  those  furnished  by  his  favourite 
almanack  and  little  girl. 

MR.  GLADSTONE  may  meet  with  something  fresh  to  disestablish — 
with  MR.  DISRAELI'S  assistance. 

Du.  KENEALT  may  meet  with  some  one  who  believes  him  the  heir 
of  all  the  Plantagenets,  a  greater  orator  than  DIIMDSI  IIKNES,  and  a 
juster  man  than  ARISTIDES. 

MR.  WHAILEY  may  meet  with  a  simpler  victim  of  delusion  than 
himself. 

MR.  NEWDEGATE  may  meet  with  a  nunnery  that  will  receive  him 
with  open  arms. 

The  SULTAN  and  the  KHEDIVE  may  meet  with  some  one  able  to 
show  them  a  new  way  to  pay  old  debts. 

The  Armies  of  the  EMPEROR  OF  RUSSIA  may  meet  with  the  word 
"  EMPRESS  "  chalked  on  a  board  somewhere  in  Asia,  and  retreat  into 
Europe  with  precipitation. 

The  two  giant  Iron-clads  Aeronaut  and  Dirinff  liclfe  may  meet, 
and  prove  MR.  WARD  HUNT'S  prevision  in  christening  them. 

MR.  SWINBURNE  may  meet  with  a  poet  equal  to  himself — even  in 
his  own  opinion. 

The  Home-Rulers  and  Nationalists  may  meet,  without  having  to 
be  parted  by  the  Police. 

Christians  of  different  denominations  may  meet  without  cursing 
each  other. 

The  House  of  Commons  may  meet  with  the  serious  intention  of 
loing  useful  work. 

Mr.  Punch  may  meet  with  an  Upper  Ten  and  a  Lower  Ten 
Million,  none  of  whom  deserve  his  satiric  lash. 


PAINTERS,  whose  Pictures  have  been  sent  back  for  want  of 
room,  must  be  pleased  to  learn  that  the  Royal  Academy  has  had  a 
STOREY  added  to  it. 
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in:  chilliest  of  May  Days!  Xot  much 
be  got  by  going  a-maying  in 
Westminster  in  such  weather.  One 
thing  is  settled  (Monday,  May  I,  I.uri/x], 
about  Irish  Peers— the  country  is  not  to 
have  any  more  of  them.  So  far  the 
House  of  Lords  agree  with  LOED 
INC  HIQTJIN.  The  rest  of  the  Bill — as 

tar  as  7'i/HcA.can"understand — has  gone  to  the  dogs.  No.  Irish  boroughs  may 
yet  have  the'chance  given  them  of  being  represented  by  Irish  Peers.  Who  dares 
say  England  never  docs  anything  for  Ireland  P 

(O'wimiHs.)  —  Merchant  Shipping  again.  Government  Clause  carried  to 
prohibit  deck-loads  of  heavy  timber,  or  of  light  timber  above  three  feet  high, 
between  <  ictoher  and  March.  MR.  PLIMSOLL  was  within  eight  of  getting  timber 
deck-loads  prohibited  altogether.  Bravo,  PLIMSOLL!  This  shows  the  good 
of  "pepping  away,"  even  in  the  teeth  of  a  stonewall;  nav,  against,  what  is 
worse  than  any  number  of  stonewalls,  such  a  feather-bed  fender  as  ADDERLEY'S 
puzzle-pate  stuffed  with  good  intentions. 

TiifKilni/  (I.nn/^.     First  cry  over  spilt  milk— of  which  we  are  promised  more 

me.      I.nui)  SI.I.IICII:M-:  stated,  elaborately  and  emphatically,  his  grounds 

tor   contendim:   that   Ministers,  after  promising  to   "localise"    the  QUEEN'S 

Imperial  Title,  by  their  Proclamation,  have  kept  the  word  of  "honour  to  the  ear, 

aad  broken   it   t  •  -e,"  by  localising  the  title  of  Queen  in  England,  and 

the  title  of  Km;  where  else  in  the  British  dominions. 

"  No,"  says  the  l.oun  <  'HAM  TI.I.OH.  "The  Proclamation  applies  only  to 
eases  where  the'  Qr  EEX'S  full  title  has  to  "ne  used.  It  provides  that  the  new 
title  shall  not  be  used  in  those  cases,  where  they  relate  to  Ensland  only.  That 
is  what  /  undertook  we  would  do,  and  that  is  what  we  have  done." 

LORD  IlvTiiKRi.EY  (ex-Lord  Chancellor)  compactly  puts  the  question,  as 
between  LOUD  Si:i.iini!XE  and  LORD  CAII;NS  which  will  next  week  be  the  ques- 
tion between  Mi;.  DISRAELI  and  SIR  H.  ,!AMI:S,  between  Her  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment and  Her  Majesty's  Opposition,  between  the  Majority  and  the  Minority: — 
"  Did  the  promise  to  localise  the  title  mean  spreading  it  over  every  part  of  the 
Empire  except  Kngland  ?  " 

Now  our  readers  know  exactly  the  point  at  issue.  It  could  not  have  been 
better  put  than  by  LORD  SEI.IWWXE,  or  more  clearly,  and  weakly,  met  than  by 
LORD  CAIKNS.  Between  them  we  know  the  best  that  can  be  said  for,  and  the 
worst  that  can  be  said  against,  Government.  And  bad  is  the  best. 

Mi  auwhile,  it  is  a  comfort  to  know  that  if  Municipalities  Kutmr,  it  will  be 
because  they  like  it.  SIR  BERNARD  BUKKE,  Ulster  King-at-Arms,  told  the 
Corporation  of  Dublin  that  in  their  Address  to  the  QUEEN  on  the  return  of  the 
PaiNCE  OF  Wu,i>,  they  must  approach  her  by  the  new  style.  "  Nothing  of  the 
kind!"  says  tin*  HOLKER,  in  his  off-hand  way.  "Bother  SIK  BERN  MID!' 
So  HntKE  is  Burked!  The  Ulster  King-at-Arms  may  put  the  HOLKER'S  flat 
contradiction  in  his  pipe -if  Kings-at-Arms  have  such  low  things— and  smoke 
it— if  KingB-at-Arnu  do  such  low  thir 

(Commons.)— MR.  DISRAELI  explained  to  SIR  H.  JAMES  that  of  course  in 


Commissions  the  new  t  i1  used,  as  they  operated 

all  over  the  world— in  India  as  elsewh 

"  Investigation  ot   Till*  s"   has  always  been /A 
our  Land-Transfer  law.     It   ;  ,  be  as  awk- 

ward, and'as  sore  a  point   in  the  l.etr  in  the 

Law,  of  the  laud.  What  a  ev  .p  of  questions  must  l,e 
irrmving  out  of  the  Proclamation  for  the  Law  Officers, 
from  the  1 .01:11  ('HIM  KI.I.OR  down  ! 

The  Government  grants  SIK   H.    Us 
Committee  to  inquire  how  berths  in  th-  Civil  Service  can 
be  found  for  meritoriou-   members  of   tin    Military  and 
Naval  dittos,  after  discharge.     But  Mit.  H  utnY  declines 
to  turn  the  War-Office  into  a  Registration-Office. 
I  I'MF.R  TAYLOR,  that   l>»n    <)ui.mt,<  of  doubtful  eases 
and  desperate  causes,  laid   bare   for  the  second  time  the 
backs  of  the  two  small  boys  whom    Mi:.   WILBEBPOBCt, 
taking   the   law  and   the    stick   into    his    n\\n    hands, 
thrashed,    cirr   jMimi/ix.    and    has  thereby  earned,  and 
got,  a  lecture  from  the  LORD  <  'n  \  v<  i:i.i.ou  on  the  danger 
(rates  allowing  their  Eton  experience  ,,f  flogging 
and  its  blessed  effects  to  carry  them  too  far.   Mi:.  T\vi.nn, 
after  n  statement  of  the  ease,  in  that  peculiarly 
language  which  anything  that  he  views   as   on 
always  provokes  him  to, — so  much  must  be  said  to  the 
credit  of  his  heart,  if  not  his  head— asked  to  have  ME. 
Wii.iiEiiFoiti'F  dismissed  from  the  Bench. 

The  House  agreed  with  Snt  W.  BARTTEI.OT  that  the 
Magistrate's  error  of  judgment  had  been  sufficiently 
punished,  and  that  "wigging"  might  fairly  be  set 
against  "  whipping  "—particularly  as  MR.  W.  had  had 
to  pay  £15  damages,  at  which  rate  the  indignant  jmrent 
would  probably  be  delighted  to  have  his  rabbit-hunting 
offsprine  flogged  every  week  in  the  year. 

MR.  ('.    l.r«is  called   the   HICIIT    Hoy.  I!.  I.owi:   over 

ils  for  his  after-dinner  story  at  Retford,  that  two 

Ministers,  to  whom  the  QM  i  v  had  made  the  proposal. 

had  declined  to  bring  in  a  Bill  empowering  her  to  add 

to  her  title. 

MR.  LOVVE  having  first  answered  MR.  LEWIS'S  letter, 
giving  notice  of  his  intention  to  ask  the  auention,  as  he 
answer  deputations,  by  a  snub  including  a  sneer, 
tried  to  repeat  the  process  in  his  speech,  and  so  laid 
himself  open  to  such  a  double-thonging  from  MR.  DIS- 
RAELI, as  the  House  has  not  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
administered  for  many  a  long  day,  followed  bv  a  denial 
of  MR.  LOWE'S  statement  on  the  part  of  HIM  M  u 
a  real  Queen's  Message.  The  House  received  the  mes- 
sage with  respect,  the  eastigation  with  relish.  On  no 
hack  could  the  lash  have  been  laid  so  entirely  to  the 
House's  satisfaction.  BEX  thrashing  BOB,  BOB  having 
richly  deserved  it,  is  only  less  delightful  than  it  will  be 
to  see  BOB  return  the  compliment  to  BEN  when  he  gets 
the  chance. 

Arcades  ambo, 
Searifirore  parec,  et  pay-back-are  parati. 

Wi'tlncsitay.— Bill  to  assimilate  Irish  Registration  to 
English.  Ireland  being  so  like  England  in  all  other 
respects,  whv  should  it  not  be  like  her  also  in  thisP 
Strange  the  House  can't  see  the  absurdity,  but  persists 
in  throwing  out  the  Bill  by  205  to  118. 

Thursday  (Commons).  — MR.  LOWE,  having  taken 
council  of  his  pillow,  and  his  friends — he  has  friends — 
apologised  humbly  and  fully  for  his  Retford  lete-nnij<' *(•'•. 
It  would  have  been  inexcusable  in  him  to  repeat  the 
story  if  false ;  still  more  inexcusable,  if  true.  The 
Qr  Era's  name  should  not  be  dragged  into  debate,  for 
the  QFEEN  is  the  only  person  in  England  who  cannot 
open  her  mouth  in  her  own  defence. 

After  MR.  LOWE  had  administered  the  discipline  to 
himself  with  a  heavy  band,  Mn.  LEWIS  got  up  to  improve 
the  occasion,  but  the  House  was  not  of  a  humour  for  MR. 
I.FWIS'S  "  improvement,"  and  shut  him  up  sharply.  Mi:. 
LEWIS  hnd  better  be  warned  by  the  fate  of  MR.  I.nw  i  . 

SIR  HENRY  JAMES  gave  notice  of  his  intention  to 
move  a  Resolution  that  the  Proclamation  under  the 
Royal  Titles  Bill  dors  tint  make  adequate  provision  for 
localising  the  title  of  Empress. 

MR.  DISRAELI,  accepting  the  motion  as  at  once  a  Tofc 
of  no  confidence  and  censure,  put  that  day  week  at  Ml: 
HKMIY'S  service.  So  on  Thursday  the  1 1th,  the  Crown 
will  again  be  thrown  up  for  a  kick  off,  a  "  ro..ge"  and 
a  "bully,"  though  there  can  he  no  doubt,  considering 
the  strength  of  the  sides,  which  will  carry  the  goal. 
But  trim  the  Crown  meant  for  a  f.xit-hall  '• 

M  reliant   Shipping.     Delightful  as  usual.      Scurvy, 
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SECRETS. 


Intelligent  Housemaid.  "  OH,  PLEASE,  Mis.s,  THERE  WAS  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  CALLED  WHEN  YOU  WAS  OUT.      HE  DIDN'T  CLEAVE  NO 
CARD,  Miss  ;  BUT  I  CAN  SHOW  YOU  WHO  HE  is,  'CAUSE  THERE'S  THREE  OF  HIS  PHOTYORAI'HS  IN  YOUR  ALBUM." 


ships' -boats,  and  advance-notes  in  hand.  The  President  of  the 
Board  of  Trade  threw  a  new  light  on  the  dangers  and  disadvan- 
tages of  ships' -boats. 

"  Suppose  a  ship  wrecked  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlantic,  with  all  the  life- 
boats and  deck  rafts  proposed  by  the  clause  on  board,  and  that  all  the  passen- 
gers were  lowered  safely  ;  what  would  become  of  them  ?  They  would  simply 
be  starved,  and  die  by  inches,  instead  of  being  drowned  in  the  ship." 

Of  boats,  said  MAJOR  BERESFORD  (as  of  wounds  in  the  old  play, 
according  to  the  well-known  JOE  MILLER), 

"The  danger 's great,  because  they  are  so  small." 

SIR  CHARLES  retorts  (as  smartly  as  the  Wag  in  the  gallery), — 
"  It  would  be  far  less,  were  there  none  at  all." 

Ought  not  the  new  Shipping  Bill  to  contain  a  provision  that  no  ship 
carry  boats,  as  a  precaution  against  lingering  death  in  cases  of 
ship-wreck?  On  Scurvy  we  are  glad  to  hear  that  a  Committee 
is  sitting.  We  wish  it  a  close  and  searching  inquiry,  and  to 
ME.  BATES,  and  all  the  other  owners  of  scurvy-smitten  ships,  a 
good  deliverance.  Poor  MR.  BATES  !  With  all  the  ship-owning 
virtues  under  the  sun,  he  is  so  unlucky  as  to  be  under  the  necessity 
—which  must  be  painful  to  a  truly  modest  mind  like  his— of  per- 
petually blowing  his  own  trumpet.  What  is  MB.  BATES  to  do  if  the 
sailors  ;ihn;inl  his  ships  won't  eat  preserved  vegetables,  and  will  eat 
"  slush '?''  Then  ajrain,  MR.  BATES  believes  Advance-notes  to  be 
essential  to  1he  well-being  of  the  British  Seaman;  but  perverse 
Committees,  both  of  Ship-owners  and  the  House  of  Commons,  will 
report  <i<r;un>t  tbeiD  ns  demoralising  to  the  Seaman,  and  of  service 
only  to  the  crimp  and  the  class  of  owners  whose  trust  is  in  crimps. 
BATES  in  the  character  of  Antagonistes  again  ! 

Friday  (Lorils).— LORD  DE  LA  WARR  uttered  a  wail  a  propos  of 
the  wicked  School  Boards,  which  are  dragging  us  into  the  slough 
of  despond,  of  a  purely,  or  impurely,  Secular  Education !  He  wants 
to  have  the  burning  question  of  Primary  Education  handled  in 
the  Lords  before  going  to  the  Commons,  who  are  sure.to  scorch  their 
fingers  over  it.  The  DUKE  or  RICHMOND  did  not  see  his  way  to 
this.  Educators  must  put  their  hands  into  the  public  pocket,  and 
that  was  a  privilege  reserved  for  the  Commons. 


Oxford  University  Bill  read  a  Third  Time. 

(Commons.) — Last  night  the  House  was  loud  on  the  Seaman's 
Advance-note  in  our  seaports.  To-night  it  is  as  hot  over  the  llussian 
Advance-note  in  Central  Asia. 

MR.  BAILLIE  COCHRANE  dragged  the  double-headed  eagle  on  the 
tapis.  We  ought  to  look  on  the  Russian  advance  towards  Merv  as 
the  rise  of  a  tide  on  our  Indian  frontier. 

(Has  MR.  COCHRANE  ever  heard  of  CANUTE  and  his  courtiers  '< 
Tides  rise  by  laws  of  nature.  Are  Russians  in  Central  Asia  ad- 
vancing so  '(  Better  drop  the  tide  metaphor.) 

MR.  FORSYTE  admits  that  the  Bear  is  swallowing  the  Khanates  ; 
but  all  the  better  for  the  Khanates.  The  Bear  is  a  blessing— in 
disguise,  perhaps,  but  still  a  blessing.  Central  Asians  can  only  be 
civilised  by  absorption.  There  is  no  danger  to  our  frontier  from  the 
side  of  Khokand  and  Kashgar.  Our  street-doors  are  the  Khyber 
Pass  (via  Cabul)  and  the  Bholan  Pass  (via  Kandahar).  Herat  is  the 
key  of  both.  So  long  as  we  can  keep  Affghanistan  between  us  and 
Russia  we  are  all  right.  Let  us  stick  to  SHEHE  ALT,  and  stand  no 
nonsense  in  the  way  of  any  stretching  of  the  Bear's  paws  towards 
Merv — for  Merv  is  only  240  miles  from  Herat,  and  when  the  Russ 
takes  Herat,  he  may  say  "  Erat"  of  the  Anglo-Indian  Empire— 
"  There  was  one  once."  (" Fuit"  would  be  better  Latin,  but  what 
would  become  of  the  pun  ?) 

SIR  Or.  CAMPBELL  agreed  in  the  main  with  MR.  FORSYTH.  Russia 
might  become  a  dangerous  neighbour.  She  was  not  so  yet.  Our 
best  wisdom  was  to  keep  our  eyes  open  and  our  powder  dry — not 
trust  her  an  inch  further  than  we  can  see  her,  but  not  irritate  her 
by  perpetual  expressions  of  distrust. 

SIR  H.  HAVELOCK  was  of  opinion  that  the  Indian  deluge  would  be 
upon  us  in  five  years;  and  that  our  Ark,  the  Anglo-Indian  Army, 
was  rotten. 

MR.  DISRAELI  had  no  faith  in  understandings.  (He  has  educated 
too  many.)  He  saw  no  reason  why  Russia  should  not  follow  her 
natural  law  of  development,  provided  England  gave  her  clearly 
to  understand  that  we  were  determined  to  strengthen  our  Indian 
Empire  materially  and  morally,  and  always  to  claim  our  legitimate 
influence  in  the  East.  Frankness  was  better  than  "  silent  sus- 
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INSTEAD  OF  Drsr,  PRIMROSES,  AND  HARD  GROUND  WE  HAD  DELIGHTFULLY  OPEN  WEATHER  ! 

WHICH  JONES  HAD  ALL  TO  HIMSELF  ! 


BRILLIANT  FINISH   WITH  THE  STAG— 


picion."  Human  nature  was  much  influenced  by  titles.  "Empress" 
would  be  found  great  medicine,  and  operate  wonderfully. 

LORD  (i.  HAMILTON  contradicted  Sra  H.  HAVELOCK  on  the  state  of 
the  Indian  Army.  Recent  surveys  had  reported  the  timbers  of  our 
Ark  as  anything  but  rotten. 

Talk  on  Barbadoes.  Upshot.  Better  suspend  your  judgment  in 
re  POPE-HENNESST  r.  Planters  till  we  know  something  certain. 


SOMETHING  LIKE  INVENTIONS. 

MR.  PUNCH  is  much  surprised  to  find  that  the  following  novelties 
are  not  to  be  included  in  the  Exhibition  of  Inventions  just  opened 
to  the  Public  :— 

1.  Statement  of   Startling  Facts    in    an    After-dinner    Speech. 
(Exhibited  by  the  RlOHT  HON.  ROBEBT  LOWF,.) 

2.  Handsome  Apology  for  ditto.    By  ditto.     (Unique.    Must  be 
seen  to  be  believed.) 

i.  Joke  made  in  the  House  of  Commons,  not  to  be  found  in  Joe 
Miller.  (Exhibited  by  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON.) 

4.  Plot  discovered  in  England,  not  got  up  by  the  Jesuits.  (Ex- 
hibited by  MR.  WHALLEY.) 

~>.  A  Specimen  of  elegant  English  Oratory  presented  to  the  Ladies 
of  England  with  the  Author's  compliments.  (Exhibited  by  MB. 
SMOLLETT.) 

6.  The    '  Empress  Frontier-Guard  "—a  new  invention  for  pre- 
venting Invasions  of  India.     (Exhibited  by  the  RIGHT  HON.  B. 
DISRAELI.) 

7.  Women's  Rights— warranted  genuine.     (Exhibited  by  JACOB 
BRIGHT.) 

H.  Real  Irish  Grievances.'    (.Exhibited  by  MR.  BUTT.) 

9.  Plan    for    reconciling  West-End    Fronts  with    the   working 
principle  of  the  Civil  Service  Stores.    (Exhibited  by  SIR  THOMAS 
CHAMBERS.) 

10.  Guide-Book    to    Official    Duties,  by    one    who    thoroughly 
knows  his  own.    (Exhibited  by  SIR  CHARLES  ADDERLEY.) 


11.  The  Perfect  Lawyer:  being  a  Collection  of  valuable  Judg- 
ments delivered  in  the  House  of  Commons  by  the  present  AITORNKY- 
('KNKKA.L.    (Exhibited  by  SIB  JOHN  HOLKER.) 

12.  Useful  Hints  upon  Army  Reform.    (Exhibited  by  MR.  JOHN 
HOLMS.) 

13.  Things  not  Words :  being  a  Collection  of  Beneficial  Measures 
passed  by  the  Government  during  the  last  two  years.     (Exhibited 
by  MR.  DISBAELI'S  Cabinet.) 


LITERARY  FELICITY. 

"  The  question  arises  .  .  .  whether  those  who  write  sa  much  are  really 
much  happier." — LORD  CAUXAKVOX,  at  the  Royal  Literary  fund. 

WHY  in  the  world  should  the  question  arise  ? 
Is  the  flight  that  bright-winged  Pegasus  flies 

To  be  measured  by  means  mechanic  ? 
There 's  a  power  and  passion  that  urge  to  write, 
And  the  energy  tills  with  strong  delight, 
That  moves  the  natural  easy  might 

Of  a  genius  Titanic. 

As  the  war-horse  neighs  in  the  battle-hour, 
So  the  spirit  of  tire,  the  wielder  of  power, 

VVorks  on,  and  in  strength  rejoices. 
Better  his  visions  than  fortune  or  fame  ; 
To  spend  himself  is  his  glorious  aim ; 
He  can  wait  for  Posterity's  sure  acclaim, 

If  grudged  the  multitude's  voices. 

The  fickle  taste  of  the  thoughtless  town 
May  wrongly  assign  the  laurel  crown  : 

Why  should  that  spoil  life's  flavour  ? 
Destiay  works  on  a  curious  plan, 
And  is  often  kind  to  the  charlatan ; 
But  the  man  who  has  power  is  the  happy  man, 

Whoever  has  Fortune's  favour. 
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ATALANTA    IN     ENGLAND. 

MR.  POYNTEB'S  su- 
i  picture  Mr.    Punch 

moralises — 

A  HAPPY  loss!     And  not 

the  only  race 
In   which  the   fair  sex 

fairly  wins  by  losing. 
llr.tni'ss    'gainst    force! 
The     nymph     should 
have  the  pace 
Over  a  pleasant  course 

of  her  own  choosing. 
But  in  a  pounding,  long 

cross-country  spin, 
When  way  and"  weather 
make  it  heavy  going, 
Who  'd  back  those  Hying 
rosy  feet  to  win  ? 
I  'd  rather  see  them 

flowing 

Through  a  waltz-measure, 
than  hesplaslied  with 
mire 

^-  j[         On  that  rude  course  where 
*aS  -  e'en    male  .roadsters 

tire. 

--— • ••  "«•>  it !     "  Yes,  by  sleight,  not  speed," 

Grumbles  in  Punch's  ear  a  phantom  BKCKEK. 

Could  woman  e'er  run  straight  ?    Doubtful  indeed ! 
That  golden  globe  you  see  has  power  to  check  her 

Midway  a  winning  race.     Dame  Venus  knew 
More  of  her  mind  than  MILL.    That  fruit 's  a  symbol 

Of  things  no  woman,  blaze  she  bright  in  blue, 
Or  meekly  ply  a  thimble, 

Could  e'er  be  trusted  to  resist.     While  partial 

To  the  marital,  she  enjoys  the  martial. 

Fight  ?    Yes,  like  %nyris !     But  fight  they  fair, 
Who  war  'gainst  nature,  feeling,  and  affection  ? — 

Given  a  tribe  of  BECKERS,  trained  with  care, 
By  natural,  or  unnatural,  selection, 

For  ages  to  judicial  poise,  the  last 
Who  crowned  your  model  species  could  no  more 

Resist  love  's  lure  in  judgment's  race-course  cast, 
Than  she  who  ran  of  yore 

For  Woman's  Rights  in  Ancient  Greece  could  grapple 

With  the  temptation  of  that  golden  apple. 

Alas,  dear  LYDIA  !    It  is  all  too  late 

To  change  the  gentler  sex  in  soul  or  stature. 
With  sheer  untitness — worse  than  extra  weight — 

Woman,  thank  Heaven,  is  handicapped  by  Nature. 
Enter  her  for  the  great  Political  Stakes, 

A  race  in  which  few  men  'scape  slip  or  stumble ! 
Sweet  LYDIA,  'tis  the  maddest  of  mistakes. 

No  surer  way  to  humble 
Thy  justest  pride  of  sex.    Before  beginning. 
Pray  calculate  what  she  might  lose  by  winning  ! 

"  Mere  selfish  sentiment "  ?    No  spouter.  Punch, 

Of  pinchbeck  chivalry  as  poor  and  hollow 
As  SMOLLETT'S  satyr-satire.    By  his  hunch, 

Lay  Woman's  weal  that  way,  he  'd  lead— not  follow— 
The  New  Crusade  !     But  say  she  wins  the  race, 

Our  Atalanta— not  the  Arcadian,  surely, 
But  latter-day  Boeotian— place  and  grace 
Which  now  she  holds  securely 
As  a  non-combatant,  are  hers  no  longer, 
AVhom'only  weakness  e'er  can  make  the  stronger. 

Trust  Punch,  though  maidens  may  be  ne'er  so  fast, 
Life's  race-course  is  not  woman's  road  to  glory. 

CLYMENE'S  fleet-foot  daughter  failed  at  last, 
And,  when  she  won,  her  trophies  were  all  gory. 

Pardon  the  word,  c'ent  male,  and  most  unpleasant 
Like  others  masculine  and  militant : 

How  shape  them  to  your  sex's  lips  f   At  present 
Punch  must  confess  he  can't ! 

Gain 's  loss,  when  sex  with  sex  for  mastery  grapples  ; 

Best  waive  the  race,  and  share  the  golden  apples ! 


ACADEMY  ECHOES. 

"How  do?  So  glad  to  see  you."  "  Umbrellas  and  sticks  to  be 
left  lu  iv."  "What  a  nuisance  this  catalogue  is  ;  why  can't  they 
put  the  names  on  the  pictures ? "  "  Oh !  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  hope 
1  have  not  torn  your  dress,  (sotto  voce.}  What  a  bore  these  long 
trains  are!'  "What,  you  here?"  "Yas;  hate  pictures,  you 
know,  but  always  come— duty  to  society,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 
"  What  is  the  picture  of  the  year— that 's  all  I  want  to  see  ?  "  "I 
say,  JACK,  see  now  these  brutes  have  hung  my  picture,  one  wants  a 
ladder  to  see  it."  "Look  here  at  my  picture,  it  is  hung  on  the 
ground,  Sir."  "  Poor  show,  very.  No,  no,  I  have  not  exhibited 
tins  year.  In  fact,  the  public  taste  is  not  yet  sufficiently  i dm  at«l 
tii  appreciate  my —  "  Oh,  here  's  a  gay  of  a  portrait,  Mamma  !  " 
"  Hush,  CIIAKMU,  you  shouldn't  talk  like  that."  "But  isn't  he 
ugly?"  "Yes,  he  is  certainly  very  plain."  (Orifrinalqf portrait,  >/•/,,, 
ir«,*  contemplating  liis  features  u-ith  natural  pride,  departs  initiri/i/.} 

" 'Malanta's  face?  Ah  !  who  was  he?"  "Look  at  1 
stealing  that  apple!"  "Oh!  never  mind  Atnlnittu  ;  what  will 
you  do  about  Petrarch?"  "He  is  putting  it  on,  ain't  he:  gUfess 
he'd  beat  WESTON  prettv  smart."  "  I  beg  your  pardon."  "  How 
clumsy  men  are,  when  they  see  a  girl  has  a  couple  of  yards  of  DM  in 
on  the  floor  :  they  ought  to  be  careful."  "  MlLLICKHT— if  I  may  call 

you  M i LLICKNT— if  you  would  only  let ."  "OJ,  here's  Mamma! 

Oh,  Mamma  !  we  have  been  looking  everywhere  for  you  !  "  "  Oh  ! 
ain't  there  a  doosid  crowd  'ere  ;  but  a  poor-looking  lot :  bless  you,  a 
poor-looking  lot ! "  "  What  have  you  bought  ?  "  "  Well,  I  don't 
know  exactly ;  about  ten  thousand  pounds'  worth,  I  should  think. 
Not  a  bad  lot  to  take  back  to  Liverpool."  "I've  ordered  fifteen 
thousand  pounds'  worth.  Manchester  ought  to  encourage  art ; 


the  classic!  Oh,  that  beautiful  life  of  fair,  fair  Greece  !  "Looks  more 
like  an  old  drop-scene  than  anything  else."  "  How  admirably 
managed  the  singing  girls  are  !  "  "Don't  they  look  as  if  they  were 
catching  Hies  ?  "  "  What  are  all  those  women  yawning  at  ?  "  "  Who 
was  the  Daphnephoria  ?  "  "Oh,  ah,  she  was  a  goddess."  "A  goddess 
of  what  ?  "  "  Well,  of— of  several  things,  but  why  don't  you  read 
your  catalogue  ?"  "  The  Widower.'  What  do  you  think"  of  it  ?  " 
"A  rather  good  Faed,  gone  big."  "Squalid,  isn't  it?"  "Yes, 
but  the  loaf  on  the  table  is  not  what  a  working-man  would  eat ;  that 
would  cost  twopence  more  than  he  would  give."  (Several  people 
overhear  this  remark,  and  pass  it  off  as  their  own  at  different  periods 
of  the  day.} 

"Hullo!  what's  this  No.  153?"  "Bravo,  HAKT,  the  worst 
picture  in  the  room."  "11.  A's.  ain't  up  to  much  this  year,  eh?" 

Oh,  wretched !  Look  at  this,  it 's  a  miserable  daub.  If  I  had 
painted  it,  it  would  have  been  rejected,  instead  of  being  hung  on  the 
line."  "  Here  's  a  thing !  Really,  some  of  these  old  buffers  ought  to 
resign."  (The  old  buffer  referred  to  glares  savagely  round.)  "  I  have 
been  looking  everywhere  for  Miss  THOMPSON'S  picture.  Where  is 
it?"  "  Oh,  not  here  at  all.  The  lady  is  above  exhibiting  here." 

Selecting  Pictures,  that  must  be  interesting  to  vou."   ' '  Interesting ! 


made  an  Associate  ? 

"What's  this  called?  Just  look  it  up."  "' King  Lear  disin- 
heriting Cordelia.'  " — "  Rubbish.  Why,  it 's  a  duck  with  a  frog  in 
its  mouth."  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  have  made  a  mistake  ;  that 's 
'  A  Stern  Chase  is  a  Long  Chase.' "  "I  have  found  the  best  picture 
aere."  "Which  is  it?/'  ."The  Refreshment  Bar;  let's  have  a 
.ittle  soda,  with  something  in  it."  "Ah,  the  deuce  !  Oh  my  corns, 
my  corns!"  (The  foregoing  observation  is  called  forth  by  a  bath- 
chair  being  wheeled  rapidly  overthe  speaker's  feet.)  "  There  are  the 
JONESES.  Papa,  look  the  other  way.  Oh,  they  have  seen  us.  How 
do  you  do,  Miss  JONES  ?  So  delighted  to  see  you."  "  How  charm- 
ing that  'Cinderella'  is!'  "Lovely."  "Isn't  that  girl's  face 
painted  ?  "  "  No,  not  a  bit."  "  I  mean  on  the  canvas.  Sold  again !  " 

I  am  very  tired  of  this."   J'  So_am  I."     "I  am  going."     "lam 
off."  "  I  must  getaway." 
a  worse  show — never !  " 


"  "  Best  Exhibition  for  years."  fl  Never  saw 
"Lovely!"     "Miserable!" 


A   POSITIVE  NEGATIVE. 

So  many  lies  have  been  told  about  the  victualling  of  a  certain 
Herzegovinian  fortress  by  the  Turkish  Army,  that  the  only  thing 
one  can  believe  about  it  is  the  name,  "Nik-sic,"  which  in  Lingua 
Franca  would  mean,  "  Not-so." 


A  PRINCIPLE  FOR" THE  PRESS.  —It  behoves  110  British  Journalist 
:o  be  wiser  than  the  British  Public.     (N.B.  except  Punch.) 
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HIGH'    LIFE    BELOW    STAIRS!" 

Must,- 1 •  (.1,1! //! ,!,/).     "TlIEUK's    A    MOST    EXTRAORDINARY    SMELL, 
NOTICED   IT  NEVKUAL " 

Hall  Porter.  "  I  DON'T  WONDER  AT  IT,  SIR.     I  'VE  SPOKE  ABOUT  IT  DOWN- 

ST.MKS.       l,ir,  IJUTLKK,  Sn:,  YOU  SKK  is  "Ion  CHURCH,'  WHICH  HE  'AS  FIT  UP 

MORATORY  IN  THE  PANTRY,  AND  IU-RNS  HIXI-KN.SE.     WE  COULD  STAND  THAT  • 

BUT    THE    COOK    IS    THE     '  LOW   CHURCH'     PERSUASION,    AND    SHE    BURNS    BROWN 
1  APER    TO    HOBVIATE    THE     HlNCENSE.        IT'S     PERFECKLY    II AWFUL     ON     SAINTS' 


TIGHT  FISH. 

...    >s  the  audience  at   the    Uoyal  Institution  the  other  Friday  evening 
included  SIR  \\  ILKKID  LAWSO.V      If  so,  a  portion  at  least  of  a  lecture  delivered 
by  MR  G.  J.  ROMANES,  on  the  "Physiology  of  the  Nervous  System  of  the  Me- 
dusa),   must  have  captivated  him.   It  is  reported  as  follows.   On  those  animals— 
"Many  experiments  were  tried  to  test  the  effect  of  poisons,  or  what  are  poisons  to 
st  vertebrates.     The  actions  were  almost  identical.     Alcohol  produced  all  the  successive 
stages   of  intoxication,  from  irregularity  of  swimmins   to   hilaritv  of  motion  and  final 
comatose  sleep    which  was  always  recovered  by  a  night's  rest.     The  lecturer  regretted 
he  had  not  tried  the  restorative  effects  of  soda-water  "— 

And  perhaps  of  pick-me-up.    A  man  addicted  to  liquor  is  sometimes  said  to 

like  a  fish,  which  is  just  what  such  persons  do  not,  though  the  compulsory 

Hers  do  their  best  to  make  them.    From  the  foregoing  account,  however. 

appears  probable  that  fishes  in  common  with  most  vertebrates  can  be  affected 

n^nT-Y"  •    t1}8  t$3fi!*tSl$. that  JeU>'-nshes,  though  not  vertebrate,  were 
actually  intoxicated  with  it.   Salt  water  is,  of  course,  the  strongest  beverage  of 

"  Fishes  that  tipple  in  the  deep." 

.  They  "  know  no  such  liberty  "  as  that  of  which  SIR  WILFRID  and  his  asso- 
lates  seek  to   deprive  their  neighbours.     It  is  only  by  scientific  experiment 
tr,r?n«erS  can  aSO-'rI'UU  h™  fahw,   usually  water-drinkers     bchav, 
the  influence  of  spirits  and  water.    They  prove,  it  appears,  nna 
straight  they  roll  and  tumble  about,  and  finally  become  senseless      In 
is  condition  it  might  puzzle  a  Policeman,  taking  up  a  fish,  to  discern  it  it  were 
Jrunk  or  dying.     The  "Talking  Fish  "some  time  ago  exhibited  was  if  not  •> 
telk?     A*;     S±W      y  autalkin?  fish  were  made  tipsy,  how  would   it 
.    As  inarticulately,  no  doubt,  as  a  Lord  of  the  Creation,  not  to  say  a  ( 'hris- 

rtn  J?  fvi?86'      n  sWV  lf  f'cms  th;lt  ftshcs  lH'h:m'  exactly  as  human  beingl 
o  when  halt-seas-over.     In   that   state  they  might,  like  the  Spartan  Helots, 

i : ,__  animals 


A  MONDAY  NIGHT'S  DREAM. 

Fn>it<ifi<i.  t'ninjinsi'd  inn!  dedicated  to  his  friend 
Mil.  AiiTiun.  S.  CiiAppn.L,  Inj  his  ever  gratijul 
friend,  Mr. 


./ 


ttE  is  no  evident  reason  why  this  very  original 
MM  n:  'tins  composition  should  be  styled 

"  Fantasia"  any  mem  than  the  other  grand  compositions 
of  the  same  Master.  That  it  is  constructed  in  a  wholly 
independent  manner,  and  that  each  movement  shows  a 
certain  fantastic  character,  is  true.  To  analyse  the  so- 

"  Fantasia  "  in  d,  tail  would  o,  •.  lij.y  more  space 
than  ran  he  attorded  ;  but  a  brief  quotation  from  each  of 
the  principal  themes  will  sullii-e  to  call  attention  to  thu 
character  and  plan  >.t  .  ssive  movement.  —  Our 

'tin,  Aniih/tirnl  I'rntjntm,,' 


Introduzione 

A  winter  evening,  and  a  >om, 

A  creeping  ,  ,m — 

lit  or  sound  that  hints  tin-  picture-, me  — 
A  brass-bound  piano,  ami  a  tiddler'-, 
Ladies  sitting  at  tlieir  knitting, 
Or  chatting  o'er  their  tan 
The  vast  amphitheatre  filling, 
Mode  ,t  the  shilling, 

And  the  tardy  stalls,  up-driving, 
Just  in  n :  arriving. 

Now  the  gas  bursts  into  briirhti 
And  each  heart  leaps  up  in  ligh1 
While  a  fiddle's  distant   flourish   warns  each    wayward 

sound  to 

Do  you  ask  me  what 's  to-night  meant 
l!y  tin's  flutter  of  excitcm 

1  is  the  Hall  of  <  ireat  St.  James's.     We  are  at  a  .Y 
Pop. 

Andante  Canlabile. 

When  the  soul  with  sorrow  laden 

Finds  no  answer  to  its  moan 
In  the  jocund  voice  of  HAVDX, 

Or  MOZAKT'S  petipcid  tone ; 

When  our  SCHUBEHT'S  cunning  lyre 

Fails  to  draw  us  at  its  will, 
And  the  deeps  of.  our  desire 

E'en  BKRTIIOVEN  cannot  still ; 

When  the  mists  that  bound  things  human 
We  have  sought  to  pierce  in  vain, 

Then  we  turn  to  thee,  0  SCHUMANN, 
Bid  thee  sing  to  us  our  pain. 

Scherzo  e  trio. 

ttuartett  in  A  minor — 

Sure  nothing  is  finer, 
And  no  one  e'er  heard  a  performance  diviner]: 

For  strength  and  for  neatness, 

For  purity,  sweetness, 
And  all  that  is  blent  in  the  joy 'of  completeness. 

Finale.     Presto  agitato  c/m  briu. 

Now  with  all  the  speed  they  can, 
All  four  playing  like  one  man  : 
And  a  rapture  half-divine 
Steeps  the  senses,  as  in  wine  ! 
JOACHIM,  XKRBINI,  STRAUSS — 
Steadfast  pillars  of  the  house  ; 
JOACHIM,  PIATTI,  Rres— 
Where  are  players  like  to  these  ? 
And  SIR  Jrr.rrs,  their  chief, 
With  his  laurel,  green  of  leaf. 
To  your  sovereign  long  be  loyal, 
Children  of  the  CffAPPEl.r.-Koval. 
Should  you  fail  us  but  for  one  day, 
"  Transit  <jl,,ri,i  "  of  that  "  Monday." 
Let  them  cry  from  every  steeple 
We  're  no  musie-lov; 
While  we  're  drawn  from  every  part 
liy  the  magic  of  MOZART  : 
While  two  thousand  souls  are  cloven 
By  the  beauty  of  BEETHOVKX 
They  may  call  us  what  they  will  ; 
We  will  come  and  listen  still  ! 
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SELF-DENIAL. 


SARAH-MARIA,  BKT.SY-JAKE,  ASD  JEMIMEP.-ASS  GO  EVEK  so  MUCH  OUT  OF  THE  WAY  F.VF.RV  M.M:XISO  TO  PASS  BY  THE 

"AS    IT   7)0  AMi:sK   THE   CHILDREN   SO   TO   SEE   THE   SolJIEIi.S   HKXKl;i:IsIN    ! 


WHEN  THE  PRTNCE  COMES  HOME. 

SOMF.HODY  will  compose  a  triumphal  March  called  "  The  Hero  of 
India." 

Somebody  will  indite  a  Song  of  Welcome,  with  horn  obliyato, 
beginning  "  The  Royal  Hunter  is  once  more  at  home." 

Somebody  who  has  a  small  volume  of  Travels  in  the  East,  will  ask 
permission  to  dedicate  the  same  to  His  Royal  Highness. 

Somebody  connected  with  a  "great  educational  and  national 
undertaking  "  will  organise  a  grand/Ae  and  display  of  fireworks. 

Somebody  (in  many  parts  of  the  Empire)  will  want  to  present  an 
Address.  .  ,,  _,. 

Somebody  will  invent  a  new  condiment,  and  will  call  it  Hie 
Prince's  Indian  Pickle." 

Somebody  will  do  a  great  deal  of  loyal  addressing,  wound  up  by 
a  great  deal  of  loyal  eating  and  drinking,  in  honour  of  His  Royal 
Highness's  safe  return. 

Somebody  will  expect  a  Knighthood. 

Somebody  will  send  as  subject  for  a  Cartoon  for  Punch,  BRITANNIA 
seated  on  a  lion,  saying,  "  How-dah  do  ?  "  to  His  Royal  Highness 
mounted  on  an  elephant. 

Somebody  will  have  a  lifelong  grievance  against  Punch  if  the 
above  excellent  suggestion  is  not  acted  upon  immediately. 

Somebody  (equally  well  known  as  nobody  ")  will  consider  it 
his  duty  to  attend  the  levee  of  His  Royal  Highness. 

Somebody  will  mob  the  Prince  the  hrst  time  His  Royal  Highness 
appears  in  public. 

Somebody  will  begin  holding  balls  now  that  the  Prince  s  return 
has  given  the  signal  for  the  real  commencement  of  the  Season. 

Somebody  (owning  a  sewing-machine)  will  set  to  work  with  a 
lighter  heart  now  that  there  is  a  prospect  of  brisk  employment. 

And,  lastly,  everybody  bearing  the  English  name  and  speaking 
the  English  tongue  will  be  delighted  to  welcome  the  Prince  back  tc 
his  own  again.  Virant  Itegina  et  Princeps! 

FOE  THE  COUNCIL  OF  THE  R.A. — "  Give  a  dog  a  bad  name — am 
don't  hang  him." 


,LEGY   ON  A  LATELY   DECEASED   WHISTLING  OYSTER. 
DKAK  native  !     He  measured  six  inches  across, 

And  he  whistled  in  answer  to  me. 
Where'er  shall  I  find,  to  make  up  for  his  loss, 

So  unselfish  a  shell-fish  as  he  ! 
Spite  of  dredgers  destructive  he  clung  to  the  bed 

Whereof  from  the  spat  he  was  reared, 
And  a  true  native  lived,  though  he  still,  it  was  said, 

Like  a  foreigner  breathed  through  his  beard. 
How  he  sang,  my  brave  bivalve !     Molluscous  of  throat, 

He  could  run  up  his  scales  clean  to  ( ', 
A  true  Oyrter-Patti— he  reached  as  high  note, 

Though  not  quite  as  high  //.  *'.  1). 
But  one  day  my  sweet  native  was  torn  from  his  bed, 

A  bran-new  Aquarium  to  grace, 
Where  being  the  first  to  arrive,  the  red-lead 

Of  the  glaziers'  work  settled  his  case  ! 
My  mollusc,  he  died  in  a  week,  sad  to  tell, 

Leaving  me,  his  best  friend,  to  repine  ; 
And  FRANK  BUCKLAND'S  kind  hand  closed  him  up  in  his  shell, 

And  embalmed  him  in  spirits  of  wine  ! 

Shorthand.  Notes  on  the  Easter  Pieces. 
STRUCK  Oil.    So  it  has  all  who  have  seen  it— as  good. 
The  Great  Divorce  Case.    Decree  excellent. 
Jo.    Hence  these  weeps ! 

Miss  Gwilt.    Pork  chops  and  Welsh  rarebit  for  supper. 
Queen  Mary.    Quite  contrary. 

Wrinkles.  ™  Time  writes  no  wrinkles,"  nor  can  MR.  H.  J.  HYRON. 
The  Sultan  of  Mocha.    Not  only  promises,  but  performs  better 
than  another  Sultan. 

Stem  to  Stern.    Wants  inspection  by  MR.  PLIMSOLL. 
A  Lesson  in  Love.    Take  one. 


TOPICS  LAST  WEEK.—"  Atalanta's  Race  "  and  the  Two  Thousand 
Guineas. 
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A    CRUEL    CLAUSE. 

"All  the  Ladies  'twist  forty  ami  -<ixty 

Said, '  Oli  eel  I'lvtty  plan  ! '  " 

Medieval  ffymn. 

U  I  ]  I   Ml'..  I'UNCU, 

I  AM  a  girl 
'twixt  "sixteen 
and  forty."  I 
have  always 
fondly  loved  the 
Clergy  of  my 
native  Isle, 
my  highest  am- 
bition has  been 

t<>       Wed        dill'       lit' 

Ill-hops,     who 
wear   such  loves 

'iiif  frock 
mill  little  darling 
ns.  Judge 
thru  of  my  just 
nation  on 
ng  that  the 
Syimd  of  Ireland 
have  actually 
obliged  us  to 
carry  weight  for 
age  in  the  race 
tor  the  Patrimonial  Sweep-stakes,  :iud  have  gone  in  for  the  Old 
Trots. 

"CHURCH  or  IRKI.A.MI  GBNKRAL  STSUH. 

"Tlir  linn*-  ii  "lie  o'clock  ycstenUy.     The  HISHUI-  OF  DOWN 

presiding.    The  ll.m-r  proceeded  to  the  orders  of  the  day. 

1  the  House  150  into  Committee  on  his  Bill  to  establish  a 
plan  for  mabny  aromaon  for  Widows  and  Orphans  of  Clergy. 
"The  following  clauses  \VMV  cmiMilered: — 

f  '!i?'  J,he  ^idovv;  of  evcry  Clergyman,  at  the  time  of  his  death  in  the  service 
the  Church  of  Ireland,  or  if  he  shall  have  been  permitted  to  retire  shall 
receive  an  annuity  of  £33  a  year,  to  cease  absolutely  on  re-marriage,  subject 
to  the  following  conditions : — 

"  («)  Tin-  husband  at  the  time  of  his  first  appointment  to  a  benefice  or 
cunii'v  m  the  Church  of  Ireland,  being  under  forty  years  of  age  and  un- 
married, or  a  widower  without  family. 

"  (A)  At  time  of  marriage  being  under  sixty  years  of  age. 
"  (<•)  att  mure  thitn  tti-eiUy-Jice  yean  older  than  hii  ir, 

I  remain,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  yours  always, 

SWKKT  SKVKNTKK.V. 
P.S.— Do  abuse  these  naughty  men,  there 's  a  dear  old  love. 


GONE  WKONG! 

A  NKW  NOVEL.      BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Dovm  like  a  Shower,"  "  fied  in  the  Nose  is  She  " 
"  Ooodl  Buy  Sweet  Tart/"  "  Not  Slily,  But  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  XL—  What  the  Author  says. 

A  TALL  woman,  silk-and-velvet  skirted,  with  serpentine-trailing 
rarments  sweeping  amply  round  her  ;  a  woman  not  old,  not  young 
not  middle-aged  ;  neither  all  here  nor  all  there  ;  a  mistress  of  arts 
nd  graces.     Diana  being  taken  to  her  morning  bathe  in  her  bath 
chair,  wheeled  by  a  kuee-plush-ultra  Titan,  could  not  have  been 
ire    bewitchmgly,   more    deadlily  attractive    than    this   lissom 
ulatmg  empress,  whose  every  movement  was  a  poem—  unnatural 
f.ou  like,  but  a  triumph  of  Art  over  Time,  who,  bald,  ruthless 
tnatUGrw!ian^  I     1-'        U0t  yct  straiKllU'ni-'<1  tho  curving  outline  of 


gasps  out,  drily,  "  We  are ;  but 


"  Time  writes  no  wriggle  on  thy  azure  bow." 

And  the  man  ?  Aye-one  with  a  dark,  ugly  face  ;  beardless,  but 
with  a  deep-toned  picturesque,  blue  southern  shade  mantling  over 

s  upp,  T  hp  and  chm-the  warm,  Mediterranean  blue,  that  was  the 

.ory  of  r  KA  ANGELICO'S  art-the  blue  that  TrriAjr  revelled  in,  and 
GIOTTO  loved  to  paint  ;  »  man  y,,u  would  infallibly  turn  to  look  back 

.  m  the   street,   if    he   had   struck    you   in  passing.      One  who 

approached  more  nearly  mphvsi.,,1  conformation  the  glorious  beauty 

iydeparkian  A,-  .ill,  s.  than  d,,  n,o>t  men,  whom  one  sees,  and 

ties,  now-a-days.  .With  sinewy  i,-i,,s  for  streamlets,  and  swelling 
muscles  tor  nvers,  with  an  incurving  canal  between  two  chains  of 


Pyrenean  mountains  of  shoulders,  he  was  mapped  out  Atlas-like 
from  Northern  pole — where  the  white  powder  lay  like  a  glory  of 
arctic  snow— to   Southern,    when-   there   was   a   wealth  of  sunny, 
goldan  plush  ;  and,  as  her  eyes  foil  on  him,  she  felt  that  n. 
except  one,  had  she  seen  a  human  form    so   like    th.-   deat 
dying  athlete  of  antiquity,  the  Gladiator  erf  tin-  Forum,  lilted  with 
faultless  taste  by  some  noted  West-Hud  tailor,  proud  ot  hi>  in: 
to  clothe  so  magnificent  a  being—  this    Diskobolux  of   a  man,  this 
Agamemnon  in  livery,  this  Encelathu  ml  ritulns!* 

Vis,  it  was  he,  alter  all,  thought  the  girl,  as  she  cowered  and  shook 
among  the  laurels.  There  are  not  many  like  liim. 

Surely  she  could  not  have  been  mutakOD  '" 

A  piano  sounded  within  the  house.  The  liath-ehair  stoppi  il.  The 
splendid,  god-like,  statuesque  creature  in  |i< ,  TV  <,ascd  to  impel  it 
along  the  path,  and  the  Lady,  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  dismissed 
this  canary-clad  Colossus  of  roads. 

A  window  on  the  ground-floor  was  suddenly  opened,  ,i:M  a  pair  of 
hga  appeared  over  the  window-sill,  whereat  the  l.ady  in  th 

U  Yii:um  i  CKKKPHK,  nicer   ot   Sn:   Civ    1 
her  fan,  and  a  faint  peach-coloured  blush  passed  upward  over  ICT 

an  air  of 

It  were,"  laughingly  replied  her  cousin,  the'llox.  J'I:K.  y  Sino,  i  - 
WV.NU,  sliding  on  to  the  ground.     "  1  was  playin;.'-  ./  Major,  and  so 
Captain?" 

Hi  T  pink-t  hack,  and  a  zebra-liki  ncunn 

into  tin-  I.AIH  \"i:. LIMA'S  face,  as,  auitting  the  chair,  she  gave  a 
little  kick  out  behind  with  her  high  heels,  and  replied,  with  a  little, 
factitious  cough, 

No  ;  knowing  it  was  you,  Pi  iiucted  to  see  A  Flat." 

'  Thank  you  ;  you  are  as  amiable  as  usual.'' 

"  And  you  are  duller  than  usual,"  retorts  the  hard,  cold  beauty, 
with  ladylike  exasperation.  "But  what  does  it  matter 'r  \Veare 
going  to  be  married  very  soon !  "  and  pointing  two  long,  shapely, 
white  fingers,  she  thrusts  them  sharply,  and  with  a  knowledge  of 
anatomy,  scarcely  to  be  expected  of  her,  beneath  her  cousin's  tilth 
rib,  then  withdraws  them  as  suddenly. 

PEROT  SHOKTWTNI  vrinod  aa  he  gas 
do  not  do  that  again." 

VIRGINIA  smiles,  and  the  bright  brooch,  and  chain  of  exquisite 
Lowther  Arcade  workmanship,  rise  and  fall  in  a  soft,  even,  mc- 
chanioal  modulation  on  her  Tussaud-like  waxen  breast. 

\Vhile  they  are  standing  here— a  colourless,  marble,  clean-cut, 
immovable,  expressionless-featured  woman,  and  a  full-toned,  under- 
sized, short-cut,  importable,  wide-whiskered  man — a  loud  voice 
from  the  hall  breaks  upon  their  silence. 

"Here!  hi!  you!  Confound  you  all!  Hang  it!  dash  it!  blow 
it !  Why  the  doose— where  are  those  blooming  idiots  P  " 

It  is  old  SIR  GUY  who  speaks.  He  is  a  real,  high-bred,  old 
country  gentleman,  and,  it  being  past  four  o'clock,  he  is  calling 
VIRGINIA  to  give  him  his  brandy-and-water  hot,  as  all  high-bred 
)ld  English  gentlemen  invariably  do.  On  leaving  the  bushes  where 
le  had  been  hiding,  he  had  passed  into  the  hall.t 

"  Come  !  "  she  said  to  PKKCT,  who  replied  to  her  cold,  chaste  smile 
jy  placing  his  hand  on  his  heart,  with  all  the  courtliness  of  the  old 
school— he  resembled  his  father,  SIR  GUY,  in  this  respect— bending 
lis  head  nearly  down  to  his  toes,  and  elevating  his  coat-tails. 

The  LADY  VIRGINIA  passed  into  the  house,  and  disappeared. 
PERCY,  preparing  to  follow,  caught  sight  of  BKLLA  as  she  hastily 
quitted  the  laurels.  One  of  her  glances  gave  him  an  odd  sensation 
ibout  the  midriff,  and,  not  feeling  quite  well,  he  staggered  into  the 
louse. 

"  Can  I  love  him  P  "  asked  BELLA,  of  herself,  as  she  stood  before 
the  front  door  ;  "  and  can  he  love  me  '•:  "  She  smiles  to  herself,  as 
she  places  her  small  hand  on  the  bell-pull,  and  prepares  to  make 
icr  first  call  in  her  new  character  of  a  lady-help  in  an  old  English 
gentleman's  family. 

*  ll~/i«t  t/te  Editor  tayt. — "  Nothing  we  love  ao  much  as  classical  allusions, 
and  we  feel  the  greatest  possible  gratification  to  witneM  BO  much  culture  in 
me  of  the  most  talented  of  the  softer  sex.  But— we  own  our  ignorance  on 
his  particular  point,  and  neither  SMITH  nor  LEMPIUKUB  has  been  able  to 
throw  any  light  on  it— what  is  the  allusion  in  '  Enceladus  ad  vitulot '  !  Of 
course  we  know  all  about '  Enci:ladu»,'  but '  ad  ritulos  '—eh  ?  "— ED. 

What  the  Authoress  MI/*.—"  About  Enreladu*  you  know  all.  Soil.  What 
is  the  Latin  for  a  calf?  What  for  ealvtt  >  Wasn't  my  hero  a  Footman- or, 
rather,  not  ua  vakt  tU  pied,  but  IMI  homnu  MIX  vcaux  et  un  vaurun  >  Com- 
preiuz-vous  f"— K.  1).  . 

t  From  all  the  Editorial  Committee  to  ilui  S.  D.—"  We  cannot  allow 
your  picture  of  an  old  English  gentleman  to  appear  without  protest.  Tin- 
Committee,  after  reading  your  description,  went  purposely,  all  over  England, 
paying  visi's  e\  i-ry  win-re,  and  were  most  cordially  received.  In  not  one  single 
instance  did  the  fine  old  English  gentleman  dodge  behind  bushes  on  our 
airival,  or  use  bad  language  all  over  the  place,  or  call  for  hot  brandy  and 
water  in  the  afternoon.  Where  do  you  tind  your  type  r  " 

Miss  K.  D.  to  the  abort.—"  Where  do  I  tind  my  type  ?  Why  the  printer 
finds  it  for  me.  Do  not  ask  idle  questions."— R.  D. 
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Trembling  she  approaches  the  door,  and  her  feeble  fingers  were  at 
the  handle,  when  the  portal  was  flung  open,  and  the  same  Antinous- 
like  creature,  in  all  the  sunlike  glory  of  bright  canary-coloured 
plush  and  silken  tags,  burst  fully  on  her  dazed  and  misty  view. 

His  foot  is  on  the  first  step  before  he  perceives  her.  Then  an 
electric  shock  of  recognition  seems  to  shoot  through  him,  convulsing 
his  herculean  frame  with  overpowering  force,  and  he  Jjumps  clean 
out  of  his  shining  shoes— out  of  his  splendid  livery— out  of  his  skin ! 

" BELLA ! !  P' 


CHAPTER  XII.—  What  Anyone  says.* 

IT  was  DUSOVEB'S  last  word :  her  name  on  his  lips.  His  beautiful 
brown  skin  was  picked  up,  stuffed,  and  presented  (with  the  livery, 
which  SIB  Our  sold  at  a  fair  price),  to  the  Museum  of  the  neighbour- 
ing town.  It  was  labelled  and  numbered  in  the  Catalogue,  and 
more  than  once  during  her  stay  at  Focksday  Hall  BELLA  would 

•  What  the  Editorial  Committee  says.—"  Wo  think  by  this  heading  you 
must  be  getting  on  towards  the  finish.  Facia  non  verba." 

What  the  dissentient  Maiden  Aunt,  membtr  of  above  Committee,  says. — 
"  My  dear  young  Lady,  do  not  hurry.  Give  plenty  of  description.  /  do  not 
skip  when  I  read." 


walk  into  the  town,  and,  having  a  free  admission  to  the  Museum, 
would  stand  before  the  glass  case — exhibiting  such  concaves  ana 
convexes  as  would  have  driven  most  men  wild — where  the  figure  of 
DUSOVEB  was  fixed  upright,  a  splendid  and  lasting  specimen  of  a 
magnificent  Ugly  Man  (No.  967  in  the  Catalogue),  and,  as  her  hands 
lay  idle  in  her  lap,  her  eyes  would  fall  on  the  number  with  his  name 
in  the  book,  and  she  would  say  to  herself,  sighing  happily,  "  Ah 
DUSOVEB!  my  poor,  wicked  old  boy!  It's  quite  a  providence 
you  've  gone,  as  I  should  never  have  been  able  to  keep  my  present 
situation  had  you  been  about  the  place  f 

"  '  I  have  lived  and  loved  :  and  it  is  plain 
That  while  I  live  I  '11  love  again.  " 

As  she  murmured  this  to  herself,  the  sky- 
light above  was  opened,  and  the  HON.  PERCY 
SHORTWYND,  who  seemed  to  possess  the  peculi- 
arity of  never  entering  by  a  door,  looked  in. 

"1  see  you!"  said  the  HON.  PERCY  SHORT- 
WYND, laughing.  He  looked  pleasant  when  he 
laughed. 

"  And  I  you,"  replied  BELLA,  throwing  up 
her  little,  sparkling,  provoking,  petulant  green 
eves,  which  PERCY  SHORTWYND  catches,  and 
then  throws  back  a  tender  regard. 

BELLA  sings  out — 

"  The  Captain  with  the  whiskers 
Takes  a  sly  glance  at  me !  " 

Again  the  HON.  PERCY  laughs,  and  slides 
down  a  rope  which  suspends  a  crocodile  from 
the  ceiling.  He  is  not  a  professional  acrobat, 
and  the  exertion  tells  upon  his  robust  frame. 
He  is  not  handsome — not  a  fairy  prince  in  pink 
tights,  and  a  blue  feather  in  a  muffin-cap, 
certainly ;  neither  is  he  a  charity-boy  of  twelve 
years  of  age,  in  a  brown  jacket,  coarse  corduroy 
knee-breeches,  and  blue  stockings ;  he  is  not 
a  lily-handed;  curled,  woman's  darling,  but  he 
has  a  beautifully  rounded,  shapely  waist, 
small,  thick,  columnar-like  legs,  dimpled,  fat 
hands,  a  great,  broad  chest,  a  complexion  like 
gingerbread,  and  dark,  crisp  hair,  forming  an 
astrachan-like  fringe  to  what  might  have  been, 
but  for  his  perruquier,  one  of  the  clearest 
heads  in  the  world.  He  has  kind,  grey,  eager 
eyes,  a  rich,  brown-gravy  complexion,  and  a 
calm,  dispassionate  nose,  standing  up  against 
his  hot,  red  cheeks  like  a  mellon-green  fig  on 
an  old  sun-dried,  fruit  wall. 

As  he  reaches  the  floor,  he  looks  confusedly 
conscious  of  having  been  seen  descending  very 
awkwardl>r. 

The  clear  moonlight  is  streaming  in,  on 
these  two,  through  the  skylight  above ;  for, 
the  solitary  custodian  of  the  Museum  has  for- 
gotten the  unwonted  presence  of  a  visitor — a 
greater  curiosity  than  the  curiosities  them- 
selves— and,  having  locked  up  the  building 
for  the  night,  has  discharged  himself  of  his 
official  duties,  and  has  gone  home  to  bed. 
BELLA  has  stayed  beyond  the  regular  hour  of 
closing,  and  the  HONOURABLE  PERCY  SHOUT- 
WYND has  followed,  and  sought  her  out  in  this 
strange  fashion. 

"  If  you  do  not  wish  me  to  stay  here,"  says 
PERCY,  in  a  calm,  respectful  voice,  "  I  will 
go."  And  he  lays  one  hand  on  the  rope,  as 
if  about  to  ascend  by  the  same  way  as  he  had 
made  his  descent. 

"  No !  no  !  "  she  cries,  with  all  a  woman's 
mad  unreason,  "Don't  go!     You  must  not! 
I  won't  let  you !     You  're  too  heavy  ! — I  mean 
the   rope  is  too  slight!     You'll  be  killed!" 
And  so,  gasping,  she  stretches  out  her  white 
arms  towards  him,  and,  as  a  cloud  passes  over  the  moon — thus  leav- 
ing them  in  total  darkness—  she  falls  insensible  into  his  embrace. 
(To  be  continued.) 


Seeing  and  Hearing 
At  a  late  High  Art  Musical  function. 

As  pensive  I  sat  in  a  row  at  the  rear 
Of  crowded  St.  James's  Ha'. 

Not  only  a  Mass  of  BACH'S  did  I  hear, 
But  a  mass  of  backs  I  saw ! 
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IN    HIS    EASTER    TRIP    TO    VENICE 

Mi;.  IV.vcii  TI;II..S  ON  AN  ITALIAN  UNIFOKM,  AND  OH  !  WOULDN'T  HE  LIKS  TO 

WEAR   IT  FOR  TWELVE   MONTHS  ! 


WHITETHORN'   WINTER. 

CHRISTMAS  comes  but  once  a  year  ; 

50  mcthinks  the  first  of  May, 
Coming  thus  with  cold  severe! 

51  i -ins  another  Christmas  I»ay. 
Stormy  sleet,  and  rain,  and  hail, 

^  Pelt  the  plains  with  frequent  showers ; 
East  and  north-east  winds  prevail ; 
Scar  the  leaves,  and  bite  the  Mowers. 

Mid  the  crankled  foliage  green, 

Bright  still  glows  the  scarlet  berry. 
Merry  Christmas  though  we've  seen, 

Can't  we  make  May  likewise  merry  ? 
Whilst  the  sky  is  full  of  snow. 

Deck  the  wall  with  sprigs  of  holly, 
Hang  on  high  the  mistletoe. 

And  indulge  in  rampant  tolly. 

Drink  until  wo  Ve  had  enough, 

And  continue  drinking  after. 
Hunt  the  slipper  and  blind-man's-bulF 

Play  with  merry  peals  of  laughter. 
As  at  Yule,  to  keep  our  souls 

In  our  bodies  warm, — poor  fellows !  — 
Let  us  stir  the  blazing  coals ; 

Sing  "  Olil  Ruse  and  burn  the  bellows!  " 

Merry  Christmas  folk  so  name, 

Since  'tis  made  a  festive  season ; 
Merry  May  should  have  the  same, 

If  it  is  to  have  a  reason. 
May,  too,  if  but  once  a  year 

It  comes  with  Polar  blasts  and  breezes, 
Surely  ought  to  bring  good  cheer, 

As  it  blows  and  snows  and  freezes. 


A  Happy  Couple. 

WE  believe  we  break  no  confidence  in  stating  that 
arrangements  are  being  made  in  Baker  Street  for  the 
speedy  introduction  of  a  historical  group,  comprising 
the  EAKL  OP  WARWICK,  otherwise  called  the  King-ranker, 
and  the  RIGHT  HON.  DISRAELI,  otherwise  called  the 
Empress-maker.  

RECREATION  FOR  THE  INSANE.*— Modern  Burlesque. 
(Punch  perfectly  agrees.) 

•  See  recent  account  of  performances  at  theLeareaden  Lunatic 
Asylum. 


MARTIAL  IN  LONDON. 

"  Die,  M  usa,  quid  ugat  Camus  mcus  Kufua  ? 

•  •  •  • 

Vis  scire,  quid  agat  Canius  tuus  •    Ridc-t." 

Epigram,  iii.  20. 

OH  merry  Muse  of  whim  and  wit, 

Whom  I  delight  in  wooing, 
Just  tell  me,  ere  this  rhyme  is  writ, 

What  is  DISRAELI  doing  '? 

Does  he  bemoan  the  Suez  loan 
Twixt  Bulls  and  Bears  be-chaffered  ? 

Does  he  with  pity  hear  the  groan 
Of  over-worked  SIR  STAFFORD  'i 

Has  ho  a  fancy  in  his  brain 

With  something  new  to  play  tricks, 
N'>w  Russian  dangers  have  been  slain 

liy  dubbing  Imperatrix  f 

Will  he  reverse  the  tide  of  Stock, 
And  end  the  worry  wo  're  amid, 

Pulling  old  Egypt  into  dock 
By  purchasing  a  Pyramid '' 

Is  he,  while  puzzling  Bull  and  Bear 

From  Pekin  to  Ontario, 
Planning  a  sequel  to  Lothair— 

Its  hero  turned  Lothario  '•: 
Where'er  his  devious  steps  may  wend, 

Whomever  he  is  chaffing. 
At  Whig  and  Tory,  foe  and  friend, 

Most,  at  himself— he 's  laughing. 


THE  BRITISH  ARMY  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

(A  Possibility.} 

SCENE— The  Barrack  Square.     PRESENT— Captain   (Comma nding 
Detachment)  and  Colour  Sergeant. 

Captain.  Well,  Sergeant  ? 

Sergeant  (saluting).  All  present.  Sir. 

Captain.  Dear  me.    Very  small  muster.    Give  me  the  roll. 

Sergeant  (saluting).  Here,  Sir. 

Captain  (reading).  Hem  !     CORPORAL  SNOOKS. 

Sergeant.  Employed  on  special  duty  at  the  Admiralty,  Sir. 

Captain.  LANCE  CORPORAL  JONES. 

Sergeant.  Temporarily  transferred  to  the  India  Office,  Sir. 

Captain.  Privates  SMITH,  SNOOKS.  SINGER,  SONGER,  and  THOMP- 
KINS.  Where  are  they  ?  I  see  you  nave  bracketed  them  together. 

Sergeant.  Yes,  Sir,  they  are  doing  duty  at  the  Audit  Office. 

Captain.  Good  gracious !  Then  where  are  the  rest  of  the 
company  ? 

Sergeant.  Military  Clerks  at  the  War  Office,  if  vou  please,  Sir. 
That  is  to  say,  Sir,  with  the  exception  of  PRIVATE  THOMAS  ATKINS, 
Sir. 

Captain.  And  where  is  PRIVATE  THOMAS  ATKINS? 

Sergeant.  In  the  Guard  Room,  Sir.    Prisoner,  if  you  please,  Sir. 

Captain.  You  can  dismiss  the  parade,  Sergeant. 

Sergeant  (saluting).  Yes,  Sir. 

Scene  closes  in. 


A  CONTRADICTION    IN   TERMS. 


THET  call  England  the  Mother  Country  of  the  United  States. 
How  can  that  be,  when  it  is  to  the  United  States  that  England  owes 
her  Beeing  ? 
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LIKE  foliage  men  perish, 

Old  HOMER  declares, 
So  whv  should  we  cherish 

Life's  torments  and  cares  ? 
Why  grumble  at  Kurus, 

Poor  KINGSLEY'S  pet  blast  ? 
Nor  trust  Epicurus, 

East  winds  cannot  last. 
Most  troubles  will  surely 

Have  reached  the  past  tense,- 
Whate'er  else  may  happen, — 

A  hundred  years  hence. 

Who  '11  sing  for  his  sack-butt 

As  Laureate  then  ? 
A  great  gun  or  mere  hack-but, 

Unworthy  "  Kare  BEN  '< " 
In  a  blaze  of  bravadoes, 

Regardless  of  mulls, 
Who  '11  be  making  Mikados, 

Or  minting  Moguls  ? 
I  really  don't  want 

To  give  any  offence, 
Hut  shall  we  be  wiser 

A  hundred  years  hence  ? 


A  HUNDRED  YEARS  HENCE. 

Will  there  still  be  the  clamour 

Of  Bees  and  of  Rinks, 
For  the  girl  without  grammar — 

The  romp-loving  minx  ? 
What  pastime  portentous, 

Undreamed  of  as  yet, 
Will  the  Yankees  have  sent  us 

Our  sharpness  to  whet  ? 
But  who  knows  in  Fate's  Bee 

To  spell  future  tense  r 
In  what  state  will  the  States  be 

A  hundred  years  hence  ? 

Will  the  militant  parson, 

'Gainst  peace  and  good-will, 
The  Puseyite  farce  on 

Be  carrying  still  ? 
Will  the  roar  of  Strife's  organ 

Still  Love-notes  efface, 
As  if  Demogorgon 

Were  playing  the  bass  V 
Or  may  we  imagine 

To  hate  less  propense 
The  Church  of  the  future — 

A  hundred  years  hence  ? 


Will  winters  grow  shorter. 

Springs  breed  fewer  chills  ? 
Will  the  end  of  the  quarter 

Be  less  big  with  bills  ? 
Will  a  less  crop  of  swindles 

Swell  news  of  the  day  ? 
Will  HCXLEYS  and  TYNDALLS 

Have  true  things  to  say  ? 
Shall  we  see  a  revival 

Of  plain  common  sense, 
In  that  blessed  millennium, 

A  hundred  years  hence  ? 

'Tis  useless  to  palter 

With  fantasies  strange : 
'Tis  only  dates  alter, — 

Our  stock  cannot  change. 
While  down  their  steep  gradient 

The  centuries  fly, 
Mr.  Punch  will  be  radiant — 

For  wit  cannot  die. 
So  if  you  survive, 

And  can  muster  threepence, 
Buy  Punch,  and  be  thankful, 

A  hundred  years  hence ! 


LADIES    ON    THEIR    LEGS. 

EAK  ME.  PUNCH, 

FOBEMOST  among  the  many  disa- 
bilities of  Women,  which  all  lovers 
of  the  sex  must  wish  to  see  removed,  I 
place  her  inability  to  speak  at  public 
dinners.     It  is  a  scandal  and  a  shame 
that  men  should  quite  monopolise  the 
right  of  public  speaking,   considering 
what  good  use  Ladies  can  make  of  their 
tongues  when  they  get  the  chance  of 
using  them.    Even  when  the  toast  of 
"The    Ladies"    is   proposed,   a   man 
jumps  "up,  and  claims  the  honour  of 
responding, which  he  does  with  a  vast 
deal    of  stammering    and 
stuttering,  and  stupid  com- 
monplace   remarks    about 
the  charms  of  the  fair  sex. 
Why    should    not  Ladies 
have  the  privilege  of  an- 
sweringfprthemselves,  and 
of  proposing,  if  they  please, 
the  health  of  "  The  Gentle- 
men "  P  This  would  at  least 
form    some    variety  from 
the  usual  vapid  course  of 
after-dinner  oratory. 

ME.  DISRAELI  says  the 
charm  of  English  art  is 
its  originality  ;  and  if  La- 
dies were  invited  to  dine 
at  the  Academy,  and  per- 
mitted to  make  speeches, 
I  think  the  yearly  banquet 

would  be  vastly  enlivened,  and  our  R.A.'s  might  now  and  then  have  an 
original  idea  to  be  proud  of.  I  have  waded  through  the  flood  of  words 
poured  forth  the  other  day  at  this  masculine  assembly,  and  have  won- 
dered bowmen  could  possibly  talk  such  solemn,  common-place,  empty, 
no-meaning,  and  stale  bunkum  !  Instead  of  this  monotony  conceive 
what  varied  themes  a  clever  Chairwoman  mightftndfor  a  post-prandial 
discourse.  The  subject  of  the  Army  she  might  smilingly  dismiss  by 
warbling  a  few  words  of  "  Ah,  quej'aime  Ic  Militaire  /'"  while  that 
of  the  Navy  might  evoke  a  sadly'humorous  description  of  her  suffering 
when  invite'd  to  a  cruise  with  the  First  Lady  of  the  Admiralty,  to 
inspect  the  Channel  Fleet.  The  step  from  Iron-clads  to  crinoline 
would  be  obviously  short ;  and  the  'topic  of  the  fashions  being  thus 
artfully  led  up  to,  what  a  flow  of  eloquence  would  be  forthwith 
let  loose  !  From  bonnets  to  baby-linen,  and  thence  to  ball-dresses, 
bouquets,  and  dinner  decorations,  would  be  the  easiest  transitions  in 
a  feminine  harangue ;  and  so  the  way  would  be  made  clear  to 
remarks  on  parties  generally,  picnics,  croquet,  drums,  and  so  forth, 
with  the  latest  rinking  news,  and  the  spiciest  scraps  of  scandal 
in  high  life. 
Thus,  if  Ladies  were  allowed  to  speak  at  public  dinners,  a  marked 


change  would  be  made  in  post-prandial  discourses,  which  readers  of 
the  newspapers  now  wade  through  with  fatigue.  Variety  is 
charming;  and,  as  no  Lady  would  content  herself  with  sticking  to 
the  subject  on  which  she  rose  to  speak,  the  audience  would  be 
spared  that  tedious  monotony  which  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  bane 
of  after-dinner  utterances. 

Yours,  Mr.  Punch,  admiringly, 
Chatterton  Cottage,  May  Day,  GEORGIANA  GABBLEWELL. 


NOVEL  SENSATIONS  FOR  THE  BLASE. 

(Suggested  by  our  Used-up  Contributor.) 

GETTING  up  before  eleven  in  the  morning. 

Going  to  bed  before  twelve  at  night. 

Visiting  the  Tower  of  London  with  a  number  of  Country  Cousins. 

Lounging  in  the  Zoo  on  a  week-day. 

Patronising  a  cheap  Tailor. 

Waiting  for  the  "  playing  out "  Farce  at  the  Theatre. 

Riding  down  Piccadilly  on  the  knifeboard  of  an  Omnibus. 

Going  to  Scarborough  for  a  week  in  May. 

Dining  with  a  Teetotaller  and  a  Vegetarian  at  a  favourite  Club. 

Finding  a  long-lost  Umbrella  in  one's  own  rooms. 

Proposing  to  an  elderly  Maiden  Lady  minus  means  and  plus  a 
temper. 

And  lastly  (most  novel  sensation  of  all),  marrying  for  love  and 
not  regretting  it  afterwards. 


A  FLATTERING  TALE. 

FOE  once  in  a  way,  the  papers  contain  a  cheering  announcement 
relative  to  the  Budget. 

"  In  the  Customs  and  Inland  Revenue  Bill  there  is  a  clause  as  to  the  restric- 
tion of  male  servants  in  the  19th  section  of  32  &  33  Viet.  c.  14.  It  is  not  to 
include  a  person  who  has  been  bond  fide  engaged  to  serve  his  employer  for 
a  portion  only  of  each  day,  and  does  not  reside  in  his  employer's  house. 

Give  the  Government  their  due,  and  that  will  be  thanks  for  the 
relief  of  poor  householders  from  a  vexatious  restriction  by  which 
the  revenue  really  gained  nothing,  whilst  boys  and  old  men  were 
kept  out  of  employment.  Mr.  Punch  is  pleased  to  find  that  Minis- 
ters mind  what  they  have  been  told,  and  hopes  that  this  good 
intention  may  not  be  put  down,  as  so  many  good  intentions  are,  to 
pave  the  way  of  the  new  Bill  through  Parliament. 


University  Intelligence. 

A  EUMOUR  is  current  that  one  of  our  Colleges  has  it  in  con- 
templation to  establish  a  new'and  special  department  for  Students 
who  may  desire  to  qualify  themselves  for  those  Public  competitive 
examinations  in  Spelling,  Definitions.  Music,  &c.,  which  have  lately 
been  introduced  into  this  country  from  America,  and  are  now  in 
full  activity  all  over  England.  The  College  pointed  to  is  St.  Bees. 


MAY  20,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


197 


PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

RITHEE.myLORt 

MARQUIS  01 
llr.vn.Y,  what 
if  the  Scotch 
Agricultura' 
Holding*  Hil 
xhiitild  prove  « 
dead  letter  i 
Punch  woulc 
ask,  Has  not 
the  English 
AgrioH-ltnra' 
Holdings  Bil 
proved  the 
same  P  Why 
should  a  Con- 
servative Go- 
vernment's 
Land-Law  for 
Scotland  be 
livelier  than 
that  for  Eng- 
land ?  Their  line  is  tha' 
of  Land-lords,  not  Land- 
fall. 

The  Lords  (Monday,, 
M<i<r  8),  by  a  narrow 
majority  of  12,  decided 
against  cumulative  vo- 
t  ing  in  elections  for  Irish 
Representative  Peers. 
Evidently  a  large  pro- 
0  portion  even  of  their 

Conservative    Lordships 
are  fairly  ashamed  that 
Lihcrals  should  be  alto- 
gether excluded  from  a 
voice  in  the  representation  of  the  Irish 
Peerage.     The   LORD   CHANCELLOR  was 
even  more  than  usually  reckless  in  his 
reasons  against  the  concession. 

(Common*.) — The  Financial  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury  explained  a  curious  dis- 

.     „     .  tinotion  between  the  expenses  of  hang- 

ing m  Scotland  and  England.  In  the  former  the  Boyal  .Boroughs  have  to  pay  the  cost  of 
their  own  gallows,  halter,  and  hangman  ;  in  the  latter,  the  Sherifl  is  allowed  £10  per 
hanging,  because,  if  he  can't  find  a  hangman,  he  is  bound  to  do  the  hanging  himself.  Was 
;  supposed,  by  those  who  made  such  a  distinction,  that  there  never  would  be  a  Scotchman 
to  be  hung  but  you  would  be  able  to  find  a  Scotchman  to  string  him  up  "  f or  a  considera- 
tion ;  just  as  it  has  been  said,  "  there  never  was  an  Irishman  to  be  roasted,  but  you  can 
tind  another  Irishman  to  turn  the  spit."  "Divil  a  bit  o'  like  in  it,"  says  an  indignant 
Milesian,  the  Irishman  turns  the  spit  for  love ;  the  Scotchman  would  tie  the  noose  for 
money. 

The  Merchant  Shipping  Mull  once  more,  happily  for  the  last  time  of  its  appearance. 
MB.  PLIHSOLL  made  a  gallant,  though  ineffectual,  attempt  to  enforce  an  official  survey  of 
disclassed  ships. 

Siii  (  .  A nni :ui.i :v  contended  that  such  a  requirement  would  be  to  reverse  the  present 

e  as  to  surveys,  which,  no  doubt,  is  the  reason  why  MR.  PLIMSOLL  wants  it.    MR. 

HST  moving  Amendments  on  the  Disciplinary  Clauses,  SIR  CHARLES'  manner  of  resisting 

provoked  such  a  feeling  in  the  House,  that  MR.  CROSS  had  to  promise  a  Bill  dealing  with  the 

subject  next  session.    A  pleasant  prospect,  if  it  is  to  be  entrusted  to  the  present  President 

the  Hoard  of  Trade!    The  rest  of  the  Amendments  being  got  rid  of,  SIR  CHARLES  was 

enabled  to  enjoy  his  little  crow  in  proclaiming  the  Bill  through  Committee,  amidst  the  cheers 

ol  the  much-relieved  House.    No  wonder  they  cheered ! 

"  Weary  twelve  nights,  close  confined, 
Have  thov  lingered,  yawned,  and  dined  ; 
Though  the  Bill  rould  not  be  Inst, 
Yet  it  could  be  Hirnsoll-tesed." 

It  has,  indeed,  been  a  perilous  passage  through  a  mauraii  pat.    SIR  CHARLES  boasted 
he  had  really,  after  his  twelve  nights'  gestation,  produced  a  Virgin  Bill-meaning  one 
^touched  by  the  rude  hands  of   its  would-be  un-doers,  or  rather  over-doers.    Punch  is 
reminded  of  MARTIAL  (Epig.  i.,  07)  :— 

"  Secreta  quoore  carmina,  et  rudes  curas, 

Quas  novit  unus  Virginia  pater  ohnrtte." 
Or,  if  we  may  English  it  for  SIK  CHARLES'S  behoof,— 

What  consultations  with  BENTINCK  and  STANHOPE, 

VV  hat  carking  cares,  as  high  or  low  ran  hope 

Of  pinning  pestilent  riimsoll  amendments, 

And  making  clear  Adderleian  intendmento, 

Arc  his  who  Board  of  Trade's  Chair  doth  fill, 

To  shape  into  life  a  Virgin  Bill !  " 

Snt  W.  HARCOPBT  irreverently  observed  that  SIR  CHARLES'S  virgo  intacta  had  at  all  events 


been  delivered  of  two  bouncing  twins — the 
deck-load  clause,  and  the  clause,  bringing 
foreign  ships  within  the  Act. 

On  going  into  Committee  on  Xuval  r>ti- 
mates,  MR.  BKA^-I  v  moved  for  a  Koyal 
Commission  to  review  the  "Ship-building 
Policy  "  of  the  Government. 

Mn".  OosriiKN-  hogged  MR.  WARD  HCJTT 
to  produce  such  pulley. 

MR.  WARD  HCST  defied  any  man  to  say 
that  any  Government  could  have  any  such 
poliey — and  then  proceeded  to  describe 
tli.  policy  of  the  present  Government,  and 
then  agreed  to  the  appojntment  not  of  a 
Commission  but  a  Committee  to  consider 
whether  such  policy  could  be  improved. 

At  first  Punch  thought  the  only  upshot 
of  the  discussion  would  be  to  show  that 
the  British  Fleet  of  the  future  was  to  be 
like  the  Spanish  Fleet  of  the  past — a  thing 
we — 

"  Cannot  ice,  because 
It  is  not  yet  in  right." 

But  MR.  WABD  HUNT  carried  us  clear 
of  this  fear  by  his  bold  reversal  of  his 
engines. 

Tuesday  (Lords).  —  A  cheerful  night. 
LORD  GREY  laid  a  Burials  Bill  on  the 
table,  and  the  MARQUIS  OF  HUNTLT  car- 
ried Second  Reading  of  a  Bill  to  punish 
farm-servants  for  administering  arsenic  to 
animals  to  make  their  coats  shine. 

"  Ilfaut  sotiffrir  pour  etre  beau"  is  an 
old  proverb.  But  these  ill-informed,  if 
well-meaning  rustics,  ride  the  proverb 
literally  to  'rdeath." 

(Commons.) — Snt  CHARLES  DILKE  tried  to 
move  the  House  to  move  the  Royal  Academy, 
because  it  had  not  moved,  of  itself,  in  the 
right  direction.  Sra  CHARLES  spoke  a  long 
indictment  against  the  Forty — charging 
them,  in  effect,  as  a  band  of  forty  thieves 
with  having  stolen  privileges  and  prestige, 
honour,  house-room,  and  hard  cash,  in  the 
shape  of  the  splendid  shillings  of  the  public, 
on  a  condition  they  have  not  complied  with, 
of  teaching,  cultivating,  and  promoting  the 
arts  of  design  in  England.  Or  if  not  forty 
thieves,  contended  SIR  CHARLES,  they  are, 
at  best,  forty  shop-keepers  ;  and  their  Ex- 
hibition, which  they  at  first  apologised  for 
not  opening  free  to  all,  has  now  become  a 
receipt  of  custom,  and  the  be-all  and  end- 
all  of  their  existence,  the  source  of  their 
shillings,  the  scene  of  their  Annual  Dinner, 
by  help  of  which  they  keen  a  firm  anchorage 
among  the  official  and  aristocratic  classes, 
the  stage  on  which  they  parade  their  supe- 
riority over  wretched  "outsiders,"  whether 
when  they  sit  upon  their  pictures,  or  cold- 
shoulder  them  off  "  the  Line." 

Perhaps  no  count  in  Sra  CHARLES'S  long 
and  heavy  indictment  against  the  Academy 
might  not  be  supported  by  evidence  that 
would  go  far  to  win  a  verdict  of  guilty  from 
an  unprejudiced  jurv.  But  such  a  jury  Sra 
^ABLES  did  not  address  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  least  of  all  a  House  with  a 
jrnshing  Conservative  Majority.  If  th  • 
lard  -  headed  and  hard  -  hitting  Chelse  i 
Baronet  drew  the  indictment  against  the 
Academy  anything  but  mild,  MR.  CAST- 
WRIGHT,  MR.  BAJLLIE  COCHRAXE,  and  MR. 
^OWPKR-TEMPLE  went  guite  as  far  in  their 
more  agreeable  and  amiable  task  of  white- 
washing—if we  should  not  rather  say 
'  sweetening  " — and  megilping,  framing, 
and  glazing  their  portraits  of  the  Forty, 
and  hanging  them  in  the  most  favourable 
and  flattering  of  lights.  Even  MR.  BERES- 
FORD  HOPE,  though  he  had  his  grievance 
as  a  student  of  architecture,  contended, 
ike  MR.  COWPER  -  TEMPLE  and  other 
speakers,  including  MR.  GLADSTONE,  that 
he  House  had  no  jurisdiction,  as  the 
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Academy  had  in  effect  carried  out  the  recommendations  of  the  !  that  case  forth.  Think  how  wondrously  facts  may  be  transfigured 
Committee  of  1863.  (Mr.  Punch  has  been  studying  those  rccom-  j  after  double-distillation  through  the  wits  of  a  roguish  suitor  and 
niendations,  and  can't,  for  the  life  of  him,  make  that  out.)  !  a  rascally  lawyer.  Are  we  to  hold  counsel  bound  by  such  a  brief, 

MK.  GLADSTONE  stepped  in  as  dens  ex  machina,  with  grnve  and  j  and  to  make  him  answerable  in  damages  for  understating  his  case 
?ighty  reasons  for  the  withdrawal  both  of  SIR  CHARLES  DILKE'S   as  it  appears  thereon?    Besides,   as  things  stand,  it  is  the   best 


weighty 

Motion — which  was  one  of  censure,  not  corresponding  to  the  notice 
given  of  it— and  of  MR.  CARTWKIOIIT'S  Amendment — which  called 
upon  the  House  to  acquit  the  Academy,  while  contending  that  the 
House  had  no  jurisdiction  in  the  case.  Now  the  House,  urges  MR. 
GLADSTONE,  very  decidedly,  has  jurisdiction  in  the  case.  (That 
admission,  at  least,  is  a  substantial  result  of  SIR  CHARLES'S  Motion.) 
There  is  a  good  deal  to  be  said,  with  reason,  against  the  Academy  ; 
a  good  deal  to  be  said,  also  with  reason,  in  its  favour.  But  what- 
ever remark,  pro  or  con.,  the  Academy  might  be  fairly  open  to,  it 
had  committed  no  sin — either  of  omission  or  commission — to  warrant 
the  House  in  coming  down  upon  it  with  the  heavy  hand  of  censure. 

On  the  whole,   LORD  JOHN  MANNERS  thought  the  best  course 
would  be  to  withdraw  both  the  Motion  and  Amendment,  and  to 
grant  the  Motion  for 
papers  "showing  the 
attitude  of  the  State 
towards      the     Fine 
Arts  in  the  different 
countries  of  Europe." 

(What  a  charming 
subject,  by  the  way, 
for  a  set  of  allego- 
rical designs,  to  be 
contributed  by  the 
most  historically- 
minded  of  the  Acade- 
micians :— 

The  STATE— ram- 
pant, couehant,  dor- 
mant, defiant,  aidant, 
reveillant,  burkant, 
as  the  case  may  be, 
according  to  its 
relation  to  the  Fine 
Arts. 

And  the  FINE  AETS 
— resistant,  crouch- 
ant,  snorant,  hittant, 
deprecant,  mendi- 
cant, kickant,  as  the 
case  may  be,  accord- 
ing to  their  relation 
to  the  State.) 

So,  finally,  DILKE, 
in  compliance  with 
the  advice  of  MAN- 
NERS, muzzled  and 
drew  off  his  Motion  ; 
whereupon  CART- 
WRIGHT,  also  con- 
senting, whipped  off 
his  Amendment.  The 
Motion  for  papers 
was  granted — and  the 
Forty  breathed 
again. 


lawyer  who  comes  to  the  front.  If  more  clients  seek  his  services 
than  he  can  serve,  at  all  events  the  fees  stop  his  mouth,  and 
neither  party  is  the  better,  if  neither  is  the  worse  for  him — a  result 
well  worth  paying  for.  At  the  same  time,  we  should  say,  the  fee  in 
such  a  case  ought  to  be  a  payment  by  both  sides.  There  was  a  con- 
sentaneous howl  against  the  Bill  "from  all  the  barristers  in  the 
House.  "When  they  do  agree  their  unanimity  is  wonderful" 
—and  MR.  NORWOOD  was  defeated  by  237  to  130.  It  is  written 
that  the  shipowner  should  stick  to  his  ship.  Let  ME.  NORWOOD 
go,  in  future,  to  sea  in  his  own  bottoms,  and  paddle  his  own  canoe. 
Thursday. — Now  dawned  the  day  "Big  with  the  fate  of  Titles' 
Bill  and  Ben!" — no,  no,  nobody  felt  that:  but  the  day  when  SIR 
HENRY  JAMES  had  been  magnanimously  defied  to  combat  d  outrance 

by  the  Prime  Minis- 
ter, with  his  majority 
of  a  hundred  behind 
him.  A  safe  challenge 
to  try  a  foregone  con- 
clusion !  Punch,  as 
he  has  said,  sees  no 
use  in  crying  over 
spilt  milk.  He  hates 
the  Proclamation, 
and  the  lloyal  Titles 
Bill,  and  the  Title  of 
Empress,  like  all 
sensible  people  of  his 
acquaintance.  But 
there  they  are.  Que 
i-oulez-vous?  It  is 
our  duty,  to  make 
the  best — that  is,  the 
least,  rather  than  the 
most — ofthem.  Feel- 
ing this,  Punch 
almost  regrets  that 
the  Opposition  should 
have  given  a  night 
to  putting  over  again 
the  case  so  over- 
whelmingly put 
against  the  Govern- 
ment by  LORD  SEL- 
BORNE,  to  prove  that 
the  Proclamation 
does  not  carry  out 
the  Government 
understanding,  not 
because  the  Govern- 
ment meant  not  to 
redeem  their  pledge, 
but  because  their 
pledge  was  irredeem- 
able. Of  SIR  HENRY 
JAMES,  it  may  fairly 
be  said, — 


"  But  till  that  night's  debate  was  done, 
There  were  Forty,  funking  like  one." 

(Mr.  Punch  has  his  own  views  on  the  subject  of  this  night's 
discussion,  but  he  cannot  admit  that  even  the  Collective  Wisdom  is 
wise  enough  to  be  his  mouthpiece  on  the  relations  of  the  Royal 
Academy  to  the  Fine  Arts,  and  the  Fine  Artists— being  outsiders. 
Has  he  not  his  own  trumpet  to  talk  through  ?  And  will  he  not  talk, 
when  he  sees  fit  '< 

Wednesday.— MR.  NORWOOD,  Member  for  Hull,  and  shipowner, 
moved  Second  lieading  of  a  Bill  to  make  fees  to  Barristers  recov- 
erable by  Counsel,  and  damages  against  Barristers  recoverable  by 
Clients.  "Que  diable  allait-il  faire  dans  cette  galere?"  As  Dun- 
dreary would  say,  "  What  have  shipowners  to  do  with  barrister's 
t«M  '• ''  Or  was  it  that  no  lawyer  could  be  found  to  lead  such  an 
attack — hawks  lo' 


"  That  twice  he  routed  all  his  foes, 
And  twice  lie  slew  the  slain  !  " 

His  proof  of  the'contradiction  between  the  Proclamation  and  the 
Government  undertaking  to  localise  the  title  of  "Empress,"  would 
have  been  crushing,  but  that  LORD  SELBORNE  had  put  the  matter 
through  the  crushing-machine  already.  That  being  so,  why  dwell 
on  a  debate  of  which  the  most  conspicuous  incident  was  the  honour 
conferred  upon  the  Government  by  the  support  of  DR.  KENEALY  ? 

MR.  DISRAELI  wound  up  with  a  perjubilant  Pa?an,  supported  by  a 
majority  that  will  warrant  any  amount  of  Pscans — of  108.  Mean- 
while, the  B.  P.  of  the  Metropolis— Upper  Ten  and  Lower  Ten 
hundreds  of  thousands  alike— had  been  hurraing  itself  hoarse  in 
welcome  of  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES,  as  if  to  show  that  whatever  the 
Royal  Titles  Bill  may  do  to  sap,  or  unsap,  the  roots  of  loyalty,  it 
still  flourishes  as  durable  and  deep-rooted  in  the  British  heart  as 
our  native  oak  in  the  British  soil. 
Friday  (Lords). — Glad  to  find  their  Lordships  and  the  Foreign 

• —f  * — T> —  r •• — •  -•>  «»  ™-v  i/imc.    Office  not  quite  disposed  to  take  too  coolly  the  cruel  ill-treatment  of 

\  barnsters  calling  is  a  trying  and  a  ticklish  one.     It  needs   the  Coolies  in  certain  plantations  in  the  Mauritius.     LORD  CAR- 
brains  even  more  than  brass,  and  presence  of  mind  quite  as  much   NARVON  has  his  eye  on  the  offenders. 

as  absence  of  scruples.    Counsel  must  be  allowed  a  latitude  in  deal-       (Commons.)- Exciting    Debate,    still    more    exciting    Division. 

g  with  the  case  on  his  brief  proportioned  to  the  longitude  to  which   MR.  R.  SMYTH  moved  a  Resolution  for  shutting  the  Shebeens  on 

roguish  clients  and  unscrupulous  attorneys  together  will  go  in  setting   Sunday   throughout  Ireland.     Punch  "  Saw  with  M.  BEACH  five 


—  — tf  objecting  to  "pike  out  hawks'  e'en."  This 
change,  say  the  barristers,  would  infallibly  destroy  the  indepen- 
dence, and  lower  the  character,  of  the  Bar.  The  barristers  won't 
have  it  at  any  price,  and  the  public  don't  want  it  at  that  price. 

'     i F_ I'M •  •       .        .     .    i       .   -   j  •     T    t  •     i  -r ,      r 
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NOT    BAD    JUDGMENT    EITHER. 

Mr.  Snobbington  llardcash  (o/ering  his  Hand  and  Heart  to  his  fair  Companion).  "  No,  NOW  W-W-WEALLY,  Miss  MAWY,  DON'T  BK 

8UHPWISED.       TON   MY  W-W-WORD   I   MEAN  IT  !  — I   DO,    INDEED!" 

Ml.is  May  (a  sad  puss).    "  No,  REALLY,  MR.  HARDCASH,  I  COULDN'T  THINK  OF  ACCEPTING  so  MUCH.      I  WOULDN'T  MIND  JUST 

HAVING  YOUR  MARE,    SIMPLY  FOR   FRIENDSHIP'S  SAKE,    YOU   KNOW  !  " 


poor  exiles  of  Erin "— MURPHY,  O'GoitMAN,  CALLAJJ,  and  M. 
BROOKS— arrayed  in  a  quintette  against  the  Resolution  in  the  teeth 
of  a  strange  consensus  of  Irish  Members  in  its  favour. 

MR.  BRIGHT  and  GLADSTONE  brought  up  their  81-ton  guns  in  sup- 
port of  the  Irish  Brigade,  and,  thanks  to  their  aid,  the  Government, 
resisting  the  Resolution,  was  defeated  by  224  to  167 !  First  blood 
for  the  Home-Rulers !  Mr.  Punch  distrusts  even  sobriety  on  com- 
pulsion. Is  it  due  to  public  conviction,  or  priestly  influence,  that 
so  good  a  case  has  been  got  up  for  contending  that  opinion  in  Ireland 
is  in  favour  of  shutting  up  the  whiskey-shops  one  day  in  seven  ?  The 
Major  was  absolutely  pathetic  on  the  unalienable  right  of  every  man 
"to  drink 'as  much  as  he  can  carry."  That  right,  dear  Major,  im- 
plies its  correlative  duty — "  to  carry  as  much  as  you  can  drink." 
Tis  few  can  drink  or  carry  as  much  good  liquor  as  the  Major,  or 
what  a  prospect  would  the  enforcement  of  this  right  open  to  the 
Irish  distillers ! 


The  Prince  of  Wales's  Feathers. 

To  Mr.  Punch. 
MOST  ILLUSTRIOUS  SIR, 

AT  a  time  when  changes  are  taking  place  in  the  Insignia  of 
Royalty,  might  not  an  additional  feather  be  voted  to  His  Royal 
Highness  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES,  viz..  one  to  be  worn  in  his  cap,  in 
celebration  of  His  Royal  Highness's  plucky  and  truly  Royal  progress 
in  India  ?  Yours,  with  great  regard, 

NOM  DE  PLUME. 
The  Feathers  Tavern,  May  12,  1876. 

P.S.— "  Facile  Princeps  "  might  be  added  as  a  motto. 


TURKEY  AXD  GHEKCE. 

IT  is  whispered  on  the  Stock  Exchange  that  the  Turkish  Divi- 
dends will  henceforward  be  paid  on  the  Greek  Calends. 


MAY  A  LA  MODE. 

A  Jlemonstrance  from  a  Frozen-out  Jfuse. 

0  MONTH  once  so  famous  in  song  and  in  story 
For  sunshine,  and  sweetness,  and  song-birds,  and  flowers, 

Must  we  rededicate  you  to  COCK'RELL  or  COBY  < 
Do  you  think  that  a  muse  who  still  shiv'ringly  cowers 

Above  a  coal  tire,  while  the  May-buds  are  bursting, 
Is  like  to  invoke  you  in  jubilant  ode  ? 

"What  city,  great  poet,  would  ever  go  thirsting 
For  May  d  la  Mode  t 

Bedight  with  green  leaves  ?    Nay,  an  Ulster  were  fitter, 
Poor  half-frozen  nymph,  those  blue  limbs  to  enwrap ; 

For  never  North-Easter  more  biting  and  bitter 
Attended  December,  that  chilly  old  chap. 

No  rose  that  now  blows  is  so  red  as  your  nose  is, 
You  can't  smell  your  buds,  you  "ve  so  awfud  a  Code  ! 

You  've  suffered  some  hideous  metempsychosis, 
Poor  May  d  la  Mode .' 

Say,  have  you  been  flirting  with  March,  or  coquetting 
With  saucy  Jack  Frost  just  a  trifle  too  long  ? 

The  kisses  oi  Phoebus  are  cold.    Is  he  getting 
A  little  bit  jealous  ?    Come !    Tip  us  a  song, 

Like  the  song  of  old  days !     It  may  soften  Apollo  ; 
Send  sunbeams  and  blossoms  ;  North-Easters  be  blowed ! 

For  of  all  weather  sells  there  is  no  sell  so  hollow 
As  May  a  la  Mode .' 


US  ECCLESIASTICAL  ARTICLE. 

DUHINO  the  sittings  of  Convocation,  the  Lower  House  ever  and 
anon  sends  up  to  the  Upper  House  an  itrticu/us  c /<•;•/.  Of  course 
this  is  no  addition  to  the  Thirty-Nine  Articles  ;  and  they  are  to  be 
held  anathema  who  suggest  that  it  is  any  article  pertaining  to  an 
Articled  Clerk. 
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AFTER    THE    ACADEMY-DREAMING    ALL 
NIGHT    LONG. 

LITTLE  Bopeep  was  Calling  the 
Sheep  to  Fold  from  Sheep- 
washing  near  the  Pyramids 
in  the  Water  Meadows,  at 
The  Day's  Decline,  on  Satur- 
day Night,  In  Wonderland. 

Those  Moorland  Rovers,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  Law- 
rence, Lord  Lytton,  and  Cap- 
tain Richard  Burton,  after 
An  Audience  at  Agrippa's, 
Darning-Day,  August  1875, 
were  Over  the  Hills  and  Far 
Away  from  Les  Montagnes  de 
Hampstead,  Angling  on  A 
Spring  Morning,  with  Violet, 
Our  Boys,  and  A  Convalescent 
Getting  Better,  in  A  Certain 
Trout  Stream  In  the  Austrian 
Tyrol,  Miles  from  Home  ; 
Fording  a  Tidal  Creek  After 
a  Spate,  on  The  Eve  of  Liberty 
in  Breezy  June ;  Colt  Hunting 
in  the  New  Forest  with  Skye 
Terriers  and  Her  Majesty's 
Buckhounds  ;  Shearing 
Wraick  in  the  Sound  of  Har- 
ris, in  Summer,  with  A  Lin- 
colnshire Gang ;  Ploughing  in 


Li-  ,\    CEiiriCiVAN'-" 


uomsiiire  uang  ;  riougmng  in 

Lower  Egypt  in  An  Oasis  in  the  Desert,  near  The  Ruins  of  Kom- 
ombo,  with  The  Crofter's  Team,  Valour  and  Cowardice  ;  Woodcock 
Shooting  on  A  November  Evening  in  Red  Autumn,  with  Pallas 
Athene  and  The  Herdsman's  Dogs  in  The  Rustling  Leaves  ;  and,  in 
conjunction  with  The  Great  Scalper,  Dr.  Priestley,  and  The 
Apothecary,  Selecting  Pictures  for  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibition 
with  Watchful  Eyes  in  A  Life  Boat  in  A  Storm  at  Sea  in  The 
Month  of  March. 

The  Lord  Chancellor  In  Chancery,  Sir  Henry  James  with  A  Bill 
of  bale  and  Notice  to  Quit,  spending  A  Lonely  Christmas  in  A  Cairo 
Bazaar  (Confiscated),  Baron  Amphlett  After  the  Sitting  Outside  a 
Prison  in  Italy,  and  Justice  Grove  in  Newgate ! 
T,  i06^?110?  of  London,  The  New  Curate,  Cardinal  Manning,  The 
Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  Bishop  Ullathorne,  Richard  Baxter,  Alderman 
Phillips,  His  Reverence  Monsignor  Capel,  The  Boulonnaises,  and 
The  Widower,  all  in  The  Squire's  Pew  in  The  Temple  of  Diana  at 
Zaghouan,  repeating  "  My  Duty  towards  my  Neighbour"  and  The 
Last  Bit  of  Scandal. 

The  Rivals,  The  Duchess  of  Westminster,  Marchioness  of  Ormonde, 
Countess  of  Dudley,  Countess  of  Ilchester,  Viscountess  Enfield, 
\  iseountess  Hood,  Mrs.  Sebastian  Schlesinger,  Cleopatra,  and  My 
Lady  Belle  were  Preparing  to  Summon  the  Commons  Across  the 
Common  to  A  Kettledrum  After  the  Dance  in  Sir  Thomas's  Tower  : 
Ine  Village  Lawyer  and  Sir  C.  S.  Readimoney  were  Looking  out  for 
A  bate  Investment;  Admiral  Milne  was  attending  the  Sailor's 
Wedding  in  A .Little  Blue  Bay  with  some  Seaside  Ducks;  and 
Pallas  and  Achilles  [stood]  Shouting  from  the  Trenches  to  The  Old 
fe  T£e  ]at,?  ^u^,e  of  Wellington-He  Never  Came. 
The  Birds  m  The  Hollow  Tree-Three  Magpies,  Three  Ravens, 
Cuckoo!  Cuckoo!  Goosey  Goosey,  Gander,  Tie  Ugly  Duckling 
The  Flight  of  the  Wild  Fowl,  and  the  Ducks  in  A  Stern  Chase- 
now  made  such  a  noise  that  these  dreams  came  to  an  abrupt  termi- 
nation but  not  before  they  disclosed  Alfred  Tennyson,  Bishop 
Harold  Browne,  Edward  Pleydell  Bouverie.  The  Dean  of  St.  Paul's 
Professor  Beesly,  and  Sir  Henry  Cole,  Spellbound  in  front  of  The 
Daphnephoria  and  Atalanta's  Race. 


Philadelphia  and  Fraternity. 

»«'?urv-is  cert,a.inly  a  haPPy  name  for  the  site  of  an  Inter- 
ational  Exhibition  which  seems  calculated  to  promote  brotherly 
TV    t  i?ny  '/I6'  let  us  h°Pe  the  American  "  World's  Fair"  will 
be  followed  by  tremendous  wars  like  those  which  fulfilled  the 
predictwns  of   the  prophets    who    foretold    that  our   Hyde-Park 
brotherhood  ^    ^  be*?ilmin&  of    the  reign   of  universal 


FINANCIAL  CHEMISTEY. 

a  *effree  for  the  consolidation  of  the 


THE  PBINCE'S  WELCOME  HOME. 

"  0  !  quid  solutis  est  beatius  curis  ? 
Cum  mens  onus  reponit,  ac  peregrine 
Lahore  fessi  venimus  Larem  ad  nostrum, 
Desideratoque  acquiescimus  lecto." 

CATULLUS. 

WHILE  over  the  Atlantic  the  young  Giant  of  a  hundred 
Holds  wide  his  arms  in  welcome  to  the  nations  old  and  grey, 

Proclaiming  fellowship  in  Arts  of  those  by  oceans  sundered, 
Crowning  the  Old-World-shows  with  this  that  greets  his  natal  day. 

While  the  eagles,  clawed  and  beaked,  round  the  Moslem  sick-bed 

gather, 
And  Europe  watches,  breathless,  for  their  swoop  through  troubled 

air, 

Xot  knowing  but  fierce  rivalries  may  turn  to  rending  rather 
Those  that  struggle  for  the  carrion  than  the  carcase  they  should 
share. 

While  France  toils  slowly  to  rebuild  her  greatness  shrunk  and 

shattered, 
Of  King's  friends  and  Republic's  patching  truce  that  time  may 

bide, 

While  Spain,  as  proud  a  pauper  as  e'er  draped  his  mantle  tattered 
Like  a  robe  royal,  draws  his  rags  the  bleeding  sores  to  hide. 

Lo,  happier  England,  busy  in  awaiting  and  adorning 
The  way  for  one  she  welcomes  as  mother  welcomes  son, 

Whose  coming  -  home  from  far-off  lands    her  evening   turns  to 

morning, 
And  age's  load  makes  light  to  bear  for  love's  work  to  be  done. 

Where  athwart  fields  green  with  Spring-time  the  iron-ways  run 
grimly, 

Holiday  crowds  are  gathered,  flags  wave  and  flowers  are  fair  ; 
Where  through  the  smoke  suburban  the  festal  trim  shows  dimly, 

Like  sights  and  sounds  of  welcome  glad  the  eye  and  fill  the  air. 

'Tis  the  Prince,  the  King  of  England  that  is  to  be  hereafter, 
Comes  back  to  his  own  England  from  his  travel,  bronzed  and 

brown, 
To  the  wife  of  his  and    England's  love,    to  their    babes'  happy 

laughter, 
To  mother's  love,  that  even  wife's  and  children's  love  doth  crown. 

And  as  the  heart  of  England  was  stirred  with  a  great  sorrow 
When  he  lay  sick,  it  seemed,  to  death,  and  love  could  naught  but 

pray, 

Now  from  the  wife's  joy  at  his  side  all  hearts  a  gladness  gather, 
That  God  hath  brought  him  home  again,  who  held  him  on  his 
way. 

'Tis  no  mere  flourish  of  paid  pen,  no  phrase  of  courtier's  tongue, 
Proclaims  us  loyal  to  our  line  of  law-abiding  kings ; 

'Tis  for  a  son  in  more  than  name  that  England's  heart  is  strung 
To  this  high  note  of  welcome  that  through  the  welkin  rings. 

'Twas  no  base  flunkey  fellowship  that  followed,  day  by  day, 
His  doings  and  his  dangers,  parades,  and  pomps  and  shows  ; 

The  wild  work  of  the  jungle,  the  spoiling  of  the  prey, 
The  staunchness  that  no  toil  could  tire,  the  strength  with  need 
that  rose. 

More  we  loved  him,  that  in  wild-wood  as  in  durbar  or  divan, 
He  bore  him  manly,  princely,  as  an  English  Prince  should  do ; 

That  he  took  the  rubs  and  roughings  of  travel  like  a  man. 
And,  if  he  won  new  friends  in  crowds,  to  the  old  friends  still  was 
true. 

He  is  kindly,  gay,  and  gracious — he  is  manly,  bold,  and  brave  : 
'Tis  grace  and  manhood  that  rule  hearts  since  first  the  world 
began. 

And  he  that  will  wear  England's  Crown  must  no  allowance  crave — 
Had  need  be  every  inch  a  Prince,  and  every  inch  a  Man. 

We  hold  our  QUEEN  so  dear  we  would  brook  no  change  of  name, 
No  addition  to  the  style  we  have  used  and  loved  so  long : 

The  music  of  "  GOD  save  the  QUEEN,"  to  Empress  ill  would  frame, 
And  we  stick  to  the  old  title  as  we  stick  to  the  old  song. 

But  all  our  quarrel  is  for  love  and  loyalty  beside  : 

Let  who  doubts  look  how  England  takes  her  Prince  back  to  her 

breast, 
With  a  benison  on  that  sweet  face  she  welcomed  as  a  bride, 

Welcomes  still  more  as  a  mother  with  lusty  children  blest. 
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A    PUZZLE. 

SCENE —  Village  Inn,  Hampshire. 

Languid  Swell.  "  'STHAWA  WIFL'CAW  HKAW  ? " 
Barmaid.  "  'BEa  PARD'N,  SIK!" 
Swell.  "'STHAWA  WIFL'CAW  HEAW?" 
Barmaid.  "  DON'T  UNDERSTAND  FRENCH,  SIK  ! " 
Swell.   "HAW  !"     (Exit.) 
(He  is  supposed  to  have  meant,  "  la  THERE  A  RIFLE  CORPS  HERB  ? ") 


A  MEDICAL  PARTNER. 

.  KINO  in  the  Theatre  of  the  University  of  London 
the  other  day,  that  of  the  presentation  of  diplomas  and 
medals  to  successful  candidates,  LOUD  GRAXVILLE,  the 
Chancellor,  took  occasion  to  advocate  the  admi 
women  to  medical  degrees.  MR.  LOWK  followed  on  the 
same  side  of  a  question  on  which  it  is  disgraceful  to  the 
members  of  a  liberal  profession  that  there  are  two  sides. 
Not  so  much  because  this  is  owing  to  a  mean  Trades- 
unionism,  but  rather  in  that,  if,  as  the  Unionists  allege, 
women  are  naturally  unfitted  for  the  practice  of  medi- 
cine, the  fear  of  competition  witli  them  is  grossly  stupid. 
It  was  well  remarked  by  MB.  LOWE  that  "Woman  was 
never  more  in  her  place  than  by  the  sick  bed."  If  she 
were  duly  qualified  to  occupy  that  place,  she  would  not 
only  be  exempt  from  the  necessity  of  marrying  to  sub- 
sist, but  would  be  in  possession  of  knowledge  which,  in 
the  event  of  her  marriage  from  choice,  would  especially 
befit  her  for  the  part  of  a  wife  and  a  mother.  It  would 
also  materially  help  to  render  her  an  unmixed  blessing, 
by  preventing  her  from  being,  in  one  particular,  a  heavy 
burden  to  her  husband.  A  woman  who  knows  how.  to 
take  her  place  by  the  sick  bed,  knows  how  to  keep  her- 
self out  or  it.  Even  if  she  have  no  patients,  therefore, 
a  medical  woman  is  in  a  condition  to  avoid  becoming  a 
patient  herself.  She  also  knows  better  than  to  let  her 
daughters  injure  their  health  by  tight  lacing,  late  danc- 
ing, and  other  unwholesome  follies.  If  she  herself  fetch 
her  partner  no  fees,  she  at  least  saves  him  doctors'  bills, 
and  undertakers'  also,  besides  continual  alarm  and 
anxiety.  The  girl  who  has  well  earned  a  doctor's  de- 
gree, is  one  whom  a  young  man,  even  in  these  sumptuous 
times,  could  almost  venture  to  think  of  marrying  on  two 
or  three  thousand  a  year. 


Moral  Freedom  in  Spain. 

THE  question  of  liberty  of  conscience  has  lately  been  a 
good  deal  discussed  in  the  Spanish  Cortes.  In  Spain 
there  appears  to  be  quite  a  national  feeling  in  favour  of 
an  unbounded  liberty  of  conscience.  This;  however,  is 
something  other  than  freedom  of  theological  opinion. 
The  liberty  of  conscience  prized  by  true  Spaniards  is 
the  exemption  of  the  national  conscience  from  all  such 
trammels  aa  pecuniary  obligations  of  the  nature  of 
Bonds.  

MORE  HONOURS! 

A  WELL-KNOWN  Tobacconist  has  decided  upon  calling 
a  very  fine  class  of  Tobacco  he  has  in  stock,  "  Prince's 
Returns."  How  gratified  His  Royal  Highness  will  be ! 


LAW  UNDER  THE  REJECTED  ACT. 

''Ho  oould  not  avoid  always  seeing  his  children  in  his  brief." — Speech  of 
the  ATTOHNEY-GENKRAL  upon  the  Barristers  and  Advocates  Fees  Sill. 

JONES  versus  SNOOKS. — June  ISth,  187—  ? 

THIS,  the  first  case  held  under  MB.  NORWOOD'S  recently-passed 
Act.  was  chiefly  remarkable  for  the  conduct  of  the  Counsel  engaged 
in  the  trial. 

The  Plaintiff  was  represented  by  MESSRS.  COKE,  Q.C.,  and  BLACK- 
STONE.  MR.  SERJEANT  DOE  and  ME.  RICHAED  ROE  appeared  for  the 
Defendant. 

M  it.  CORK,  Q.C.  (who  was  evidently  suffering  from  violent  emotion) 
said  that  this  was  a  matter  of  the  last  importance.  If  possible,  he 
would  give  an  account  of  the  facts  of  the  case.  He  really  must 
unplon  the  indulgence  of  the  Court. 

Bid  Lordship,  Really,  you  seein  to  be  very  unwell. 

Mr.  Coke,  Q.C.  (liumtiinj  in/<,  t<-<u:*).  I  am,  my  Lord — indeed  I 
am.  I  feel  that  should  I  make  one  false  step,  should  I  be  guilty  of 


MR.  COKE,  Q.C.,  then  left  the  Court. 

7/i's  Lordship.  This  is  really  excessively  painful.  MR.  BLACK- 
STOXK,  will  you  kindly  continue  your  leader's  argument  ? 

Mr.  Blaekstone.  Oh,  my  Lord,  would  that  I  could!  But  no! 
although  I  am  but  a  Junior  (I  have  been  called  a  promising  Junior) 
of  some  three-and-fifty  summers,  I  too  have  a  heart.  It  has  been 
my  boast  for  thirty  years  to  support  an  aged  grandmother.  (Sensa- 
tion,) This  secret  I  have  kept  until  now,  and  only  now  do  I  reveal 


it  to  a  heartless  world.  (Cries  in'.Court  of  "  No,  no .' ")  I  repeat  a 
heartless  world,  to  account  for  conduct  that  otherwise  might  appear 
strange  and  unnatural.  Yes,  my  Lord,  in  my  brief  I  trace  the 
features  of  my  granddam's  mournful  face.  If  I  misconduct  the  case, 
her  hairs,  already  as  white  as  snow,  will  sink  in  obscurity  to  a 
pauper's  grave.  (Murmurs.)  I  cannot  bear  the  picture.  I  love 
my  grandmother.  I  repudiate  my  brief,  and  I  retire.  (Profound 
sensation.) 

MR.  BLACKSTONE  then  left  the  Court. 

His  Lordship.  BROTHER  DOE,  I  think  you  are  for  the  other  side  f 

Mr.  Serjeant  Doe  (gloomily).  I  was,  my  Lord,  until  now.  But 
now  I  retire.  In  my  brief  I  see  a  young  Bride's  face  (my  own  dear 
Wife's)  praying  me  to  withdraw.  The  responsibility  is  too  great. 
I  must  torow  up  my  brief,  and  leave  the  matter  in  the  hands  of  my 
learned  friend,  MR.  RICHARD  ROE,  who  is  with  me  in  this  case. 

MR.  SERJEANT  DOE  then  left  the  Court. 

His  Lordship.  We  are  all  attention,  MR.  ROE. 

Mr.  Roe.  My  Lord,  I  wish  to  make  a  short  statement.  Since  the 
passing  of  the  new  Act  my  nerves  have  become  terribly  agitated. 
In  every  brief  I  see  the  grim  faces  of  my  ancestors,  telling  me  to 
"  beware!"  I  feel  so  excessively  nervous,  that  I  do  not  feel  I  can 
do  justice  to  my  Client's  case.  At  this  moment,  I  confess,  I  feel 
strongly  inclined,  to  plead  "  guilty  "  on  his  behalf,  and 

At  this  point,  the  Solicitors  for  the  Defendant  interfered,  and 
MR.  ROE  abruptly  left  the  Court. 

The  case  was  then  adjourned  to  secure  (if  possible)  the  services  of 
fresh  Counsel. 

(Miss)  THOMPSON'S  SEASON.— The  Balaklava  Charge — One  Shilling 
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SIC    TRANSIT    GLORIA    MUNDI  ! 

(Dialogiie  between  a  Fashionable  Lady  and  an  Ordinary  Being  of  the  Male  Sex.) 

"GOOD  HEAVENS,  MRS.  BROWN,  WHAT  EXTRAORDINARY  PEOPLE  ONE  MEETS  HEKE  !    Do  TELL  MB,  WHO'S  THAT  WONDERFUL  OLD 
GENTLEMAN  MRS.  LYON  HUNTER  is  GREETING  so  CORDIALLY?" 

"  THAT  's  BELLAMY  NUPKINS  I  "  "  '  BELLAMY  ? '    '  NUPKINS 1 '   WHO  's  HE  ? " 

"  WHY,  BELLAMY  NUPKINS,  THE  FAMOUS  AUTHOR  !  " 

'  DEAR  ME  !    NEVER  HEARD  OF  HIM  IN  MY  LIFE  1     Is  THEUE  A  MRS.  BELLAMY  NUPKINS  ? " 
'THERE  WAS  I     BELLAMY  NUPKINS  is  A  WIDOWER."  "AND  WHO  WAS  MRS.  BELLAMY  NUPKINS?" 

'OH,    SOS  WAS  A   MlSS  WlLIIELMINA   WlLLOUGHBY  DE  RlGBY— DlGBY,    OR  SOMETHING." 

'  WHAT  ?    YOU  DON'T  MEAN  A  SECOND  COUSIN  OF  THE  LATE  LORD  TOLINGTON'S  ?  "  "I  BELIEVE  so." 

'An!  TO  BE  SURE!    YES,  YES!    Now  I  BEGIN  TO  UNDERSTAND  WHO  BELLAMY  NUPKINS  /s— OR  RATHER  WAS!" 


NO  REST  FOE  THE  ROYAL. 

The  Study  of  an  Illustrious  Personage.  Illustrious  Personage  seated 
in  an  easy-chair.  Private  Secretary  in  attendance. 

Illustrious  Personage.  Well,  it  really  is  very  pleasant  to  be  at 
home  again.  All  that  ceremonial  in  foreign  parts  was  terribly 
exhausting.  I  shall  he  very  glad  of  a  rest.  A  propos,  is  there 
anything  to  do  to-morrow  f 

Private  Secretary.  Yes,  Sir.  Deputation  at  twelve,  Council  at  two, 
Foundation  Stone  at  four,  and  two  Balls  and  the  Opera  in  the  evening. 

Illustriout  Personage.  Hem !    How  about  Tuesday  ? 

Private  Secretary.  Review  in  the  morning,  Sir,  at  Aldershot. 
Levee  in  the  afternoon  at  Buckingham  Palace,  a  Flower-Show,  and 
a  City  Dinner. 

Illustrious  Personage.  Hem !    Is  Wednesday  free  ? 

Private  Secretary.  Well,  no,  Sir.  Launch  of  an  Iron-clad  at 
Portsmouth  in  the  morning,  Sir.  Reception  in  Town  in  the  after- 
noon. Sir.  Your  Royal  Highness  talked  about  one  of  the  Theatres 
for  the  evening. 

Illustrious  Personage.  Ah,  to  be  sure — BO  I  did.  What  have  I  to 
do  on  Thursday  ? 

Private  Secretary.  Opening  of  a  new  wing  at  a  Hospital,  Sir,  in 
the  morning.  Lunch  with  the  Life  Guards.  Polo  in  the  afternoon, 
and  a  Fancy  Dress  Ball  in  the  evening,  Sir. 

Illustrious  Personage.  How  about  Friday  P 

Private  Secretary.  Distribution  of  prizes.  Inauguration  of  a  new 
College.  A  Court,  Sir  ;  and  four  balls  in  the  evening. 


Illustrious  Personage.  Saturday  filled  up.  I  suppose  ? 

Private  Secretary.  Yes,  Sir.  Rather  a  heavy  day,  your  Royal 
Highness.  Three  i  oundation  Stones,  a  Review,  a  Concert,  a  Council 
Meeting,  two  Deputations,  and  Fireworks  at  Sydenham.  I  think 
you  said,  Sir,  that  your  Royal  Highness  wished  also  to  be  present  at 
the  Royal  Italian  Opera. 

Illustrious  Personage  (smiling).  I  am  afraid  my  rest  will  have  to 
be  deferred  for  the  rest  of  the  season.  [Scene  closes  in. 


"LORD,  SEND  US  A  GUID  CONCEIT  0'  OURSELS." 

SUCH   was   the   too   modest    Scotchman's   well-known    prayer. 
Judging  by  some  characteristics  of  our  American  Cousins,  the  same 

fetition  no  doubt  has  often  been  offered  up  in  the  United  States. 
t  has  been  answered,  apparently,  with  a  return  in  full  measure  of 
the  gift  prayed  for,  in  the  cheerful  town  of  Newark,  Mass.,  from 
one  of  whose  local  papers  a  correspondent  sends  us  the  following 
advertisement  by  a  modest  specimen  of  "  Young  America." 

WANTED.— SITUATION,  by  strong,  active  American  Youth  of 
seventeen,  with  plenty  of  muscle,  vim,  and  health.  Not  afraid  to 
knuckle  down  to  hard  work  of  any  kind ;  is  well  educated  and  has  good  know- 
ledge of  Latin.  Ambition  highly  developed,  and  brains  to  back  it.  Penetra- 
tion sharp  as  the  business  end  of  a  hornet,  and  cheek  bigger  than  either. 
Lawyer's  office  preferred.  Highest  and  best  of  city  references.  Any  one  in 
search  of  such  a  bonanza  will  strike  oil — a  regular  spouting  well—  by  address- 
ing "  Scamander,"  D.A.  Office. 
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MAY    MEETINGS. 

OF  course  a  number  of  the 
May  Meetings  have  been 
very  successful,  l>ut  there 
have  been  also  some 
failures.  For  instance  :— 
When  KKOWX  met  ROBIN- 
SON, and  remarked  that  it 
was  a  lovely  day ;  Koiiixsox 
at  the  time  lining  a  sull'erer 
from  bronchitis,  and  the 
wind  bcingN.N.K.,  ROBIN- 
SON'S language  was.  not 
what  it  might  have  been 
had  the  wind  been  S.  \V . 

Again  the  meeting  of  MR. 
IM  \ri'  with  his  creditors 
was  scarcely  satisfaetury, 
inasmuch  as  MB.  DIM T 
snapped  his  fingers  at  his 
creditors,  and  they  in  return 
threatened  criminal  pro- 
ceedings. MR.  D.  is  now 
on  the  Continent. 

It  was  not  a  suec. 
meeting  between  EDWIN 
and  ANGELINA  in  the  lane, 
when  the  clock  struck  nine, 
and  they  quarrelled,  and 
both  caught  a  dreadful  eold  which  rendered  them  "perfect  sights" 
for  at  least  a  fortnight. 

Success  did  not  attend  the  meeting  of  two  vehicles  in  Wych  Street, 
when  neither  would  give  way,  ana  both  were  summoned  by  the 
Police,  aud  duly  lined  tor  obstructing  the  traffic. 

There  was  not  much  glory  either  about  a  rencontre  between 
DE  TOSIPKYNS  and  Miss  (iu  IM»H  INI:  DK  COURCV,  when  the  former, 
who  had  been  neglecting  the  latter,  observed  playfully,  "  And  doth 
not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends?"  and  when  the  Lady  imme- 
diately rejoined.  "  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  unless  you  give  me  the  seal-skin 
jacket  and  the  diamond  ring  you  promised  me  so  often." 

There  was  also  another  meeting  which  was  not  altogether  of  an 
unchequered  character.  Two  individuals  "  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd." 
One  of  the  individuals  missed  a  valuable  gold  repeater  on  getting 
out  of  the  crowd. 

It  is  no  use  multiplying  these  cases.  Life  has  many  phases,  and 
the  most  pleasant  meeting  Mr.  Punch  has  heard  of  is  where  two  old 
friends,  having  had  a  disagreement,  met  one  another  half  way,  and 
made  it  up, 

GONE  WEONG ! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  o  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"  Good!  Buy  Sweet  Tart  I  "  "  Not  Slily,  But  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  XIII.—  What  Somebody  says. 

WHAT  can  PKRCY  SIIORTWYND  do  in  such  a  situation,  with  this 
round,  warm,  firm,  unconscious  beauty  in  his  arms  ? 

She  is,  it  is  true,  little  more  than  an  acquaintance.  But  then  she 
is  an  acquaintance.  He  cannot  drop  her  suddenly  on  that  account. 

But  a  few  days  ago,  after  he  had  first  seen  her,  he  felt  that  he 
could  not  do  without  her  :  now  he  does  not  know  what  to  do  with 
her. 

Shall  he  break  open  one  of  the  butterfly  cases  in  the  Museum,  and 
leave  her  there  for  the  night  ?  Her  warm  soft  hair  caresses  his 
cheeks,  and  mingles,  sympathetically,  with  his  weeping  whiskers; 
and  it  is  no  wonder  that,  in  this  intoxicating  moment,  he  loses  his 
own  head,  and  finds  hers  on  his  shoulders.  Two  heads  are  better 
than  one;  but  where  is  his  own?  He  looks  down  the  passage! 
The  blackness  is  illumined  from  the  Aquarium  Department,  where 
a  stream  of  light  is  always  kept  burning — a  sort  of  floating  beacon 
any  of  the  fish  should  be  taken  ill  in  the  night. 

Here  he  lays  her  down  at  full  length,  reclining  in  an  arm-chair  ; 
hca\ily  mi  (lie  nutline  of  her  knees  lie  her  blue-veined  hands,  and 
ivory-carved  wrists.  What  can  he  do?  He  caresses  her  gently 
with  a  small  wire  hand-broom,  which  he  fortunately  picks  up  close 
at  hand  ;  then  he  pulls  a  live,  wriggling,  twisting,  agonising  eel 
out  of  its  tank,  and  lets  it  wind  itself  playfully  about  her  face, 
until,  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh,  the  soul  comes  back  to  its  own  place, 
and,  pale  and  clear,  her  eyes' dark  glories  shine  forth  once  more 
beneath  the  upturned,  curling  lashes.  Then  he  withdrew  the  cold 
refreshing  fish  from  her  face,  and  restored  it  to  its  tank. 

"  What  was  it  tickling  me  ?  "  she  asked,  in  a. low,  frightened  voice 


"  Only  a  fish."  answers  PERCY,  with  a  reassuring  smile.  "  You 
ooked  ill.  and  I  thought  I  could  eel  you.  So  I  did."  Then  ho 
added,  softly,  very  softly,  "  You 're  in  the  Aquarium." 

"  You  're  a  r'ell.iw,"  she  replied. 

"  You  're  nut  another." 

Then  she  recall^  their  illative  positions:  she,  a  nameless  depen- 
lant,  a  lady-help  in  the  house  of  a  fine,  old-established;  English 
gentleman,  whose  titled  son  now  stands  entranced  by  her  side. 
i way  !  "  she  says,  faintly. 

"  Never!'"  he  replies,  impulsively  shaking  his  short  brown  locks, 
more  curly  than  a  bull's  forehead.  The  next  moment  he  has  strained 
"icr  to  his  heart. 

"  BELLA  ! "  he  cries,  "  I  will  marry  you,  even  if  my  father  cut 
me  i  iff  with  a  shilling." 

"  \Vhat  could  we  do  ?"  she  asks,  feebly. 

"  Do!  "  he  cries.     "  We  could  keep  a  Inn-Inn  shop." 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  lifting  up  her                    u  eyes  towards 
lim,  and  speaking  with  a  mouth  like  a  ripe  cleft  cherry,  "  we  could 
bon-bon  shop,  and  make  money  by  letting  out  faects " 

"  Streets  of  apartments,  and  taking  in  a  flat  or  two,'.'  be  cries, 
inishing  her  sentence  for  her,  and  then  laying  his  lips  upon  the 
ilossom  of  her  sweet  red  mouth,  he  thinks  that  no  bon-lum  iu  all 
:he  imaginary  tini'j<ixi>i  will  be  equal  to  this. 

Suddenly  a,  pang  of  jealous  suspicion  shoots  across  him,  and  he 
is  it  with  pain. 

"  Tell  me,"  he  asks,  "  have  yon  ever  loved  any  one  before  this  r  " 

.Now  is  her  opportunity.  Is  she  to  speak  truth,  or  to  lie  ?  What 
matters  it  to  him,  as  long  as  he  is  happy  ? 

"  Never!  "  she  replies,  with  unhesitating  vehemence. 

lias  she  forgotten  that  figure  of  DrsovER  in  the  glass  case  ?  X<>, 
but  she  will  not  think  of  it ;  she  rejects  it  as  being  no  longer  a  ease 
in  point. 

Then  she  stoops  down,  bending  herself  to  her  square-set,  broad- 
ihouldered,  sturdy  lover,  and  whispering  in  his  ear,  "  I  love  you  to 
subtraction !  "  she  places  two  burning  lips  on  the  back  of  his 
head* 

Enraptured,  overjoyed,  amazed  at  his  own  ecstatic,  blissful  happi- 
ness, PERCY  catches  her  to  his  heart  with  both  arms,  and  whistling 
a  popular  melody,  galop  time,  he  flies  round  the  Museum  with  her 
'n  frenzied  ha-tc. 

Then,  panting  and  palpitating,  they  dance  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  silent,  careering,  inexpressibly  nappy. 

The  old  clock  in  the  town  strikes  two,  as,  to  relieve  their  over- 
burdened feelings,  they  commence  playing  Dumb  Crambo.  PERCY 
is  to  leave  the  room,  and  BELLA  is  to  tell  him  what  the  word  rhymes 
with.  He  opens  the  door  to  go  out  into  the  passage,  when  in  walks, 
pale,  dignified,  statuesque,  and  classical,  LADY  VIRGINIA  CREEPEE. 

"  So !  she  says,  in  a  hissing  voice.  "  This  is  what  you  call 
Dumb  Crambo ! '' 

BELLA  sinks  on  the  ground  trembling,  with  a  world  of  horror  and 
surprise  in  her  great,  innocent  eyes ;  while  PERCY,  who  at  the  first 
start  had  jumped  backwards  into  the  Octopus  Tank,  now  rises  from 
thence,  calm,  dignified,  serene,  and  confronts  his  cousin,  as  she 
stands,  with  her  pink  ears  back,  and  that  zebra-like  look  in  her 
countenance,  the  very  picture  of  a  resolute,  and  cruelly-chiselled 
statue,  in  the  grey  moonlight. 

CHAPTER  XIV. —  What  the  Author  says. 

"WELL!"  says  PERCY  SHOETWYND,  turning  towards  the  LADY 
VIRGINIA  CREEPER,  his  face  growing  white  and  fierce.  "  Do  you 
not  believe  me  ?  " 

The  zebra-like  look  comes  into  her  face,  as  she  replies,  with  freez- 
ing calm.  "I  do  not  believe  you,  my  boy.  I  find  you  and  >Ii>s 
BELLA  ST.  Jomr  VILLAES  in  the  Aquarium  Department  of  the 
Museum  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  I  do  not  believe  that 
your  sole  object  in  coming  here  was  to  play  Dumb  Crambo.  I  may 
be  behind  my  age — and  I  wish  I  were  more  so  by  several  years— but 
I  have  yet  to  learn  that  Dumb  Crambo,  in  an  Aquarium,  between 
two  people,  is  not  contrary  to  all  preconceived  notions  of  propriety 
and  deportment.  Therefore  you  will  allow  me  to  deliver  my  mes- 
sage, and  then  to  take  you,  MR.  PERCY  SHOHTWYND,  away  with 
me. 

These  last  words  she  says  haughtily,  and  with  terrible  effect. 
What  is  her  message  ?  That,  at  least,  she  can  let  BELLA  know,  and 
at  once. 

"  It  is  a  telegram,"  replied  LADY  VIRGINIA,  elevating  her  cold, 
classic  head,  and  extending  upward  her  long,  white,  Parian  marble 
neck. 

"  A  telegram !  "  exclaims  BELLA,  stung  into  swift  anger  with  this 

•  "  On  tht  back  of  his  head."  The  italics  are  ours  (the  Editing  Com- 
mittee's—with one  dissentient,  our  much-respected  Maiden  Aunt),  as  we 
really  could  not  stand  anv  more  of  this  sort  of  thing  ;  and  so,  with  the  public 
good  in  view,  we  chose  this  description  of  the  heroine's  action  as  being  entirely 
unobjectionable.  \V"e  omit  three  pages  of  "love-making."  ami  an  quite 
certain  that  the  talented  Authoress  will  not  mind,  as  the  matter  can  c:i-ily 
come  in,  anywhere  else,  iu  her  next  new  book. — ED.  Con. 
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"FAIR  PLAY." 

Young  Mistress.   "  IT 's  YOUK  'SUNDAY  OUT'  NEXT  WEEK,  JANK  ;  ISN'T  IT?" 
Jane.  "  Los.',  MUM!    WHY  YOU 'VE  FORGOTTEN  !     IT'S  YOURS/!" 


fro/en,  Qunter-iced  woman,  and  feeling  her  own  face  burning  hot- 
lier  than  a  furnace.  "Give  it  me!" 

"  I  could  give  it  you  with  pleasure,"  returned  VIRGINIA,  with  a 
curve  of  her  suave  lips,  expressing  the  intense  bitterness  of  a  bland, 
unforgetting,  unforgiving  nature;  "but  I  prefer  simply  handing 
you  the  telegram,  which,  as  you  may  see,  I  have  already  opened 
and  read." 

"  And  it  says  ?  "  the  poor  young  girl  asks  nervously. 

"  It  says,"  answers  LADY  VIRGINIA,  glancing  at  PERCY,  with  a 
cold,  impassive  smile—" '  From  the  REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK  to  Miss 
BELLA  ST.  JOHN  VILLARS.  Come.  I  am  very  ill.  All  U.  P. 
There  is  money  in  it.' " 

"  And  who  is  TnostAS  HASSOCK  ?  "  asked  PERCY,  his  face  distorted 
with  passion,  as  he  pulls  at,  and  bites,  his  long  whiskers. 

LADY  VIRGINIA  unbuttons  her  great  eyes,  and  hooks  her  nose 
with  even  more  frigid,  aristocraticai  haughtiness  than  usual,  as  she 
replies,  "  THOMAS  HASSOCK  is  the  lover  of  Miss  BELLA  ST.  JOHN 
VILLARS." 

PERCY  SHOHTWYND  jumps  up  three  times  in  a  bitter,  surging 
wrath  that  for  a  few  moments  quite  carries  him  away.  But  as  they 
waited  there  for  him,  expecting  him  back  every  moment,  he  returned 
at  last,  and  speaks  with  a  quickening,  deepening  emotion  in  every 
word. 

"  You  have  deceived  me! "  he  says,  turning  a  blank  back  upon  her 
sternly. 

LADY  VIRGINIA  stands  hard  by— hard  as  the  iron  nails  in  the 
planks  of  the  floor,— fanning  herself  blandly,  with  the  zebra  expres- 
sion so  strong  on  her  face  now,  that  even  the  upturned,  speaking  eye 
of  the  passionately  admiring  Octopus,  as  he  gloats  on  her  marble, 
Clyte-like  charms,  from  a  rece«i  of  his  deep,  cold  tank,  is  for  a 
moment  dimned,  and  silenced,  by  a  great,  overpowering  awe. 

"  I  have  deceived  you,"  she  answers,  with  whitened  lips,  whence 
proceeds  a  grievous,  touching  sound,— a  something  resembling  the 
recently  cut  grass  in  summer,  inasmuch  as  it  is  a  fresh  moan ;  "good 
bye!  " 

"Good  bye!"  he  answers,  shortly,— very  shortly  even  for  him, 


who  is  scarcely  five  feet  six  in  the  longest  day.  "  I  shall  never  see 
you  again  nor  speak  another  word  to  you."  * 

She  flings  herself  upon  his  breast,  her  arms  cling  around  his 
thick,  brown  throat,  and  her  wealth  of  hair  falls  all  over  his  broad, 
strong  back  and  shoulders,  as  he  pants  and  gasps  in  her  embrace, 
heaving  his  short,  heavy,  columnar  legs  up  in  the  air  one  after  the 
other,  in  vain  attempts  to  free  himself  from  this  fair,  full,  soft, 
tepidj  light-headed,  neavy-bodied,  caressing  burden.  She  clings 
frantically,  with  ivy-growth  tenacity,  around  his  broad,  open  throat. 

VIRGINIA,  classic  though  she  be,  must  be  colder  than  iced  marble 
if  she  can  stand  by  and  witness  this  calmly.  Reddening  for  once  in 
her  life,  and  with  some  show  of  resentful  animation,  she  stoops 
majestically,  and,  with  her  white,  long,  harsh,  handsome  hands, 
seizes  PERCY  firmly  and  determinedly  by  the  ankles.  He  is  between 
the  two.  BELLA  has  him  by  the  head-locks,  VIRGINIA  by  the  fet- 
locks. The  latter  will  not  release  him,  holding  him  as  by  a  strong 
chain  that  cannot  be  broken. 

To  and  fro  they  swing  him,  these  two  glorious,  brave,  loving 
women — with  the  violent  flooding  of  a  long  pent-up  passion.  Their 
hearts  and  pulses  begin  to  beat  madly,  frantically  fast,  as  though 
rivers  of  flame  instead  of  blood  were  coursing  through  their  veins. 
Their  heads  swim  round  the  Aquarium,  and,  such  is  the  boiling, 
burning  heat,  that,  were  the  Thames  there,  it  would  be  set  on  fire  ; 
but,  being  as  it  is,  'only  the  fish  are  fried  to  cinders  in  their  trans- 
parent, cool  tanks,  now  turned  into  very  hot-houses,  rather  for 
orchids,  than  octopuses. 

A  man  is  not  easily  pulled  into  little  bits,  but  at  one  or  other 
woman's  feet  he  must  fall,  scarred  by  the  fierce,  unequal  contest. 
The  paroxysm  is  short.  One  big,  sharp,  short  snap,  and  PERCY, 

*  What  the  Editor  says. — "As  after  this  follow  five  pages  of  dialogue 
between  PERCY  and  BELLA,  we  have  thought  it  more  consistent  to  omit 
them,  and  make  PERCY  stick  to  his  original  text." — ED. 

What  the  Authoress  says  (to  the  Editor). — "  You  think  you  know  human 
nature !  Tour  Aunt,  who  ia  the  only  one  on  the  Editing  Committee  whose 
opinion  is  worth  anything,  writes  privately  to  say  that  she  thinks  you've 
omitted  the  most  natural  and  most  characteristic  portion  of  the  novel.  So  d» 
I.  I  shall  consult  my  Solicitor,  and  your  Aunt  will  be  a  witness."— ED. 
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"FAT,    FAIR,    AND    FORTY." 

Mamma.  "  A  PENNY  FOH  TOUR  THOUGHTS,  ETHEL  !  " 

Elllf.l.  "  OH,  I  WAS  THINKING  ABOUT  WHAT  THE  CLERGYMAN  SAID  ABOUT  OUE  ALL  BEING 

WKU;HKII  IN  THE  BALANCE,  YOU  KNOW,  AND — AND " 

"  AND  WHAT,  LOVE?" 
"  WELL— THAT  YOU  AND  PAPA  WOULDN'T  BE  FOUND  W Annual" 


TIIK  RKAL  THING  AT  LAST! 
"An  Kxtraordinary  Sea  Monster,  resembling 
the  sea-serpent,  was  encountered  by  the  P.  am 
0.  steamer  llydutptt  on  her  voyage  from  Bom- 
bay to  Aden.  The  creature  was  discovered  early 
one  morning  to  be  following  the  Teasel,  and  was 
seen,  says  a  correspondent  of  the  Ilnmhay  (ja- 
telle,  by  erery  one  on  board  cicept  the  captain 
It  was  composed  of  a  dark  mnss  looking  like 
trmirli'd  srnwi-cd,  20  or  30  feet  lone,  and  10  feel 
wide,  crowned  by  a  huge  black  head,  with  a  flal 
top,  like  a  toad,  a  thick  fringe  of  reddish  hair 
over  ihc  mouth,  and  bright  copner-buecl  scintil- 
lating eyes.  The  monster  followed  peaceablj 
enough  till  aroused  by  the  cries  of  some  children, 
when  it  raised  itself  out  of  the  water,  gave  a 
hideous  bellow,  and  aimed  three  blows  at  the 
mainmast.  The  last  touched  the  mast,  making 
the  nliip  sway  violently,  and  the  monster  imme- 
diately disappeared,  leaving  not  even  a  ripple  on 
the  water.  The  correspondent  declares  the  crea- 
ture could  not  have  been  a  serpent,  and  gives  his 
name  as  a  warrant  of  good  faith." — Ne\c»  of  the 
Day. 

Si  H, — Xo  doubt,  owing  to  your  having 
taken  a  deep  interest  in  the  last  sea- 
serpent,  you  will  be  overwhelmed  with 
letters,  speculating  upon  the  nature  o\ 
the  one  alleged  to  have  been  seen  by  the 
passengers  of  the  P.  and  0.  steamship 
JIi/iln.ii>rs  in  last  March.  I  take  leave  to 
anticipate  futile  conjecture,  by  pointing 
out  that  the  "  thing  so  eloquently  de- 
scribed by  the  REV.  MR.  Boast  in  his 
li  tt>  r  to  the  lioinbay  Gazette,  can  be  no 
other  than  the  Jaboerwock,  whose  name 
ami  habits  are  now  so  familiar  to  us  all. 

No  doubt  the  unwillingness  of  the  Cap- 
tain of  the  ship  to  face  the  hideous  monster, 
may  be  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  he 
couldn't  find  a  "  vorpal  blade  "  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours  obediently, 

THOMAS  LOSGBOW. 


A  Big  Fish. 

A  TKLEGRAM  from  Rome  announces  that 
the  POPE  has  received  SIB  SALAR  JUNG, 
though  only  as  Prime  Minister  of  Hyder- 
abad, not  as  a  convert.  It  does  not  appear 
that  the  Fisherman  has  as  yet  had  the 
happiness  of  hooking  this  considerable 
Indian  Salmo  Salar. 


following  the  hold  of  VIHUIXI.V,  falls  through  the  open  door,  while 
BELLA  lies  helpless  and  pasping.  with  the  brown,  crisp,  curly, 
jwmaded  locks  in  her  hand,  which  had  but  now  glistened  on  the 
head  of  her  lover,  PKKCV  SHOHTWYXP. 

VIK«I.VIA  lays  her  cold,  white  hand  on  his  shining  head,  and 
bending  down  her  white  neck  in  a  despondent  attitude,  strokes  it 
with  mournful  reproachfulncss.  She  is  sad,  even  in  the  moment  of 
her  great  victory,  she  is  sad.  Was  it  for  this  she  had  played,  and 
won  ? 

"  I  can  soon  get  a  new  one,"  he  murmurs,  biting  his  lips. 

'  Come,"  says  VIRUIXI.V,  drawing  herself  up  to  her  stately  height, 
and  taking  PERCY  &HOBTWTHD  with  her.  BKI.LA  followed  him  with 
her  large,  mournful  eyes,  as  ho  was  thus  taken  up  by  his  affianced 
bride,  until  he  disappeared. 

"  Oh  my  wig !  "  she  heard  him  utter,  faintly,  as  he  was  lost  to 
her  view.  Then,  with  a  great  cry.  and  with  the  very  little  wool 
that  had  so  lately  come  from  the  HOXOUKAULI:  PERCY'S  head,  she 
threw  herself  despairingly  into  a  tank  ;  and  the  Fishkeeper,  one 
hour  Dialer,  entering,  found  her  wailing  in  the  Aquarium. 

Promise  me,"  she  said,  piteously,  falling  upon  and  kissing  his 
broad  shoulder,  "  promise  me  that  I  shall  not  catch  it,  and  I  will 
hook  it." 

The  Fishkeeper  had  a  light  figure,  and  a  small,  questioning, 
retrousse  face. 

I 'ma  married  man,  Miss,"  he  said,  drawing  himself  up  to  his 
lull  height  with  an  appearance  of  calmness,  "  with  a  family  ;  but," 
he  added,  relenting  a  little,  as  her  white,  plump,  blue-veined  hand 
unexpectedly  strikes  his  first  blue,  then  black  eye,  "  I  will  see  you 
to  the  railway  station  ?  " 

"  Will  you  not  see  me  further  first?  "  she  asked,  imploringly. 


"  I  will."  he  answered  ;  and  so  they  passed  out  into  the  quiet 
street,  and  onward  to  the  sleeping  station,  where,  true  to  his  pro- 
mise, he  not  only  took  her  ticket,  but  accompanied  her  up  to  the 
house  of  the  REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK,  where,  lifting  his  hat  stiffly 
and  politely,  he  bade  her  farewell,  and  returned  by  the  next  train. 

Then  she  went  up-stairs,  to  where  poor  THOMAS  HASSOCK  was 
lying,  and  entered  his  room. 

"  You  telegraphed  for  me  ?  "  she  said. 

But  poor,  wan,  wasted  TOMMY  did  not  hear  her  ;  he  was  lying  in 
bed  and  playing  the  concertina  under  the  bedclothes. 

As  she  approached  the  bedside,  she  heard  his  muffled  voice  from 
under  the  blanket  gently  singing  these  words, — 

"  Here 's  another  good  man  gone  wrong." 

"Perhaps,"  she  said  to  herself,  "he  may  have  water  on  the 
brain  ;  and,  if  so,  a  tap  on  the  head  will  relieve  him." 

So  communing  with  herself,  she  seizes  the  boot-jack,  and,  as 
TOMMY  raises  himself  from  his  ambush,  she  lets  it  fall  sharply  on 
his  pretty,  silk,  light-brown  hair,  the  one  thing  commendable  about 
his  outward  man. 

"  So,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  golden  smile  on  his  calm,  passionless 
face,  "  you  have  come  at  last."  He  felt  that  he  loved  her — as  he 
had  always  done,  madly.  So  he  lay  back  on  his  pillow,  and,  gazing 
wistfully  into  her  moist,  full  eyes,  murmured,  "  BELLA  !  " 

She  stooped  over  him,  and  listened  greedily. 
(To  be  continued.) 


A  TIGHT  FIT.— A  state  of  coma,  which  Bobbies  are  too  apt  to 
confound  with  apoplexy. 
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THE    WIND    AND    THE    WOOL. 


'TIS   an    ill  wind 
ri      nobody  good : 


that  blows 


Such  a  wind  in  the  East  for 

the  last  month  has  stood. 
To  no  men,  at  least,  can  it 

profit  have  blown, 
Except      Undertakers      and 

Doctors  alone. 
Long  faces  are  pulled  by  the 

pastoral  swains 
"Whose  fleecy  live  stock  crop 

the  verdurous  plains, 
And  the  dales,  and  the  downs, 

o'er  the  spacious  extent 
Of  the  counties  of  Sussex  and 

Surrey  and  Kent. 
Those    sheep  -  farmers,    ever 

before  till  to-day, 
Began    their   sheep-shearing 

the  first  week  of  May, 
But  are    forced  to   postpone 

it  a  fortnight  this  year, 
Now  the  East  wind  has  blown 

them  a  May  so  severe. 

To  the   shorn  lamb   'tis  said 
Heaven  tempers  the  wind, 
When  the  hand  of  the  shearer 

has  left  it  bare-skinned  ; 

But  what  swain  in  his  senses  that  saying  would  trust, 
When  East  winds  like  these  in  his  eyes  blow  the  dust  ? 

Behold  for  a  month,  too,  the  local  wool  sales 
Put  off  by  the  blast  of  those  ill-blowing  gales ! 
What  matter  if  they,  whilst  the  sheep -farmers  weep, 
A  respite  from  shearing  meanwhile  blow  the  sheep  ( 

Not  only  have  husbandmen  cause  to  complain 
Of  the  wind  that  blows  ills  to  their  herbage  and  grain, 
To  the  sheep-farmer's  farming  it  blows  a  dead  stop ; 
For  sheep-shearing  deferred  is  a  check  to  his  crop. 

March  winds  blew  of  old,  and  then  came  April  showers, 
And  our  sires  used  to  say  that  they  brought  forth  May  flowers. 
May  it  not  be  June  blight  that  these  May  winds  will  bring, 
Which  have  blown  all  this  while  in  the  teeth  of  the  Spring  ? 

0  Clerk  of  the  Weather,  how  long  will  it  last, 

This  villanous,  ill-blowing,  easterly  blast  ? 

Send  a  Zephyr  to  chase  agriculturist's  fears, 

And  let  the  wool-harvest  be  reaped  with  the  shears  ? 


AT  THE  DEA.WING-EOOM. 

What  a  Papa  says.  Really,  my  dears,  if  you  don't  come  down  at 
once  we  shall  be  late.  The  carriage  has  been  here  for  a  couple  of 
hours.  John  tells  me  that  when  he  passed  through  the  Park  there 
was  a  double  row  in  the  Mall.  Surely  you  have  had  enough  time 
for  your  finishing  touches. 

What  a  Mamma  says.  Mind,  dears,  I  don't  like  this  at  all — as  a 
rule.  But  really  one  does  look  so  very  well  in  Court  Dress,  Only  a 
soup/fon  of  colour,  you  know.  AMY,  dear,  some  of  it  has  got  on  to 
your  nose.  Never  mind,  dear,  I  will  wipe  it  off  for  you. 

l\'lint  an  Eldest  Son  says.  Dear  me,  how  my  M'ilitia  tunic  has 
shrunk  since  the  last  Training !  The  sword-belt,  too,  seems  to  be 
smaller.  Very  strange— I  can't  make  it  out. 

What  an  Eldest  Daughter  says.  Yes,  I  like  the  contrast  very 
much  indeed.  So  pretty — isn't  it? — cream-colour  and  rose-pink. 
Satin,  too,  is  so  much  better  than  silk. 

What  an.  Admiring  Friend  says.  My  dears,  I  think  your  dresses 
simply  quite  too  lovely.  I  could  not  let  you  go  without  giving  you 
a  look  in.  Charming — charming !  Perfectly  sweet ! 

Wlmt  it  Younger  Daughter  says.  I  knew  there  wouldn't  be  room 
for  all  of  us  in  the  carriage.  FRED,  my  dear,  don't  you  think  you 
could  take  a  Hansom,  and  meet  us  there  ?  Papa,  you  really  must 
get  up  for  a  minute — your  sword  is  tearing  my  train. 

What  a  Rude  liny  says.  Oh!  look  'ere.  Bill.  'Ere 's  a  carriage 
full  for  yer!  Ain't  they  a  stunning  lot!  Call  ANNA  MARIA  and 
SAIREY  JANE,  and  let 's  fave  a  good  look  at  'em !  Now,  then,  for  a 
shove ! 

What  a  Policeman  says.  Come,  now,  you  must  move  on.  I  can't 
have  you  blocking  up  the  pavement  looking  into  the  carriages. 
Come,  now,  I  say — just  move  on  ! 


What  a  Bridegroom  says.  My  darling,  as  I  knew  wo  should  have 
to  wait  a  couple  of  hours  at  the  very  least  in  the  carriage,  I  told 
MORTIMER  to  put  up  a  pint  of  Champagne  and  some  chicken  sand- 
wiches. Now  do,  darling— do  let  me  tempt  you.  I  am  sure  they 
will  do  you  good. 

What  n  Bride,  says.  Oh !  but  really"  it  is  so  very  dreadful ! 
Champagne  in  the  morning !  Oh !  I  don't  think  I  ought  to — really 
I  don't.  Well,  if  you  insist,  dearest,  I  suppose  I  must.  Are  you 
not  my  husband  ?  But  you  will  be  careful,  dear,  won't  you,  not  to 
spill  any  of  the  Champagne  on  my  train  ?  And  don't  you  think  you 
had  better  pull  down  the  blind,  dear  ?  The  sun  is  shining  so 
brightly,  and  I  think,  dear,  I  can  see  the  DE  ROSHERVILLES  in  the 
distance. 

What  the  Father  of  a  Family  says.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  JANE. 
It  is  simply  disgraceful.  You  forget  everything.  You  know  the 
last  time  we  came  to  this — this — well,  whatever  you  like  to  call  it — 
we  were  half  starved,  and  here  we  are  again  without  a  single  biscuit. 
I  have  half  a  mind  to  leave  you,  and  go  off  to  the  Club. 

What  the  Mother  of  a  Family  says.  You  will  do  nothing  of  the 
sort — you  will  stay  here.  You  are  always  thinking  of  eating  and 
drinking.  Surely,  you  could  have  ordered  something  yourself.  But 
no !  I  have  to  do  everything — yes,  absolutely  everything.  However, 
it  will  be  soon  over.  You  may  not  have  noticed  it,  but  I  am  rapidly 
sinking  into  my  grave.  Now  that  you  have  challenged  me,  you 
shall  hear  what  I  think  about  you.  You  are  heartless,  unfeeling, 
selfish.  Nonsense  !  leave  the  door-handle  alone.  Do  stay,  dear  !  I 
didn't  mean  what  I  said — I  didn't,  really.  How  am  I  to  get  the 
carriage  without  you  ?  You  really  must  stay.  There  now,  I  won't 
say  another  word. 

What  mi  Elderly  Pitr/p  says.  One  of  the  cards  is  left  here, 
Madam  :  the  other  you  will  give  to  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN. 

What  a  Lady  of  Quality  says.  I  really  must  request  you  to  be 
more  careful.  Your  arm  is  hurting  my  back. 

What  mi  Alderman  says.  I  am  very  sorry,  Ma'am,  but  it  ain't 
my  fault.  The  pushing  is  something  awful.  Now,  then,  LADY  G., 
keep  'old  of  me  when  they  go  into  the  next  room. 

What  a  Devoted  Hnsliand  says.  I  am  sure  you  will  be  tired  to 
death  with  this  waiting.  I  do  so  wish  I  could  find  you  a  chair. 

What  a  Grateful  Wife  says.  Never  mind,  dear.  We  shan't  have 
to  wait  more  than  half-an-hour  longer.  It  will  soon  be  over. 

What  a  Gentlemayi-at-Arms  says.  You  must  get  into  single  file, 
please. 

What  a  Great  Court  Dignitary  sai/s.  The  DUCHESS  OF  DFJLBO- 
ROUGH,  LADY  SNOOKS,  Presentation — Miss  SXOOKS,  Presentation — 
Miss  ANGELINA  SNOOKS.  MRS.  BROWN,  MRS.  JONES,  LADY 
ROBINSON. 

What  a  Kind-Hearted  Personage  (in  point  of  fact,  Mr.  Punch) 
says.  There,  my  dears,  after  weeks  of  preparation  and  hours  of 
waiting  it  is  all  over,  and  I  hope  you  are  satisfied,  and  not  tired. 

What  John  the  Footman  says  to  his  Mistress  (respectfully  touch- 
ing his  hat).  Yes,  my  Lady.  (To  Coachman,  as  he  su-inas  up  on  the 
!>o.r,  anything  but  respectfully.)  Shortest  way  'ome — old  'ooman's 
orders. 

What  the  Coachman  says.  That 's  the  best  bit  o'  news  I  've  'eard 
to-day. 

What  Everybody  says.  So  tired  ;  but  it  is  quite  the  proper  thing 
to  do! 


ELEVENTH  COMMANDMENTS. 

"  THOU  shalt  not  be  found  out "  has  turned  the  Decalogue  into  an 
TTndecalogue  from  time  immemorial.  Mr.  Punch  holds  the  opinion 
that  for  each  individual  there  is  what  may  be  called  an  Eleventh 
Commandment,  suited  to  his  idiosyncrasy.  Thus — 

Thou  shalt  not  reveal  the  secrets  of  the  prison-house.  (MB.  COPE, 
R.A.) 

Thou  shalt  not  spread  scandal  and  retract  it.  (The  Editor  of  the 
World.) 

Thou  shalt  not  invite  Publishers  to  meet  Poets.  (The  LORD  MAYOR 
of  London.) 

Thou  shalt  not  make  Greek  heroines  of  white  porcelain.     (Ma. 

POYNTEE.) 

Thou  shalt  not  smooth  away  sex,  or  turn  womanhood  to  wax. 

(MR.  LEIGIITON.) 

Thou  shalt  not  flirt  with  detrimentals.     (The  Belle  of  the  Season.) 
Thou  shalt  not  speak  evil  of  dignities.     (MR.  LOWE.) 
Thou  shalt  not  contrive  more  mysteries  and  surprises.     (The 

PREMIER.) 
Thou    shalt   not  condescend  to    be    Imperial.     (The  PRINCE  OF 

WALES.) 

A  MAD  MONTH,  MY  MASTEH8 ! 

WHAT  mean  these  East  winds,  that  so  chill  and  parch  ? 
Merely  that  May  has  on  us  stolen  a  March. 
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RANVTLLE  on  Grave-yards  (Monday,  May  15).     Scarcely  the 
preacher  one  would  look  to  for  the  handling  of  such  a  text. 
But  he  handled  it  well,  in  support  of  his  Resolution,  that  it 
is  desirable  to  give  facilities  for  interment  in  parish  church- 
yards, without  the  Church  Service, — friends  and  relatives 
being  allowed  to  conduct  the  funeral  with  such  Christian  and 
orderly  religious  observances  as  they  shall  think  fit.     The 
question  at  issue  has  been,  indeed,  so  completely  threshed 
out,  that  it  is  needless  to  add  any  of  Punch's  chaff  to  the 
grains  of  sound  sense  and  Christian  charity  which  may  be 
winnowed  out  of  the  Lords'/speeches.   Most  of  these,  indeed, 
are  contributed  by  LORDS  GRANVTLLE  and  SELBORNE,  who 
put  MR.  MORGAN'S  strong  case  even  more  strongly.     But 
it  is  something  to  hear  a  brace  of  Archbishops  admitting 
that   Dissenters  have  a  grievance,  and  that  opening  the 
Church-yard  does  not  mean  shutting-up  the  Church.    The 
BISHOP  OF  EXETER,  too,  not  only  spoke,  but  voted  for  the 
Resolution.    Of  course  Archbishops  could  not  be  expected 
to  rush  in  where  Bishops  feared  to  tread,  so 
we  must  not  be  surprised  if,  on  the  division, 
~v        BISHOP  TEMPLE  was  left  in  a  minority  of 
one,  by  his  chiefs   and  brethren  of   the 
Episcopal  Bench.    Still  the  speeches  of  my 
Lords  of  CANTERBURY  and  YORK  told  rather 
for,  than  against,  the  Resolution. 

The  BISHOP  OF  LINCOLN,  that  highest  and 
dryest  of  prelates,  can  almost  boast  that 
he  has  found  a  higher  and  dryer  than  him- 
self in  LORD  SALISBURY,  who  drenched 
Dissent  with  a  douche  of  mingled  wrath 
and  contempt  that  must  have  been  as  a 
holy  oil  to  BISHOP  WORDSWORTH.  On  the 
whole,  however,  both  the  weight  of  argu- 
ment and  the  feeling  of  the  House  went  with 
the  Resolution. 

It  is  plain  enough  now,  if  it  was  doubtful 
before  Monday's  discussion,  that  the  open- 
ing of  Parish  Church-yards  to  all  decent  and 
orderly  religious  services  is  one  of  those 
foregone  conclusions  for  which  we  may  wait 
with 

"  Faith  in  time, 
]  i         And  that  which  shapes  it  to  a  rational  end." 

LORD  GRANVLTXE'S  Resolution  only  awaits  a 
leetie  more  spiritual  and  temporal  resolution 
in  the  Lords.  Till  then,  let  afl  who  fail  to  see 
that  the  burial  of  Dissenters  in  the  Church-yard  with  their  own  services  is  the  death-blow  of  the  Church  possess  their  souls  in  peace. 

LORD  CASNABVON  brought  in  a  sensible  Bill,  putting  such  checks  on  Vivisection  as  reason  and  science  may  join  in  approving. 

(Commons.) — RYLANDS  up  on  his  hobby,  "  Economy,"  got  by  MR.  HUME'S  Example  out  of  Self-Conceit.  If  Rylands-Kesolutions  could 
reduce  Estimates,  how  cheaply  we  should  be  governed !  But  there  is  a  kind  of  cheap  Government  not  to  be  described  except  by,  the 
addition  of  a  dissyllabic  epithet  meaning  the  reverse  of  nice ;  and  some  may  think  this  is  the  kind  of  Government  Statesmen  of  the 
Rylands  order  would  be  most  likely  to  land  us  in.  Flying  CHILDERS  made  the  running  for  MR.  RYLANDS'  Hobby,  and  galloped  through 
the  financial  history  of  the  last  few  years,  having  everything  his  own  way,  and  showing  to  his  own  satisfaction  that  we  were  spending 
five  and  a  half  millions  more  than  when  last  blessed  by  a  Liberal  cheese-paring  Administration. 

MR.  WARD  HUNT  defended  the  Admiralty  administration  from  the  charge  of  waste.  This,  says  MR.  HUNT,  is  the  way  of  it.  The 
Liberals  come  in,  pledged  to  save ;  so,  to  show  a  reduction  in  totals,  they  sell  stores,  starve  establishments,  let  down  stocks,  and 
postpone  orders  till,  when  the  Conservatives  climb  into  office  over  their  ruins,  they  have  to  spend  heavily  the  first  few  years  to  repair 
the  waste  of  Liberal  savings.  In  short,  your  "  Economist,"  says  MR.  HUNT,  pares  the  cheese  till  the  rind  isn't  thick  enough  to  keep  out 
the  rats  and  the  blue-mould  ;  and  so  Penny-wisdom  brings  in  his  yoke-fellow,  Pound-foolishness,  and  both  together  work  their  wfll  on 
JOHN  BULL'S  establishments— Civil,  Naval,  and  Military. 

Suppose  Punch  puts  into  nursery-rhymes  an  unpractical  night's  playing  at  figures,  fitter  for  children  than  grown  men  ? — 

AIR — "  Robin  and  Richard." 
REILLY  and  RICHARD  were  long-winded  men, 
They  talked  the  House  empty  till  close  upon  ten, 
When  up  jumps  BAXTER,  "The  sum  's  far  too  high 
That  to  Army  and  Navy  we  vote  in  Supply : 
Here 's  HARDY  takes  fifteen  millions  of  swag, 
And  WARD  HUNT  comes  after,  not  much  less  to  bag." 

AIR—"  Mother  Hubbard." 

But  kind  MR.  HUBBARD 

Pulled  out  of  his  cupboard 
A  book  of  accounts  of  his  own ; 

Which  proved,  he  would  swear, 

Fleet  and  Army  went  bare, 
And  that  waste  there  was  really  none. 

Tuesday  (Lords).— In  answer  to  LORD  COTTESLOE,  LORD  CARNARVON  told  the  tale  of  the  KING  OF  DAHOMEY'S  insolence  to  COMMODORE 

LMJ  iii»i»  .    V,,,WT,  il,  ,,4     L'  i « ,-    1. ..   l     _j. i_    -    T»    _•*  r    i  _  i    _  _   *     •»»_     m »»  ii        ft  i  •  _.*  _i  •    i.: l J    ..*_-_..!_        «il       4!«,n 


AIR — "  Taffy  was  a  Welshman." 
SAM  was  a  financier,  of  calculators  chief. 
He  pitched  into  RYLANDS,  and  chawed  him  up  like  beef. 
Proved  of  all  the  nations,  whereeoe'er  you  roam, 
Least  taxed  and  cheapest  governed  is  JOHN  BULL  at  home. 

AIR — "  Afutrett  Mary,  quite  contrary." 
MISTER  HARDY  played  the  card  he 

Well  to  play  should  know — 
Of  hitches  and  sells,  and  changes  tells 

That  cost  on  War-Office  throw. 
And  FAWCETT  whacks  into  Income-Ui, 

That  to  catch  big  fish  spares  little ; 
To  which  NORTH  COTB  Ucks  calculations  lax, 

That  prove  his  own  case  to  a  tittle ! 


become  really  necessary,  if  the  blockade  of  Whydah  did  not  bring  his  sable  Majesty  to  reason,  to  march  on  Abomey.  his  capital,  the  scene 
of  the  most  hideous  abominations  of  the  Abomey-nation,  in  the  shape  of  bloody  fetish  rites,  torture  of  slaves,  and  human  sacrifices,  put 
them  down,  and  rase  it  to  the  ground.  The  sooner  the  better..  Or,  suppose  COMMODORE  HEWETT  were  to  take  Whydah  instead  of  blockading 
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it,  and  if  the  King  should  ask,  "  Why  da'  ?  "  answer  him  in  the 
dialect  of  the  Christy  minstrel,  "Cause  dat  Jomf  BULL'S  plan  of 
bringin'  naughty  nigger  to  him  senses." 

.  vmns.) — l!y  a  natural  law  of  association,  LORD  ROBERT 
Movr.vriPK,  raising  the  question  of  Egyptian  Finance  (on  which  no 
light  could  be  got  out  of  OATH,  beyond  the  general  caution  "  cure  "), 
led  up  to  Siit  ,1.  M'KENNA  on  Financial  Panics,  which  he  thinks — 
dear  simple  soul,  he  is  so  innocent  -maybe  prevented  by  putting  all 
of  checks  and  stoppers  on  bank  deposits ! 

The  CiiANri'i.i.oit  OF  Tin-  KXCITKIJUKR  declined  to  interpose  between 
tools  anil  their  money.  The  parting  of  the  two  might  be  painful, 
but  Parliament  could  not  prevent  it. 

MK.  HKASSRY,  the  Cassandra  of  the  Merchant  Service,  spoke  a 
weighty  word  of  warning  on  the  lack  of  sufficient  training  among 
Second-class  Merchant  Captains.  He  would  like  to  see  voluntary 
examinations  in  Modern  Languages  and  Commercial  Law  (suppose 
we  add  Kudimental  Surgery  and  Medicine,  while  we  are  about 
it?)  with  inducements  to  Merchant  Officers  to  study  at  the  Naval 
College  (suppose  we  insisted  on  a  University  Degree  at  once  ?) 

The  much  badgered  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade  said  he  found 
it  quite  difficult  enough  to  get  Merchant  Captains  through  the  Board 
of  Trade  examinations  as  they  are,  and  altogether  declined  to 
:iL"_Tavate  the  difficulties  of  the  passage. 

MK.  BUTT  moved  to  empty  benches  for  leave  to  bring  in  a  Bill  for 
coupling  the  lean,  young  Catholic  University,  and  fat  old  Trinity 
College  into  an  Irish  National  University,  Religion  and  Morality  to 
lie  under  a  Board  of  Roman  Catholic  Bishops,  and  any  extra  Endow- 
ment that  might  be  wanted  to  be  drawn  from  the  Irish  Church 
Surplus !  The  proposition  suits'the  weather,  being  more  cool  than 
seasonable. 

Not  a  Liberal  was  visible  above  the  gangway  -to  hear  MR.  BUTT. 
The  Irish  Tub  was  left,  this  time,  to  stand  on  its  own  bottom. 

MR.  WALPOLE  brought  in  the  Cambridge  Reform  Bill.  It  is  built 
on  the  same  lines  as  the  Oxford  Bill  of  the  Government,  and  is  as 
good  as  a  Government  Measure.  This  Bill,  too,  contemplates  a 
process  of  transfusion — to  bleed  fat  Colleges  for  the  benefit  of  a  lean 
University.  The  scheme  is  to  be  worked  by  a  Commission  manned 
by  four  Senior  Wranglers,  a  Bishop,  a  Lord  Chief  Justice,  and  a 
Professor  of  Divinity,  with  the  mild  wisdom  of  ME.  BOUVEIUE  as 
Coxwain.  Something  like  a  University  Crew ! 

J1rednesday. — MK.  COWEN  wants  the  Licensing  business  turned 
over  from  the  Magistrates  to  a  Representative  Board,  elected  by 
the  rate-payers.  Sis  W.  LAWSON  supports  him.  He  sees  in  MR. 
COWEN'S  Bill  a  step  to  his  own  Permissive  Bill  for  shutting  up 
Publics  by  plebiscite.  Perhaps  he  thinks  such  Licensing  Boards 
will  make  public-houses  so  intolerable  a  nuisance  that  people  will 
sacrifice  even  their  free  agency  to  get  rid  of  them,  rather  than 
maintain  them  at  the  cost  of  a  corruption  to  which  Municipal  and 
Parliamentary  corruption  will  be  as  snow  to  soot. 

So  argue  Snt  W.  HARCOURT,  SIR  W.  BARTTELOT,  and  MR.  HENLEY. 
The  change  is  asked  in  the  name  of  the  Representative  principle. 
Better  the  J.  P.'s  than  the  L.  V.'s  with  their  hands  on  the  tap ;  and 
that  is  what,  in  too  many  cases,  it  would  come  to,  in  all  probability, 
with  a  popularly-elected  Board  to  decide  the  question,  "Licence  or 
no  Licence  ?  "  A  great  deal  too  much  licence,  we  should  fear,  would 
follow  the  adoption  of  the  change  advocated  by  MR.  COWEN,  but 
rejected  by  the  sound  sense  of  the  House,  in  a  non-party  division 
of  274  to  109. 

Thursday  (Lords).— LORD  DERBY  told  the  House  about  as  much  as 
the  telegrams  have  told  us  already  on  the  murder  of  the  Consuls 
at  Salomca,  and  the  panic  of  the  Christians  at  Constantinople.  The 
agitation  is  allayed,  and  LORD  DERBY  hopes  there  is  no  danger.  As 
to  that,  Punch  can  only  say  that  LORD  DERBY  is  constitutionally 
cool,  and  that  London  is  a  long  way  off  Constantinople. 

LORD  POWERSCOUBT  asked  a  question  about  Knightsbridge 
Barracks. 

EABL  CADO&AN  said  they  would  be  built  according  to  the  plans  in  the 
Tea-room  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Government  had  not  yet  taken 
tenders,  but  they  meant  to  be  tough  in  resisting  the  remonstrances 
of  objectors,  or  suggestions  of  alteration. 

(Commons.) — LORD  H.  LENNOX  means  to  keep  the  Clock  Tower- 
dial  illuminated  all  night,  whether  the  House  is  sitting  or  no,  that 
early  birds  of  artisans  may  know  what  o'clock  it  is,  on  turning  out 
to  their  work.  This  is  a  very  w^se  little  bid  for  popularity  of  LORD 
HENBY.  Considering  how  the  face  of  Parliament  itself  beams  upon 
"the  working-man"  (especially  about  election  time),  the  face  of  the 
Parliamentary  Time-keeper,  outside  the  House,  sltunl/I  look  bright 
for  him  through  the  dark.  "  Ex  luce  luccllum "  might  be  the 
motto  under  the  clock. 

England  will  be  glad  to  know  that  MR.  CROSS  does  not  mean  to 
allow  the  startling  misfeasance,  or  mistake,  of  the  Coroner  at  a  late 
inquest  into  a  mysterious  death  at  Balham,  to  pass  without  remedy. 

LORD  SANDON  laid  the  Government  Elementary  Education  Bill  on 
the  table.  Enough  for  the  night  is  the  Bill  thereof.  Punch  reserves 
his  opinion  of  the  "blessed  babby  "  till  he  and  the  Lower  House 


have  had_time  to  sit  upon  it.  Meantime,  he  fears  the  babe  looks 
rayther  rickety. 

It  used  to  be  a  question  among  the  Schoolmen,  how  many  angels 
could  dance  on  the  point  of  a  needle  ?  The  House  amused  itself 
to-night  with  trying  how  many  Economists  could  argue  on  the  point 
of  an  Income-tax  exemption — whether  its  limit  should  be  £80  or 
£100— or  whether  the  deduction  should  be  £80  or  £130  from  incomes 
up  to  £300  or  £400. 

It  is  hard  to  see  how,  if  the  one  of  these  alternatives  be  statesman- 
ship, the  other  can  be  Socialism,  Communism,  or  any  other  awful 
form  of  "  ism."  The  CHANCELLOR  or  TIIE  EXCHEQUER  has  been 
ingenious  enough  to  ease  the  screw  on  four  out  of  five  thousand 
contributors,  while  tightening  it  on  the  upper  one-thousand,  who 
have  less  weight  in  elections  and  make  less  noise  about  paying  taxes. 

Fritlny. — No  House,  nowhere — except  at  the  Guildhall,  and  there 
a  great  house,  with  a  greater  crowd  of  guests,  however,  than  it 
could  well  hold — old  Guildhall  and  appurtenances,  and  new  ex- 
tenaporary  ball-room  together — for  the  City's  welcome  home  of  the 
PELNCE  OF  WALES. 


TEMPERANCE    IRISH    MELODY. 


ND    is 't   the 
foul  fetters 
of    British 
"  coercion 
That       the 
free      sons 
of    Ireland 
must  brook 
all       their 
days? 

No !    Let 's  spurn  the  base  bonds,  with  indignant  aversion, 
For  the  specious  compulsion  to  do  as  we  plase. 

'Tis  ourselves  that 's  determined  to  be  our  own  masters, 

And  resolved  to  control  one  another  alone, 
By  the  holy  decrees  of  our  Priests  and  our  Pastors, 

For  our  neighbours'  correction  as  well  as  our  own. 

Ah,  mane  is  the  slave  that  from  Whiskey  on  Sunday 
Is  content  with  the  lave  for  himself  to  abstain ! 

To  shut  all  Shebeens  in  all  faces  that  one  day 
From  our  tyrants  to  wrest  the  proud  freedom  we  mane. 

'Tis  not  the  base  Saxon  this  time  that  proposes 
To  quench  wid  could  water  the  thirst  of  the  free  : 

If  it  was,  by  the  Piper  that  played  before  Moses, 
What  a  hullaballoo  the  oppressor  would  see  ! 

Wid  a  trumpet-like  voice  if  the  Saxon  refuse  us 
Our  demand  to  be  ruled  like  gossoons  at  a  school, 

We  '11  denounce  the  black  villains  like  bondsmen  that  use  us  ; 
The  thieves  of  the  world  that  deny  us  Home-Rule ! 


TITLE  FOR  THE  PRINCE— OLD  STYLE  (By  a  Loyal  Stammerer).— 
Indo-per-errator  ! 

THK  ({UIF.TEST  OF  RumtKHS  (iritlt  Piinrh'n  regard*  and  respects  tit 
MR.  MASKKLYNK). — Two  Psychos  playing. double  dummy. 


MAY  '27,  1876.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


211 


SAFE. 

Xul- Lieutenant  Emit!  .   "  AWFVI.I.Y— SI.IITKRY — TAKE — CABE  ! " 

Muscular  llcllc.   "  DON'T  BE  AFRAID  !     1  WON'T  LET  YOU  DOWN  ! " 


"  WANTED—  A  PRESIDENT." 

IT  having  become  known  that  the  Office  of  President  of  the  Supreme  Council 
to  His  Highness  the  KIIF.DIVE  may  be  tilled  by  a  foreigner,  the  following 
Letters  have  recently  been  received  in  Egypt  :  — 

•;I.rm:,;  Xo.  I.     M<n-l;<-il  "  Important.") 

.SV  ri-it  Dials  (ii,ni-  lli-li/riiiui,  ,v,,i///i  Kensington,  and 
Brian  .V/Ma/v),  London. 


Yon;  Hiciixiss 

PKHMIT  me  very  respectfully  to  "tier  nn  self  as  a  Candidate  for  the  post 
of  President  to  your  Council.  For  the  last  forty  years  I  have  hud  the  greatest 
possible  experience  in  borrowing,  in  all  its  brunches-  Irom  a  shilling  up  to 
!  ."'(Hi,  000.  The  latter  sum  was  to  hay  In  en  pn  id  to  me  in  lully  paid-up  Shares  ; 
but  (from  circumstances  beyond  my  control),  as  a  matter  of  fact,  neither  tv  :;•  \ 
nor  shares  reached  my  hand's. 

Should  you  think  well  of  my  application,  be  kind  enough  to  forward  me 
.£1,000  by  return  ot  post,  to  defray  preliminary  expenses.     Failing  this,  I 
be  happy  to  reeeiM-  the  sinu  of  at  least  live  shillings  in  postage-stamps. 

I  have  the  honour  to  remain, 
Your  Higlmess's  most  obedient,  bumble  Servant, 

(Siyiifi/)  JEREMIAH  PIDDLEB. 

I'.S.     Pardon  me  for  leaving  the  postage  of  this  letter  unpaid.     The  paper 
and  envelope,  too,  might  have  been  better  had  1  not  been  forced  to  liorrov,  : 
(with  the  pen  and  ink)  from  a  waiter  to  whom  1  happen  to  be  under  oblig. 
of  a  pecuniary  chura.-t,  r. 

ITEK  XO.  II.      JfurM  U  At  <)„• 

Loicer  Tooti'iiy. 

MJSS  ItoaKBTHA  IlKNi.irn  i  MAM  11  \r  presents  her  compliments  to  the  Knr- 
UIVF.  OF  EUYPT,   and  begs  to  say  that  she  will   be   glad  to  accept   the  p 
1'nsident   to  His   Ilif.'hni-ss'.-  Supreme  Council.      As  the  KHF.WVK  s;i  •. 
about   the  se.\  of  the   holder  of  the  ollice,  Mi^s  MAM  i:  vr  imagines  that  tie 
that  she  has  the  honour  to  be  a  woman  will  not  prevent  her  from  holding  the 
position  she  covets. 

Miss  MANTKAT  considers  herself  well  suited  for  the-  otlice  in  question,  as  --he 
has  a  ready  flow  of  language  —  a  most  important  qualification,  she  1 
dealing  with  Egyptian  account'.      She  points  with  pride  (in  support   of  her 


assertion)  to  a  meeting  held  recently  at  St.  George's 
Hall,  where  1-a.dics  proved,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  pre- 
sent, that  the  art  of  talking  is  by  no  means  confined  to 

Mis-  MAXTHU'  also  believes  that  she  will  give  satis- 
taetioii  to  the  KIIKDIVK,  as  she  shares  with  His  Ilighne- 

a   strong  taste  Jor  what  some  people  an    pleased   ' 

--finery.     I'mler  these  eii  she  asks  tor 

1  she  solicits  with  conlidi  uee,  urgency,  and  id  t<  i 

minalion. 


>'»•  1  1  1  .      -'/./--,%  ,/  "  Confidential.") 
,  I''..,  innl  St.  .linn,-*'  U'.,  /.,„„/„„. 

You;    HliillNI 

WK   shall   t»    liappv  to  accommodate   vm   \\iiii 


ll-olll  live  to 

illlple  IHite  .it'   hallll,  Mil  I 

partner  l'resi<: 


t  lie  other 
I'.iiipirc. 


P.S.-OldMu 
for  all  sorts  of  I 


finii    11 1]  "ii 


circumstances)  on 

lj.it  you  mal 

•uncil,  ami 

of  tl.' 


i\ 'Your  Highness, 
Ycuirs  \j  ry  "1,, -,li,-utly, 

,  Mo.-is   AAI:HS 
l.i-.vi   JONAS  JUNKS,  and 

(  llEUBKN   Is^AC    ! 

and  oases  of  Champagne  «zflhaj|iged 

orations. 


(LETTEK>'O.  IV.  ln> mediate.") 

Ol.liHoss,  lli-iiiidu-uy,  \, -ir   ]'"/•/,    /..V.J. 

IK   you  ni'-an    husiness,   wire    back.      Make   me 
'  'ouneil  and  1  will  guarantee 

to  work   Ivjvpt   trom  small  potatoes  into  big-  pumpkin s. 
Say  "yes  Sirree,"  to  liquor  with  you  by 

return  mail. 

Your 

LICKAW1V. 

(LtTTKK  Xo.   V.      Jfill-ki'll,   "  In  I,-  Hfil'lH'll  hi/  I  inhi  ill  I/. r, 
Yori;  Ilii.ir.NM8,  Jfanirc//. 

ALL  hail.   In  you  I  recognise  the  greatest  finan- 
cier in  the  world.      1  wish  to  invest  all  my  property 
in  your    loans.      But  stop.     I   must  break  oft  now  as 
the  keeper  is  coming  through  the  ward. 
Yours  in  the  moon  and  stars, 

Over  the  hills  and  far  away, 
(Signed)        THE  COUNT  DE  LU>-A  Ticco. 

i:  No  VI.      Marked,  "  to  lie  opened  by  anybody.  "\ 

Londnn,  England. 

MR.  JOHN  BULL  presents  his  compliments  to  the 
KHEDIVE,  and  begs  to  refer  His  Highness  to  his  friend 
Mr.  Punch's  Cartoon  of  last  week.  MB.  JOHIC  Bru. 
considers  Egyptian  Balloons  very  dangerous  play-things. 
Verbum  sap. 


THK   SKII'I'KII'S  SONG. 
(AiK— Obvious.) 

A  DEATH  on  the  Ocean  Wave, 

And  a  grave  in  the  rolling  deep, 
For  the  Skipper  whose  ownn's  save 

On  a  foreign  (re\v.  dirt-cheap! 
I  've  French,  Dutch,  Turk,  anu  Greek, 

Swede,  Fin,  and  Portugee — 
And  all  the  lingoes  they  speak 

Are  heathen  Greek  to  «ie ! 
So  a  death  on  the  Ocean  Wave, 

And  a  grave  in  the  rolling  deep. 
When  1  'in  knived  or  knocked  on  the  head, 

Some  night,  when  no  watch  I  !•. 

For  they  all  of  'em  wear  long  knnwa, 

And  some  have  got  pistols  too, 
And  mine  and  my  mates'  dear  1 

Aren't  worth  a  toliaeey-serew  ! 
They  will  take  us  unawur.  -. 

Like  stuck  pigs  we  shall  die, 
With  no  time  to  say  our  prayers, 

And  no  chance  to  e.\rlmnge  "  Good-bye.." 
For  a  dtath  mi  the  (Lean  Wave, 

And  a  grave  in  the  rolling  deep, 
Is  the  Skipper's  whose  owners  save 

On  a  foreign  crew,  c 
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DE    GUSTIBUS    NON    DISPUTANDUM. 

(AT  LEAST  NOT  BY  BEAUTIFUL  PEOPLE  OF  EITHER  SEX.) 

Adonis  (after  his  Guests  have  departed).  "  BY  JOVE,  MAKIA,  WHAT  A  HANDSOME  WOMAN  MRS.  JONES  is  !  SHE  LOOKS  BETTER  THAN 
EVER  !" 

Sis  Wife.  "  AHEM  !  WELL,  IT  MAT  BB  MY  BAD  TASTE,  BUT  I  OWN  I  HAVE  HITHERTO  FAILED  TO  DETECT  THE  BEAUTY  OF 
MRS.  JONES.  Now,  MR.  JONES  is  GOOD-LOOKING,  IF  vor  LIKE  ! " 

Adonis.  "  Joirxs  GOOD-LOOK  IKO I    COME— HANG  IT,  MARIA,  JONES  is  A  VERY  GOOD  FELLOW,  AXD  ALL  THAT;  BCT  I  MUST  SAY 

I  'VE  NEVER   PERCEIVED  HIS   OOOD  LOOKS !  "   &C.    &C. 


GONE  WEONG! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.      BY  MISS  BHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Down  like  a  Shower,"  "Bed  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"Qoodf  Buy  Sweet  Tart  I"  "  Not  Slily,  Bui  don't  Tell." 

CHAPTER  XV.—  What  the  Author  says. 

THE  REVEREND  THOMAS  HASSOCK  was,  apparently,  as  far  that  is 
as  human  sight  could  pierce,  at  well-nigh  his  last  gasp. 

"Oh,  TOMMY!"  BELLA  wailed,  "you're  not  going,  are  you? 
Oh !  what  shall  I  do  here  all  alone  by  myself  ?  Who  will  play  the 
concertina  to  me  when  you  are  gone  ?  And  when  nobody  else  will 
have  me,  there  will  he  a  strong  likelihood  of  my  remaining  an  old 
maid,  if  you  are  not  at  hand  to  marry  me.  Do  not  go,  TOMMY,  do 
not  go !  or  at  least  stay  here  until  it  is  perfectly  certain  you  won't 
he  wanted  any  more,  when,  as  you  might  he  ratiier  in  the  way  than 
otherwise,  you  can  go  to — wherever  you  like,  and  no  one  will  care 
less  than  I '  But  at  present,  TOMMY,  as  there  is  no  necessity  for 
you  to  withdraw  in  order  to  make  room  for  your  Uncle,*  I  ask  you, 
I  implore  you,  I  conjure  you,  to  stay  where  you  are !  " 


*  "  To  make  room  for  your  Uncle."  What  the  Editor  said  in  a  Letter  to 
the  Authoress. — "  "A  propos  of  this '  Uncle,'  so  suddenly  brought  in ;  we  have 
never  before  heard  of  him  in  the  story,  and  being  afraid  that  it  might  either 
be  a  mere  slip  of  the  pen,  or,  which  would  be  more  grave,  the  sudden  intro- 
duction of  a  fresh  series  of  characters  that  might  prolong  the  romance  ad 
iiifinilnm,  we  hare  written  to  ask  you  for  information.  Who  is  the  Uncle  ? 
If  necessary  to  the  plot,  why  has  he  not  been  mentioned  before  ?  If  unneces- 
sary, why  complicate  matters  now  by  bringing  him  in  at,  what  we  really 
thought  was,  the  last  moment  f  " 

What  the  Authoress  says  to  the  Editor.  — "  Is  it  not  permissible  to  intro- 
duce an  allusion  to  a  popular  modern  lyric,  and  so  crystallise  what  would 
otherwise  be  evanescent,  and  give  immortality  to  what  of  itself  is  perishable, 


Her  excessive  grief  seemed  slightly  to  annoy  him — him  who  was 
already  so  far  beyond  all  annoyance — for  he  raised  himself  with 
difficulty  on  the  bed,  and,  with  hands  growing  disobedient,  grasped 
about  darkly  for  his  bolster :  when  he  found  what  he  sought,  he 
lifted  it  as  it  were  a  great  weight  to  him,  and  let  it  fall  three  times 
heavily  on  her  bended,  chestnut  head.  Then,  as  he  sank  back  on 
his  pillow,  a  smile  of  happy  memories  passed  across  his  countenance 
— the  recollection  of  the  days  when  as  a  schoolboy  he  had  excelled 
in  bolstering  matches  in  the  dormitory. 

Touched  inexpressibly — forcibly  touched — by  this  supreme  effort, 

without  being  obliged  to  develop  the  subject  further  ?  Do  you  understand 
me  ?  Probably  not.  But  you  will  take  care  not  to  alter  a  single  line  of  this 
or  any  other  remaining  chapter.  I  have  seen  my  Solicitor  on  the  subject. 
Prenez  garde  !  If  any  one  comes  across  my  path,  mind,  it  is  war  d  Coutrance." 

K.  I). 

WTiat  the  Editor  says  in  reply. — "  Excusez.  Not  d  I'outrance,  as  we  have 
found  in  one  or  two  of  your  admirable  works,  in  which  there  is  a  refreshing 
peppering,  a  slight  but  relishing  seasoning  of  Boulogne  and  its  environs,  but 
d  outrance.  This  may  be  useful  to  you  in  future.  As  to  the  Uncle,  let  him 
pass,  only  don't  let  us  hear  of  him  again.  Go  on,  and  finish  your  admirable 
work." — ED. 

P.S.  (from  Same  to  Same). — "  As  it  was  too  late  for  you  to  make  any  alter- 
ation now,  we  have  taken  it  into  our  own  hands.  You,  dear  Miss  DENDRON, 
placed  the  REV.  THOMAS  in  bed ;  after  much  deliberation,  the  Committee, 
including  our  Doctor  and  Solicitor — una  voce  dissentiente,  i.e.  our  Aunt — has 
decided  upon  retaining  your  third  hero  (you  have  three  heroes  to  one  heroine) 
in  bed,  but — to  avoid  all  unpleasantness,  and  not  to  cut  ourselves  off  from  the 
drawing-tables  of  our  most  respectable  subscribers,  and  the  dining-tables  of 
our  influential  friends— we  have  thought  it  better  to  perform  one  of  the 
noblest  works  of  charity — vestire  nuditatem—a.n&  to  keep  your  excellent 
reverend  hero  in  bed  (as  you  have  placed  him  for  effect),  but  with  his  clothes 
on.  There  was  not  time  to  communicate  with  you,  and  we  had  n«  doubt  you 
would  have  no  objection  to  the  course  taken  when  you  should  see  it  in  print. 
Accept  our  compliments." — ED. 
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THE   (HOME-) "  RULER   OF   THE    SPIRITS!" 

BIBDY  MAJ.ONEY.  "  AND  IS  IT  SMOYTH,  THE  SPALPEEN  !  ASJ  'UD  BE  AFTHEB  SHUTTIN'  UP  THE  SHEBEENS 
0'  SUNDAYS  ?  SHURE,  THIN,  IF  THAT 'S.  TO  BE  THE  GAME,  THE  LESS  WL  HAVE  0'  HOME-RULE  THE 
BETTHER  !  " 
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. 
Dear  old  boy,  good  bye.   You 


HKI.I.A  fell  prone  on  the  floor,  her  small,  plump  hands  raised  implor- 
ingly ;il)ovr  her  head,  and  moaned  painfully. 

llis  ryes  wandcrrd  from  her  lure  to  where  in  a  corner  the  sunwas 
<.;iiinur  down,  tcold.  irrot. 

"  I'm  like  liim,"  said  TOMMY,  with  a  gleam  of  the  happiness  oi 
former  days  wheii  conundrum-  MM  hu>  greatest  joy,  "  because  1  'in 
going  down." 

"Oh  no!"  exclaimed  HKI.H,  blushing:,  "you  must  mean  'up, 
not  '  down.'  " 

He  seemed  a  lit  i.-r  not  at  once  comprehending  his 

meaning,  and  mil.Hv  corrected  1 

"The  sun  is  sinking—  so  am  I.  That  is  why  I  am  like  the  sun 
DM  yon 

Yes,  she  iliil  see  ;  and,  stooping!  she  covered  his  tend  with  warm 
passionate  kiss.',,  while,  unseen  hy  her,  a  smile  stole  over  his  plaeic: 
,  and  his  riu'lit  eye  slowly  closed  and  opened,  re-olosed  and  re- 
ojicni'd  twice  with  an  intense  |irot'undity  of  meaning. 

"TOMMY,"  she  sillied,  "  tell  me  you  are  happy!  '' 

Then  the  calm,  gentle  voice,  interrupted  by  slight  pantings,  camt 
to  her  ear  again, 

"  1  am  :  very  happy,  very,  very  happy,"  and  once  more  he  closed 
and  opened  his  eye  with  slight  exertion,  and,  as  she  bent  over  him 
she_i:auifht  these  words,  murmured  indistinctly, 
*'  I  've  —  gone  —  wrong  — 
For—  the  —  sake—  of  —  SAUAH  "  — 

the  words  of  the  tune  he  had  last  learnt  on  his  roncertina.  Then  he 
gave  her  a  su  ,  it  might  have  been  lollipops  for 

unorganised  eherulis.  She  did  not  want  that  smile,  and  so  she 
returned  it.  Like  a  Frenchwoman  she  had  been  "  coq  uette,"  then 
"  i'1-iiilf,"  now  she  was  to  show  herself  "  ' 

Good  bye,  Ti  >  M  M  v  !  "  she  cried.    "  D 
are  going  to  Heaven,  of  course  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  naturally."  was  the  humble  reply  of  this  meek,  dying 
saint.  '  I  'm  a  very  good  person.  There  never  wag  a  better  person  : 
in  t'aet,  I  am  quite  one  of  the  best  persons  of  my  acquaintance. 
Hut,"  he  added,  always  unselfish,  "I  shan't  really  enjoy  myself 
anywhere  till  you  are  there.  Of  course  out  of  politeness  I  shan't 
say  so,  but  I  shall  scarcely  know  a  soul  in  the  place  till  you  come, 
so  don't  disappoint  me,  will  you  ?  In  fact,  I  don't  think  I  shall  go 
to  regions  of  Fairy  Bliss,  unless  you  come  too."  Then  he  put  his 
arms  about  her  neck,  and  whispered,  "  I  leave  you  -  " 

She  listened  eagerly.  She  knew  he  possessed  a  little  property  in 
the  Venetian  Asphalte  Paving  Company. 

"  I  leave  vou  -  ''  he  said,  slowly,  and  with  difficulty. 

"  What?     she  asked,  in  a  soft,  anxious  whisper. 

The  reply  came  in  the  same  gentle  tone. 

"  Alone.  As  I  have  always  left  you.  As  you  have  always  asked 
me  to  leave  you." 

"  But  not  now  "  she  murmured. 

"Not  now?" 

"No,  dearest,  truest  TOMMY,  my  first,  my  best,  my  onliest, 
lovingcst,  and  most  lovedest  love,  I  have  been  young  and  wayward, 
but  I  am  so  no  longer.  DUSOVER  deceived  me  ;  ORLISS  is  gone  ; 
PBBCY  SHORTWYND  has  married  VIRGINIA  CREEPER.  I  would  not 
have  had  either  of  them  at  the  best  of  my  time  —  for  my  heart  was 
always  true  to  you."  Ajjain  his  right  eye  closed,  and  opened,  like  a 
wild  rose,  with  tender  significance,  as  ne  pressed  her  closer  to  his 
bosom,  and  stroked  the  soft,  luxuriant  mass  of  warm,  sweet-scented 
hair.  "  And  I  do  not  ask  you  any  longer  to  leave  me  alone.  Take 
me,  oh  take  me,  TOMMY,  I  am  yours  !" 

A  eouvulsive  tremor  passed  through  his  slight,  patient  body,  as 
he  took  her  to  his  heart. 

"Kiss  me,  Hi  in,  kiss  me!"  murmured  this  poor,  fast-sinking, 
saint  -like  creature. 

Without  a  word  he  gathers  her  up  in  handfuls,  as  it  were,  and 
for  one  heavenly  moment  they  are  bathed  in  the  wild,  tumultuous, 
throbbing,  tierce,  religious  silence  of  an  everlasting  farewell. 

IT  r  sister  JKNNY  enters  the  room,  suddenly. 
(T»  be  concluded  in  our  next.) 

•  "  Like  a  Frenchwoman  '  Coquette,  prude,  derail."  What  the  Editor 
toys.  —  "  Excuse;  encore.  A  Frenchwoman  might  be  coquette,  also  prude,  but 
sli.  never  could  be  '  d  tat  the  plain  reason  that  there  is  no  such  word 

in  the  French  language.  Sl.r  ,  un  lie  •  <!,'-r<>te;  as  a  gentleman  can  be  '  dint; 
"ne'e'  she  can  be,  but  'devotee'  never.  We  think  it  just  as  well  to 
mention  this,  there  being  so  much  Frencli  scattered  loosely  about  in  yonr 
oUrming  works,  and  oa  you  yourself  would  of  course  be  the  first  to  wish  us  to 
i-m-iv.  t,  or  expose,  what  you  might  possibly  set  down  to  an  error  on  the  part 
of  the  iimitcr." 

Miss  R.  2).  to  Editor.—"  Vous  n'ate-z  pa*  V  habitude  de  parler.  In  conver- 
— 


.  - 

naUonal  French—  and  talking  it,  everyday,  abroad  -aa  I  used  to  do  -the  word 
was  far  from  uncommon  ;  as  also  were  several  word*  nnd  phrases 
ii'li  you  would  not  have  recognised  on  paper.     CTeat  itne  chote  d  ti, 
une  autre  d  ecrire.    AlUa  .'    —  R.  D. 
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SAYINGS    FOR    THE    SEASON. 

(Dedicated  to  SIK  JAMK^  I!  VNXEN.) 


A  LOVER  in  the  hand  is  worth 
two  Husbands  in  the  bush. 
You  may  take  an  Adorer 
to  the  Conservatory,  but 
you  cannot  make  him  pro- 


When  you  are  in  Society 
you  must  do  what  Society 
does. 

What  is  "Sauce "to  the 
Husband  is  not  considered 
"Sauce  "by  the  Wife. 

Yon  cannot  make  a  Lover 
out  of  an  ugly  Husband 
with  money. 

A  Waltz  is  scarcely  as 
good  as  a  Supper. 

One  Flirtation  makes 
many. 

A  Cup  of  Tea  in  time 
saves  nine. 

While  the  Chaperonr  is 
away  the  Debutantes  will 
play. 

It  is  a  long  Waltz  that 
has  no  head  turning. 

Every  Marriage  should 
have  a  silver  lining. 

A  Married  Woman  who 
Flirts  has  a  Fool  for  her 
Lover. 

Amongst  Husbands  the  Bachelor 'is  King. 
A  W  ink  is  as  good  as  a  Nod  to  a  Blind  Husband. 
From  the  Frying-pan  of  Engagement  into  the   Fire  of  Matri- 
mony. 

What  is  one  Man's  Food  is  another  Woman's  Poison. 
When  the  Milliner  comes  in  at  the  door  the  Cheque- Book  flies  out 
at  the  window. 

A  Kiss  is  as  good  as  a  Smile,  if  not  worse. 
Matrons  the  Gods  wish  to  render  absurd  begin  to  dance. 
All  is  not  diamond  that  glitters. 
Skate  before  you  Rink. 
Half  a  Heart  is  better  than  no  Head. 
A  Widowed  Wife  dreads  the  Divorce  Court. 
All  crooked  Roads  lead  away  from  Home. 

Call   "passion"  by  another  name  and    you    had    better  hang 
yourself.  ^ 

QUESTIONS  OF  THE   DAY. 

SM  A  t.r.  I  be  asked  to  the  Ball  at  liuckingham  Palace  ? 
Can  I  afford  to  go  to  MADAME  FRANC.I!-\NK  fora  new  ball-dress? 
[f  I  have  a  new  one,  what  colour  shall  it  be  '' 
Must  I  go  in  my  Court  dress,  altered  ? 
Shall  it  oe  lower  than  last  year  ? 
Can  it  be  tighter  ? 

Will  those  odious  SHODDY  girls  be  asked  ? 
Will  CIIARLIE  or  the  Major  be  there  ? 
Won't  Mamma  send  our  dresses  to  the  Morning  Post  f 
Will  Papa  grumble  about  the  expense  ? 
Must  AJJ.VE  do  our  hair,  or  may  we  have  LEOPOLD  ? 
Will  the  coiffeur  be  in  time  ? 
Don't  I  want  a  little  more  hair  in  plaits  ? 
Would  a  little  colour  be  possible  ? 
If  I  try  just  a  soupyon,  shall  I  be  found  out ': 
Shall  I  look  my  very  best  ? 
Will  any  one  be  jealous? 

And;  finally,  it  is  possible  that  His  Royal  Highness  will  ask  me  to 
lance  ? 


FROM  LEGAL  TO  CULINARY  (A  TRANSLATION;. 

"  COMH r\is  error  facit  jus."  "  Potaae  aux  erreiirs  rulaaires." 
Or  you  may,  with  the  same  material,  make  a  hash  of  it,  a  broil,  or 
a  stew.) 

OPPOSITE*   FROM   TI1K   SAMK   DIRECTION. 

WELCOME  arrival  from  the  East — the  Prince. 
Unwelcome  ditto  from  ditto — the  Wind. 
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A    DAUGHTER    OF    ERIN. 

Tlit  new  Cook  (on  receiving  "short"  notice  to  leave,  with  a  hint  that  she  has  given  a  falsi 
Character).  "Ay'  is  IT  MB  FALSB  CHARACTER  YE 'KB  AFTIIER  CASTING  IN  ME   TEETH  !     As 

IF   I'D   BK   BRIXdlXi:    ME  THRUE  CHARACTER  WID  ME,    TO   LOSE  IT   IN    TOUK   DIRTY  SERVICE! 


MES.  PARTINGTON  PROTESTS. 

"  It  U  an  honest  grievance  to  our  Noncomformist  fellow  Christians."  —  LOUD  GRAXVILLE  on  (he  Lam  oj 
Burial. 

WELL,  that  's  a  pood  'un!     Does  he  mean  as  Methody  turn-and-twistians, 
Including  Shakers  and  Quakers,  should  be  called  "  our  feller  Christians  "  ? 
They  '11  luist  t  lie  Clyiroh  up,  as  sure  as  sparks  flies  uppards  from  the  anvil, 
If  they  go  folltriiig  the  lead  of  dodgers  like  this  'ere  GKAXVLLLK  ! 

"  Feller  Cliristians,"  indeed  !   What  next  ?  I  'm  surprised  at  his  imperenee  wenterins* 

To  rank  genteel  Church-folks  like  us  with  low  people  that  goes  Dissentering  : 

A  mixing  things  up  like  that  in  a  way  to  shock  any  decent  Sexton  ! 

Why  make  arrangements  in  thin  world  as  must  be  changed  in  the  next  'un  ? 

Oh,  surely  wengeanee  is  waiting  LORD  O.  and  his  like  to  wisit  ; 

Wieh  iu  course  there  's  only  one  Church,  and  in  course  the  Church  of  England  is  it. 

Don't  talk  to  me  of  patterns  set  by  Turks,  Chinamen,  or  'Ungarians  ; 

We  're  l»mnd  to  stand  on  our  rights,  and  not  knock  under  to  sich  barbarians  ! 

But  if  we  must  look  abroad  for  'ints,  »iy  pattern  would  be  the  Spanish  -  ^ 
(What  d'  ye  say  ?     I  'm  the  werry  party  they  'd  be  fust  to  burn  or  banish  '• 
Any  way,  you  know  where  you  has  'em  —  they  speak  out  firm  and  manly  : 
Better  as!  ,  rd  Don,  I  say,  than  an  Anythingarian  STANLEY. 

There  ain't  no  proper  Church,  only  us.    Them  as  steals  our  name  is  trying 
To  steal  our  Chumi-yards  too.     All  their  lives  they  keep  rp.ilin',  and,  alter  dying, 
They  wants  to  git  over  mir  railing,  for  which  all  sorts  o'  dodges  they  wcnters. 
"  Feller  Christians  "  ain't  no  name  for  'em—  a  rubbishing  lot  of  Dissenters  ! 


'hem   Buhoptt  is  too  mealy-mouthed  by 

'al  f .     A  s  1 1 1  ( 1 1:  \  \  \  1 1 .  I.E,  why  his  organ 
list  plays  the  werry  same  old  tune  we  've 

'card  from  MIAI.I.  and  MOKHN. 
The  Church's  Ark  is  hound  to  fall  in  the 

hands  of  the  1'hilistians, 
f  chaps  like  them,  and  mavbc  wuss,  is  to 

call  theirselvcs  "  feller  Christians" ! 


Grit-vanee-indeed!     A  pretty  start  !     Pickpockets  will  ne\t  In-  l 
Tin'  arm  o'  the  law  a  grievance,  when  it  comes  down  on  'em  for  stealing. 
Which  what  I  says  is  let  Ym  gricve--it's  all  their  aggerawation. 
Leave  'em  to  me  and  SALISBURY,  and  both  'Ouses  o'  Conwocation! 


ALL  AFLOAT! 

AT  the  second  of  the  late  Scientific  Con- 
--oiitli  K( usington  the  President, 
)i:.  *'.   WII.I.MM  Sir.MKNs,  announced  an 
istoundi  11  L'  exploit  performed  by  M.  TRBSCA, 
.us-Mirectrur  of  the  Paris  Conservatoire 
des  Arts  ct   Metiers,   who  had   read    the 
neeting  an  account  of  his  researches  into 
'  the  flow  of  solids."    In  proposing  a  vote 
of  thanks  'to  M.  TKKSCA,  DK.  Sn  MKNS  said 
hat  "  by  his  investigations  he  had  thrown 
lown    tne    barrier    oetween     solids    and 
iqnids."    A  scientific  achievement  of  over- 
whelming immensity  ;  but  what  a  confusion 
It  must  create  in  the  nature  of  things ! 


ENGLAND  V£J{SUS  GREECE. 

Jcsr  now  the  Painter  and  the  Bard 

Are  caught  with  this  caprice — 
That  England 's  prosv,  dreary,  hard, 

While  beauty  dwells  in  Greece. 

Hence  six-foot  Atalanta's  Race 

'Gainst  odds,  and  apples,  heavy : 
Henoe  laurelled  Thebon  maidens  pace, 

And  sing,  a  wax-doll  b«vy. 
While  Art  seeks  Greek  ideala  cold, 

Mock-antique  Bards  indite, 
And  tales  in  LEMPiufeiiE's  prose  o'er-told, 

In  puling  verse  recite. 

At  nobler  fruits  high  souls  might  seize, 
Than  those  we  're  like  to  swallow 

From  BKOWNI.NIJ-ARKTOPHA 
Or  SwraBURNE-shain-ApoLLO. 

Far  fairer  were  more  native  growth, 

And  pleaaanter  'twould  be 
If  Poetry  and  Painting  both 

Woultt  work  on  what  they  see. 

High  in  a  place  of  power  we  stand 

I  n  an  heroic  time, 
When  there  ore  doings  in  our  land 

For  picture  meet,  or  rhyme. 

Greece  painted  Greece,  and  sanjr  of  Greece, 
And  cut  Greek  youth  in  marble, 

And  so  won  fame  that  shall  not  cease, 
And  glory  none  can  garble. 

England  has  sung  of  England  too : 

There 's  SHAKSPEARE,  rivals  scorning, 
And  glorious  CHAUCER,  tender,  true, 

Minstrel  of  England's  morning. 
REYNOLDS  and  GAINSBOROUGH  keep  in  life 

The  Great  Men  and  the  Gr 
That  guided  England's  public  strife, 

And  wore  sweet  English  faces. 

HOOABTH  on  England's  social  wres 

Used  pencil  scalpel-keen, 
Whose  vivisection  to  the  cores 

Of  vice  cut  clear  and  clean. 

Poet  and  Bard,  use  eye  and  brain 

Like  them  on  life  around ; 
If  true  the  picture,  strong  the  strain, 

You,  like  them,  will  be  crowned. 

If  statelier  theme  be  not  at  hand, 

With  humbler  themes  begin  : 
Try  lyric  of  the  Four-in-Hand, 

Or  idyl  of  an  Inn. 
Trv  Kuglish  landscapes,  women,  men, 

'I'ittl'iuich  shall  thunder,  "  Cease!— 
Too  poor  for  England,  Brush  and  Pen, 

Your  weakness  waste  on  Greece !  " 
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HINTS  TO  IMBECILES. 

(Callt,  Sinners,  and  Donees.) 


SAY  that  you  are  glad  the  Prince  is  back 
enough,  say  that  he 
asked  you  to  accom- 
pany him.  Say  that 
pou  think  he  is  look- 
ing better  for  his 
trip.  Be  very  par- 
Seular  about  his 
personal  appearance, 
is  it  will  induce 
people,  who  don't 
know  you,  to  ima- 

ie  that  you  know 

a.  Say  how  glad 
the  Princess  is,  as 
nobody  will  be  rude 
enough  to  ask  who 
told  you ;  if  anybody 
does,  by  the  bye,  say 
it  is  only  to  be  ex- 
pected  that  she 
would  be  delighted 
at  the  return  of  her 
husband. 

Leave  this  subject 
at  once,  and,  before 
any  one  else  has  an 
opening,  Bay,  with 
the  air  of  a  RTOKIN 
or  a  Revelation, 
that  you  have  been 
to  the  Academy. 
Every  one  will 
brighten  up  at  this, 
and  want  to  discuss 
the  pictures.  Don't 
let  them.  You  can 
keep  the  game  in 
your  hands  now,  and 
gain  fame  as  a 
holder  of  original 
views.  Tour  friends 
will  want  to  distil 
the  criticism  which 
they  have  obtained 
from  the  papers. 
They  will  rave  over 
the  "  The  Daphne- 
phoria,"  and  go  mad 
over  "  Atalanta's 
Race;"  they  will 
extol  "  The  Widow- 
er," andadore  "  Over 
the  Hills  and  Far 
Away,"  Well,  so  can 
anybody.  But  you 
will  abuse  these 
works ;  you  will  call 
their  painters  names, 
and  say  they  ought 
to  be  hung  with  their 
pictures.  Previous- 
ly, however,  learn 
the  names  of  two  or 
three  very  small 
"  skied  "  pictures, 
by  obscure  artists. 
and  say  loudly  and 
dogmatically  that 
those  are  the  gems 
of  the  Exhibition. 


If  you  have  got  cheek 


ciation  of  JANAUSCHEK — your  own,  nobody  will  know  better.     Say 
that  "  dear  SALVINI  "  is  back,  and  if  your  friends  will  stand  it,  give 
imitations  of  him. 
Say  that  you  have  got  to  go.    You  may  be  sure  that  yon  won't  be 


asked  to  stay. 


Having  departed,  you  can  repeat  your  entertain- 
ment at  another 
house,  with  the 
assurance  that  you 
will  be  looked  upon 
in  the  light  of  an 
agreeable  rattle. 


First  Footman. 
Second  Ditto.    " 
A  LITTLE  1  "     • 


SURSUM    CORDA. 

'•'  UNCOMMON  DULL  SEASON,  MR.  CHAWLES  !" 

HAWFUL  !    BUT  NOW  '  WALES  '  is  BACK,  I  BO  'OPE  THINGS  'LL  LOOK  ur 


If  any  one  says  they 
are  not,  shrug  your 
shoulders.  If  any 
critic  present  dis- 
agrees with  you,  call  him  a  hireling. 

During  the  excitement  caused  by  these  latter  remarks,  you  will 
have  time  to  explain  the  plot  of  Tannhauser.  Say  you  heard  it  in 
Germany,  and  it  was  far  finer  than  in  England.  If  any  one  asks 
you  in  what  town  you  heard  it,  call  it  quickly  Cryptichonehoidsy- 
phonostomata.  Say  Rossi  is  Hamlet  from  the  Hanwell-padded-ward 
point  of  view.  He  is  not,  but  people  don't  know.  Give  the  pronun-  !  milk  on  the  same  principle  ? 


WANTED. 

SUCCESSOBS  to  the 
following  Officers  of 
State,  and  other  Dig- 
nitanes : — 

The  Grand  Pan- 
jandrum. He  has 
lost  the  little  round 
button  at  top,  and 
the  gunpowder  has 
run  out  at  the  heels 
of  his  boots.  No 
Joblollies  need  ap- 

The  Clerk  of  the 
Weather.  His  con- 
duct of  public  affairs 
is  becoming  monoto- 
nous. Even  the  few 
people  who  are  fond 
of  .the  East  wind 
begin  to  exclaim, 
"  Toujours  per- 
drix>"> 

Mumbo  Jumbo. 
The  present  wearer 
of  triple  tiara,  weary 
of  GLADSTONE'S  tan- 
tararara,  though 
rather  too  old  to  take 
a  wife,  would  fain 
retire  into  private 
life. 

The  Green-Eyed 
Monster.  Thorough- 
ly worn  out  by  Di- 
vorce Court  procee- 
dings, and  by  the 
rapid  succession  of 
sensational  Othellos, 
English  and  Italian, 
this  charming  crea- 
ture proposes  to  take 
retired  lodgings  in 
the  Zoological  Gar- 
dens. 

The  Last  Man. 
Fatigued  by  waiting 
for  the  Last  Woman , 
this  important  per- 
sonage wishes  to  pair 
off  with  somebody 
else,  and  is  willing 
to  sell  at  a  moderate 
price  his  unique 
ticket  for  admission 
to  a  private  view  of 
theEndoftheWorld. 


Suspicious. 

__       WE  read  in  a  pro- 
vincial journal — 

TJ10URTEEN  Gallons  of  MILK  to  DISPOSE  OF  daily.  No  objection 
J-  to  make  it  twenty  if  required.  Can  commence  next  Wednesday  morning. 
Apply,  &c. 

' '  Allonger  la  sonpe."  is  a  French  phrase  for  increasing  the  quantity 
at  the  expense  of  the  quality.     Is  this  a  proposal  to  lengthen  the 


1  by  Joseph  Smith,  of  No.  30,Lpraine  Road,  Holloway.  in  the  ParUh  of  St.  Mary,  lalington,  In  the  County  of  Middles**,  at  the  Printing  offices  of  Messrs.  Bradbury,  Airnew , « _Co.  ,1 
Street,  in  the  Precinct  of  Whitefriars,  in  the  City  of  I  ondon,  ami  published  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Bride, City  of  London.— SAICBDIT,  May  2-,  love. 
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MR.    CAPEL    COURT    AT    THE    DERBY. 

''SHALL  I  TF.I.I.  vuru  1'ouri.vr,  MY  VRETTY  GENTLEMAN  r  " 

.1/i.   OlJH'l  Court.   "I   WISH    YOV    WOULD.       /  DOX-T   SEB    IT,    AS    THINGS   ARE   OOISO  ! '' 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


rssi  A,  Prussia,  Austria, 
v.  England,  in  re 
Turkey. 

Since  the  Lords 
had  Vivisection  in 
hand  (Monday,  May 
•22nd),  it  was  not  from 
the  question  in  LORD 
GRANVILLE  to  ask 
LORD  DERBY  as  to 
the  interesting,  if 
painful,  experiments 
in  the  Vivisection  of 
Turkey  now  in  progress,  at  the  hands  of  the  Northern  Doctors.  LORD  DERBY 
was  able  to  say  that  England  had  declined  to  join  in  them.  (Everybody  sees 
that  the  Sick  Man  can't  get  better ;  but  we  don't  like  to  take  part  in  killing 
him  under  pretence  of  curing.  One  thing  seems  clear.  What  between  his 
diseases  and  his  doctors,  he  can't  recover  where  he  is.  The  climate  of  burope 
doesn't  agree  with  him.  Why  not  try  change  of  air  ?  Get  him  over  to  Asia, 
and  come  to  a  fair  and  open  understanding  between  England,  France,  Russia, 
Germany,  Austria,  and  Italy,  how  the  estate  is  to  be  managed  for  the  good 
of  the  tenants,  and  not  of  the  executors.  That  was  what  NICHOLAS  proposed 
to  SIR  HAMILTON  SEYMOUR,  before  the  Crimean  War,  and  we  fought  rather 
than  entertain  the  proposal.  And,  after  all,  is  not  this  about  the  best  that  it 
is  coming  to ':) 

Then  came  the  smaller  Vivisection  question— on  Second  Reading  of  LORD 
CARNARVON'S  Bill,  putting  scientific  curiosity  into  humanitarian  handcuffs. 
Toby,  on  behalf  of  the  canine  creation— and  the  feline  race  in  whom  he  is  not 
above  recognising  a  domestic  poor-relationship — begs  to  thank  the  Government 
for  exempting  does  and  cats  from  the  knife.  Anaesthetics  are  all  very  well,  but 
doctors  differ  in  the  importance  they  attach  to  them ;  and  your  Kleins  and  Schras 
evidently  hold  suffering  dog-and-eat-cheap,  in  comparison  with  discovery.  (By 
the  bye,  what  do  the  frogs,  rabbits,  guinea-pigs,  and  monkeys,  on  whom  the 
burden  of  Vivisection  now  falls  heaviest,  say  on  the  chapter  of  Exemptions?) 

LORD  SHAFTESBUKY  spoke  warmly  for  the  Bill,  like  a  kind  soul  as  he  is.  anc 
the  Costermonger's  Donkey  at  St.  Giles's  would  nave  brayed  approval  could  he 
have  heard  him.     The  DUKE  OF  SOMERSET  tried  a  little  chaff,  in  his  own 
style  of  cold-blooded  common  sense,  but  it  did  not  take.     Their  Lordships 
are  sportsmen ;  they  are  not  physicians  or  physiologists,  and  though  they  don 
mind  sending  away  a  bird  with  an  ounce  of  lead  in  it  to  a  lingering  death,  thej 
hate  cutting  up  anything  alive.    Vermin  is  one  thing,  and  Game  is  another 
Gentlemen  must  have  their  hunting  and  shotting :   so  field-sports  must  be 
respected,  though,  as  savage  amusements,  they  are  beyond  regulation.     Th 
laboratory  is  within  the  pale  of  Civilisation. 

(Punch  rejoices  to  know  that  henceforth  the  ardour  of  Science  is  to  move  in  th 
leading-strings  of  common  humanity,  and  that  the  knife  is  not  to  be  put  into 
the  hand  of  every  learner,  to  slash  his  way  to  knowledge  through  the  nerve 
of  the  lower  animals.  If  beneficial  discoveries  can  only  be  made  by  soundin; 
the  well  of  life,  let  wise  and  reverent  hands  have  the  handling  of  the  plummel 
But  Punch  had  always  understood  that  England,  even  without  law,  had  set  at 
example  of  humanity  to  France  and  Germany  in  the  conduct  of  physiologies 
and  pathological  experiments  on  living  things.  How  if  the  chief  effect  of  thi 
new  law  should  be  to  drive  our  students  to  the  French  and  German  schools 
where,  with  their  physiology,  they  may  learn  other  things  not  quite  so  desir 
able  ?) 

(Commons).— MR.  DISRAELI  gave  a  full  and  considered  answer  to  MR. 
BROOKS,  stating  seriatim  the  cases  of  the  Fenian  prisoners  still  in  confinement,  an 
the  reasons  why  it  would  be  a  lie  in  the  teeth  of  justice  and  policy,  as  well  as  reason 


u  remit  their  punishments.  This  raised  a  storm  of 
currility  from  ME.  BIGGAB,  whose  off ensive'personalities 
revoked.  MR.  BROOKS,  for  himself  and  the  other  Irish 
[embers,  to  repudiate  MB.  BIGGAB!  Altogether,  if 
nything  could  open  MR.  BIGGAR'S  eyes  to  his^own 
normities,  one  would  fancy  this  might.  But  no"— he 

will  be  BIGGAR— the  biggest  of  big ,  something,  to 

le  last. 

MR.  O'CONNOR  POWER  insisted  on  'the  petition  for 
elease  of  the  Fenian  prisoners,  signed  by  138  Members 
f  Parliament.  But  MR.  ANDERSON  said  it  would  not 
ave  been  so  numerously  signed,  at  least  among  English 
Members,  but  for  the  understanding  that  no  murderers 
pere  to  be  included  in  its  prayer. 

MR.  PARNELL  and  MR.  CALLAN  denied  the'alleged  mis- 
inderstanding,  and  MB.  BUTT  tried  by  special  pleading 
o  prove  that  murderers  in  law  might  not  be  murderers 
n  fact,  till  the  matter  dropped  in  rather  a  confused 
mbbub  of  antagonistic  Irish  and  English  protest. 

On  report  of  Merchant  Shipping  Bill  Amendments, 
everal  of  the  old  battles  were  fought  over  again ;  and 
tfB.  PLIMSOLL  scored  one  important  win,  carrying  the 
absolute  prohibition  of  winter  timber  deck-loading, 
against  Government,  by  162  to  143 !  Whereon  Punch 
hakes  hands  with  PLIMSOLL— SIR  CHARLES  a  good  deal 
'  hustled  "  as  usual. 

One  is  glad  to  think  that  he  sees  the  end  of  his  Phmsoll 
purgatory  at  last.  The  Bill  is  to  he  read  a  Third  Time 
on  Thursday. 

Tuesday  (Lords).— LORD  GREY  moved  Second  Read- 
ng  of  his  Burials  Bill,  for  easing  existing  difficulties 
>y  making  new  ones.  LORD  GREY  proposes  not  to  re- 
e'ase  the  Clergyman  from  the  obligation  to  perform  the 
ervice  when  he  feels  a  conscientious  objection,  but,  on 
he  other  hand,  he  would  not  allow  him  to  prevent  some- 
>ody  else  from  performing  service.  Just  one  of  those 
age  compromises  which  please  nobody.  So  it  seemed, 
or  nobody,  not  even  its  parent,  ob.iected  to  its  being 
houldered  out,  without  a  word  or  a  division. 

Several  of  their  Lordships  asked  questions  about  the 
Jontinuous  Brake  experiments  on  the  Railways. 

LOBD  ABERDEEN  said  the  Report  wasn't  ready  yet. 
How  should   it  he,  with  the  break  experiments   stil 
Eroing  on  on  so  many  lines,  if  not  quite  continuous,  all 
but.     Can't  their  Lordships  wait  for  their  brake  until 
he  Companies  have  done  with  their  smashes  ? 

A  talk  about  Dover  Harbour,  which,  it  seems,  is  still 
inder  consideration.  Their  Lordships  have  a  natural 
ympathy  with  piers  in  difficulties. 

(Commnn*.)— The  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER, 
questioned  by  MR.  CAHTWBIGHT,  said  MR.  RIVERS  WILSON 
would  have  'no  objection  to  take  a  year's  financial  en- 
gagement under  the  KHEDIVE,  if  his  place  at  home 
could  be  kept  open  for  it.  But  it  can't.  So  it  is  sup- 
posed RIVERS  will  flow  back  to  native  sources— of  income. 
The  Nile  is  all  very  well,  but  Egypt  still  wants  RIVERS 
to  carry  out  her  financial  irrigation  scheme. 

ME.  JAMES  (of  Gateshead)  called  the  City  Companies 
over  the  coals,  moved  for  a  great  many  returns  con- 
nected with  them,  and  suggested  that  it  was  time  they 
gave  an  account  of  their  administration  of  their  £500,000 
of  annual  income  in  the  City,  lest  a  worse  thing  come 
upon  them,  in  the  shape  of  the  heavy  hand  of  Parliament. 

The  LORD  MAYOR  presented  himself  as  'a  buffer  he- 
ween  MR.  JAMES'S  tire  and  the  Companies.  Nothing 
like  a  Cotton-bag  to  stop  shot.  His  Lordship  spoke 
up  to  his  brief.  The  Guilds,  were  private  associations; 
their  property  private  property.  They  accounted  for  their 
trust  funds  to  the  Charity  Commissioners  ;  and  nobody 
had  a  right  to  call  them  to  account  for  more.  _  They 
spent  £200,000  a  yearjin  charity,  and  the  rest  m  the 
best  possible  manner.*'  (Suppose  a  good  deal  went  in 
dinners.  Why  not  ?  Were  they  not  good  dinners  f 
And  did  not  the  good  Companies  command  good  com- 

SIR  G.  BOWYER  shot  beyond  the  LORD  MAYOR.  Paj1^- 
ment  had  no  right  to  ask  for  such  information.^  If  the 
Guilds  were  wise,  they  would  refuse  to  give  it.  The 
demand  was  unconstitutional,  and  pessimi  exempli. 
If  there  is  still  a  Bowyers'  Company,  they  are  bound 
to  make  SIR  GEORGE  free  of  it ;  for  truly  he  draws  a  good 
how  for  the  Guilds.)  . 

MR.  GLADSTONE  was  down  on  COTTON,  and  cut  the  string 
and  blunted  the  shaft  of  BOWTER.  It  might  not  be  wise 
to  press  for  the  information  just  now,  when  the  Com- 
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DILETTANTISM. 

TO  THE  TRUE  CRITIC  OP  VOCAL  MUSIC,  ART  IS  EVERYTHING,  AND  VOICK  IS  ONLY  A  SECONDARY  CONSIDERATION.  IN  FACT,  HB 
WOULD  AS  SOON  DIslMiNSF.  WITH  THE  LATTER  ALTOGETHER,  AS  THE  CONSCIOUSNESS  OF  A  BEAUTIFUL  ORGAN  OFTEN  CONSTITUTES  A  MATERIAL 
IMPEDIMENT  TO  THE  SUBTLER  AND  MORE  SPIRITUAL  .ESTHETIC  SIGNIFICANCE  OF  REFINED  EMOTIONAL  INTERPRETATION— WHATEVER  ALL 
THAT  MAY  BE. 


pauieswere  unwilling  to  give  it,  and  Parliament  not  anxious  to  get 
it.  But  a  time  would  come  when  Parliament  might  be  determined 
to  know,  and  then  the  Companies  would  find  they  had  no  choice 
but  to  tell.  They  would  not  always  be  able  to  put  COTTON  in  the 
ears  of  either  Parliament  or  the  Public. 

GOLDNEY  and  NEWDEGATE  opposed  the  Motion.  Sra.  C,  DUKE  sup- 
ported it. 

MR.  CROSS  was  cautious.  If  any  move  was  to  be  made  in  the 
matter,  it  was  for  Government  to  make  it.  MB.  JAMES  had  not  made 
out  any  case  of  mal-administration.  Government  did  not  mean  to 
bring  in  a  Bill,  and  had  no  power  to  insist  on  the  information,  so  the 
matter  had  better  be  let  drop.  So  it  was  let  drop — for  the  present. 

But  Koompanec-Iiahadoor  had  better  set  his  house  in  order. 

Wednesday. — ME.  MACDONAZD  moved  Second  Reading  of  a  Bill  to 
make  Employers  liable  for  injuries  to  Workmen,  even  when  caused 
by  Managers  negligence. 

All  mining  accidents  are  due  to  the  neglect  of  Owners  (say 
MACDONALD  &  Co.).  All  mining  accidents  are  due  to  the  carelessness 
of  Workmen  (say  KNOWLES  &  Co.).  Both  contentions  are  false— the 
truth  lies  between  them.  MR.  MACDONALD'S  Bill  does  not  hit  it. 

CKOSS,  as  I/CM*  cj-  mavhiini,  admitted  the  law  was  not  what  it 
ought  to  be.  But  MH.  MACDONAID'S  BilTwould  only  make  a  new 
injustice.  The  matter  should  be  referred  to  a  Select  Committee,  and 
the  Government  should  undertake  the  framing  of  the  Bill  on  their 
Report. 

Thursday.—  The  battle  of  "the  Income-tax,  fought  out  the  other 
day,  was  all  fought  over  again,  under  the  conduct  of  ME.  KIRKMAN 
HODGSON. 

MB.  FAWCETT  struck  a  good  stroke  for  the  Commons,  and  against 
the  Commons  Bill.  It  does  not  protect^  the  interests  of  the 
labourers,  or  provide  against  illegal  enclosures.  It  leaves  too  much 
in  the  hands  of  the  Enclosure  Commissioners.  In  short,  it  ought  to 
be  called  the  Short  Commons  Bill ;  so  little  does  it  make  adequate 
provision  for  protecting  the  rights  of  the  millions  in  the  uncultivated 
land  of  England.  MK.  SANDFORD,  LOBD  E.  FITZMAUBICE,  MR.  COWPER- 


TEMPLE,  and  ME.  SHAW-LEFEVBE,  followed  on  the  same  side; 
ME.  GOLDNEY  and  MB.  KNIGHT  against. 

MB.  CEOSS  maintained  that  the  Bill  took  the  right  ground  between 
the  two,  and  that,  under  it,  no  enclosure  could  henceforth  take  place 
without  sanction  of  Parliament. 

On  going  into  Committee  a  fierce  fight  over  a  motion  to  report 
progress,  which  lasted,  rough-and-tumble  fashion,  till  past  two, 
when  progressj  having  been  impeded  all  this  time,  was  reported ! 


M.  OFFENBACH  IN  AMERICA. 

(Prom  Our  Own  Accompanist  or  Accompianist.) 
SIB, 

IN  haste.  The  great  Master  of  Bouffes  has  arrived  at 
last.  We  had  a  rough  time  of  it  en  voyage,  ancT  the  eminent  com- 
poser was  unable  to  avail  himself  of  my  lessons  in  English,  with  the 
result  of  which  he  had  (bless  him !)  intended  to  astonish  Messieurs 
Li»  Americaim  t'other  side  of  the  water.  He  wishes  me,  however, 
to  write  at  ono«  to  you,  and  express  his  sentiments  of  esteem  the 
most  profound— ana  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know.  "  Le  voyage 
ftait  jusqu'  a  maintenant  le  diable  lui-meme,"  says  my  Moosical 
Mossoo.  We  began  (he  wishes  me  to  tell  you)  with  the  overture  to 
The  Tempest,  and  finished  with  The  Tempest  itself,  which  had  an 
unprecedented  run  of  eight  days,  with  sucn  a  moving  spectacle  of  a 
ship  in  motion  as  would  have  made  the  fortune  of  UAfricaitw  or 
the  Master's  own Robangsong  Crusoey,  that  is,  en  Anglais,  Robinton 
Crusoe.  We  were  accompanied  by  the  wind  instruments  in  full 
force  all  the  way,  and  the  rule  of  the  vessel  was  most  fatiguing.  (I 
tried  to  explain  this  Jeu  de  mot  to  the  maestro  when  he  was  at  his 
worst,  and  I  looked  in  at  the  berth,  and  thought  at  first  that  I  was 
in  at  the  death.  He  didn't  laugh,  he  didn't  smile :  all  sense  of 
appreciation  of  humour  had  quitted  him.  But  to  proceed.) 

As  for  the  passage,  taken  as  a  whole,  M.  OKKKMIACII  says,  "I 
have  never  written  a  passage  so  difficult — Jamais  lie  mu  vie.     From 
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DEEBY  COSTUME  A"  LA  CHEISTY  MINSTKEL. 

(A  VKKT  SLIGHT  ADDITION  TO  ONE  OF  MR.  WORTH'S  LATEST  PARISIAN 

NOVELTIES.) 


the  first  bar  (which  we  "crossed  on  leaving)  to  the  last,  it  was  the 
worst  thing  I  have  ever  come  across.  In  iact,  he  never  knew  what 
a  Sea  in  alt  was  till  now. 

"  I  am  not  myself  at  all,"  said  the  Maestro  to  me  one  evening,  as 
the  Steward  was  bringing  him  a  nice  basin  of  hot  soup  (but  he 
couldn't  stand  the  association  of  ideas,  and  so  I  ate  it  myself). 
"  I  'm  not  myself  at  all,"  says  he ;  "  and  often  wish  I  were  back 
again." 

I  wouldn't  lose  the  chance  of  an  English  jeu  de  mot,  and  gave  it 
him  at  once. 

"  Ah !  "  says  I ;  "  you  don't  feel  yourself ;  and  you  wish  you  were 
offen  back  again." 

I  explained  it  to  him,  and  he  smiled.  I  am  with  him  for  the 
double  purpose  of  writing  an  English  or  American  Libretto,  and 
teaching  him  English  jokes,  so  that  he  may  grasp  our  idea  of 
Burlesque.  When  he  docs  grasp  it,  he  '11  be  a  wiser  and  a  bet' 
man,  or  a  bitter  man. 

Poor  Composer !  He". had  hardly  a  note  of  music  about  him  last 
week,  though  he  took  several  composing  draughts,  without  effect. 
In  spite  of  the  stormy  sea  the  boats,  manned  by  Musicians,  came  oul 
to  meet  us. 

Up  they  went !  Such  a  pitch !  Trombones  flying,  ophicleide  up 
in  the  air,  the  players  holding  on  for  their  life  to  the  boats,  and 
OFFENBACH  bending  over  the  side  of  the  ship— bowing,  as  they 
thought.  It  was  a  picture  of  the  "  Heart  lowed  down."  The 
musicianers  tried  to  serenade  him,  but  it  wouldn't  be  serene,  anc 
they  would  soon  have  been  beyond  all  aid  ;  so  they  went  back,  anc 
awaited  his  arrival,  which  would  be  his  first  appearance  on  any 
American  Landing-stage.  How  glad  he  was  to  touch  terra  firma . 
How  he  enjoyed  the  change  of  air,  even  though'the  air  was  Yankee 
Doodle.  But  for  a  while,  after  Quitting  the  ship,  he  was  a  wreck 
and  though  I  sang  him  three  of  his  own  songs,  I  couldn't  cheer  bin 
up.  So  when  the  people  with  nags,  and  lights,  and  music  came  to 
serenade  him  at  the  hotel  (they  rre  always  serenading  people  with 
lights— I  don't  knowhowthey  treat  people  without  lights— but  that 's 
neither  here  nor  there),  I  just  slipped  on  a  false  nose,  and  a  pair 


_f  pince-nez,  and  stepped  out  on  the  balcony.  In  a  broken  English 
voice  I  said.  "  Sir,  1  thank  you"  which  was  received  with  shouts 
ind  cries  of  "  Chantez,  Mossoo.'  Chantez  quelque  chose,  out  of 
your  own  darned  works  !  Alls:,  you  cuss  !  Go  it  !  " 

Then  I  gave  it  them.  My  rendering  of  "  Je  xitis,  mni,  !<•  (li'm'ral 
lioitm  .'  "  was  magnificent.  I  heard  poor  OFFENBACH  calling  me  to 
come  in,  but  the  people  wanted  me  to  come  out. 

However,  in  view  of  the  future,  I  thought  it  better  to  bow  and 
•ctire.  OFFENBACH  thanked  me  sincerely,  and  then  went  to  bed. 
He  is  going  to  dine  at  the  Lotos  Club,  and  is  learning  from  me 
'  porter  ft  rt'pomlre  im.r  toasts." 

Interested  as  you  must  be  in  everything  musical,  I  am  sure  you 
will  be  delighted  to  hear  of  the  C'ompotiteur's  doings  en  Anii'rii/ni'. 
When  anything  further  turns  up,  I  will  write.  I  don't  suppose  much 
ivill  turn  up  —  except  himself  when  he  returns. 

JACQUES  0.  sends  you  "  ffs'iiiui/Ieiires  pnignees  tic  main,"   as  also 


do  I,  and  am, 


Yours  ever, 
MISTER  L'ACCOMPANISTA  DI  PIANISTA. 


P.S. — What  boat  ought  OFFENBACH  to  voyage  on?  APan'  Oboat. 


GONE  WRONG  ! 

A  NEW  NOVEL.  BY  MISS  RHODY  DENDRON, 

Authoress  of  "  Cometh  Doicn  like  a  Shower,"  "Red  in  the  Nose  is  She," 
"  Good!  Jluy  Sweet  Tart  I  "  "Not  Slily,  But  don't  TeU." 

CHAPTER  THE  LAST.  —  What  Jenny  says. 

"  Mr  dear  BELLA,"  I  say,  after  we  have  left  TOMMY'S  room—  she 
first,  and  myself  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  —  "  he  has  given  me  a 
promise  of  marriage." 

"To  you,  for  me?"  inquires  BELLA,  anxiously,  with  a  tender 
trouble  in  the  shady  depths  of  her  cool,  green  eyes. 

"  To  me.  for  myself!  "  I  reply,  with  quiet  triumph,  and  giving  an 
instance  of  the  great  common  sense  for  which  I  have  always  been  so 
justly  celebrated.  Then  I  add,  "  In  two  days'  time  we  shall  bo 
married.  Had  he  refused,  I  should  have  written  to  his  Bishop,  and 
exposed  him." 

And  what  am  I  to  do  ?  "  asks  BELLA,  with  a  mutinous  pout. 

"Good  Heavens!"  I  reply;  "send  to  ORLISS,  or  PERCY,  or 
DUSOVER,  or"  —  I  add,  cynically  —  "  some  new  fellow." 

She  pauses  for  a  moment  ;  then,  sitting  down  at  the  table,  she 

sends  a  telegram  to  ORLISS  GWYNNIN. 

****** 

In  less  than  an  hour  OHLISS  is  at  her  side.  He  has  come  from  the 
Antipodes,  and  travelled  post-haste.  The  difference  of  time  allows 
of  his  arrival  here  exactly  two  days  and  a  half  before  the  letter  was 
written  to  which  his  coming  is  the  answer.  This,  at  another  time, 
might  have  caused  a  muddle  ;  it  does  not  do  so  now.  He  is  welcome. 
****** 

The  REV.  THOMAS  HASS9CK,  dressed  in  white  goloshes,  and  peer- 
ing, happily,  with  little  pink  eyes  through  pale  green  spectacles, 
takes  me,  JENNY  ST.  JOHN  VILLARS,  to  wife,  marrying  me  himself, 
to  save  the  fees.  Then  he  puts  on  his  surplice,  and  performs  the 
ceremony  for  PERCY  SHOKIWYND,  who  has  presented  himself  in  the 
full  uniform  —  nowas  seldom'seen  as  the  Archbishop's  coronation  robes 
on  the  very  stateliest  of  state  occasions,  and  then  solely  and  only 
when  occurring  on  the  first  of  May  —  of  one  of  "  My  Lords  ;  "  while 
the  LADY  VnwsrtriA  CREEPER  is  a  triumph  of  red  and  white 
flowers,  of  glorious  gold  and  silver  spangles,  with  a  long  bright 
ladle  in  herliand  (presented  to  her  as  a  wedding  present  by  SIR  GUY 
FOCKSDAY),  in  which  to  collect  the  offerings  of  the  devoted  peasantry. 
ORLISS  GWYNNIN  is  the.  best  man,  and  makes  himself  very  amusing. 
appearing  in  his  yeomanry  costume  (of  white  with  red  spots  and 
stripes)  of  the  Drollshire  Merrimen,  the  motto  on  the  cap  being, 
in  old  Norman  French,  "  Nous  voysy  otigkor!"  —  while  BELLA  is 
the  chief  bridesmaid.  Then  BELLA  is  married  to  OHIISS,  and  my 
husband,  TOMMY  HASSOCK,  acting  upon  my  common-sense  sug- 
gestion, takes  the  fees  'for  this  also  ;  and,  during  the  intervals  and 
pauses,  he  plays  appropriate  tunes  on  the  concertina,  thus  dis- 
pensing with  the  services  of  the  organist,  (to  whose  honorarium  my 
husband  became  thereby  entitled),  while  I,  with  great  care,  officiate 
as  clerk,  make  the  necessary  reponses,  and  pocket  the  gratuities. 
The  REV.  THOMAS  HASSOCK  will  bless  the  day  when  he  married 
so  experienced,  so  steady,  so  sensible  a  person  _as  Miss  JENNY 
ST.  JOHN  YILLARS,  elder  sister  of  BELLA,  and  hitherto  a  Bort  of 
Cinderella  in  the  family.  Sometimes  I  catch  him  in  corners  sigh- 
ing, and  then  I  make  him  give  me  a  kiss  on  my  sweet,  soft,  shy  lips. 
****** 

As  [for  BELLA  I  believe  she  is  getting  on  happily  enough  with 
ORLISS  GWYNNIN  ;  but,  since  our  marriage,  as  my  husband  is  very 
much  taken  up  with  parish  work  and  visiting,  and  as  I  never  allow 
him  to  "  go,  anywhere  without  me,  we  have  been  compelled  to  be 
"  out  "  to  the  GWYNNINS  whenever  they  have  called.  1  don't  think 
ORLISS  is  well  off,  and  BELLA  hasn't  a  farthing.  They  profess  to 


TURKEY  on  Mismanagement. 
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DIGNITY    AND    IMPUDENCE. 

(A  Reminiscence  of  tJie  Great  Ball  at  the  Guildhall.) 

'Impudence  (to  Dignity).  "  YE'D  BETTER  LOOK  SHARP,  MY  LORD,  re  YER  WANTS 
TO  Ax  IN  TIME  FOR  SUPPER  !  WHY,  THE  TRIPE-AND-ONIONS  is  ALL  GONE,  AND 
so's  THE  LIVER-AND-BACON  ;  AND  BLEST  IF  THEY  HAIN'T  SENDIN'  ROUND  THE 
CORNER  FOR  ALL  THE  FRIED  FISH  AS  THEY  CAN  LAY  'OLD  ON  !  " 


Till;  I!. YIN  AND  THE  RACES. 

COLD,  keen  Ea^t  winds  o'er  all  the  country  blowing, 
Si-t  horses  coughing,  and  prolonged  a  drought, 

When,  with  delight,  the  weathercock,  nigh  crowing, 
Into  the  soft  South- West  faced  right  about. 

Then  floated  up  the  rain-clouds  fat  and  oozy, 
From  o'er  the  bosom  of  the' Atlantic  main, 

And  shed  their  liquor  until  Earth  got  boozy, 
A  s  Earth  could  get,  upon  so  mild  a  drain. 

Erst  hushed,  the  cuckoo  set  the  groves  all  ringing 
'  'nee  more  ;  up  trilled  again  the  nightingale. 

The  blackbird  warbled,  glad,  the  wet  was  bringing 
Out  of  their  holes  the  savoury  slug  and  snail. 

The  swain  surveyed  reviving  crops  delighted  ; 

The  fungus-fancier  hailed  the  verdant  ring, 
AVhcre,  in  the  woodland  glades,  with  hope  excited, 

lie.  seeks  the  toothsome  toadstool  of  the  spring. 

But  0  dear  friendSj  and  0  beloved  brothers, 
Hesides  the  fungi,  fields,  and  crops,  and  flowers, 

Behold  the  Downs,  whose  interests  dwarf  all  others, 
Are  drenched  in  time  with  seasonable  showers ! 

Xot  only  might  their  verdure  have  been  blasted — 
'l'ln>  lurf  had  been  for  Sporting  made  unmeet, 

If  until  now  the  lack  of  rain  had  lasted, 
And  hardened  Epsom  Course  to  Horses'  feet. 

Haying  had  rain  enough  to  lay  the  dust, 
Those,  not  a  few,  who  Koad  prefer  to  Rail, 

Will  nut  ho  forced  from  the  grit-gathering  gust 
'I'u  guard  their  peepers  with  the  azure  veil. 

l!:'e;uisc  it  rains,  it  is  not  bound  to  pour, 
For  all  that  Sages  and  Divines  may  say : 

Oh^  may  we  find  we  've  had  enough — no  more"; 
Enough,  but  not  a  drop  too  much,  to-day ! 


SIB, 


Horrible  Extravagance. 


I  HAVE' been  much  distressed  to  hear  that  to 
get  to  the  Guildhall  Bait,  the  other  day,  thousands  went 
through  the  Bankruptcy  Court.  To  what  lengths  will 
not  ambition  and  extravagance  lead  the  votaries  of 
pleasure  in  the  thin  disguise  of  loyalty ! 

CENSOB. 


live  upon  love,  which  seems  to  be  a  good  investment,  as  I  hear  of 
her  parties,  her  opera-box,  her  brougham,  her  victoria,  her  ponies. 
OKLISS  is  as  cherubic  and  boyish  as  ever,  and,  being  very  fond  of 
out-of-door  sports,  is,  I  am  informed,  constantly  on  the  turf.  I  am 
glad  to  hear  also,  for  my  sister's  sake,  that  he  has  obtained  a  lucra- 
tive situation  at  Monaco. 

And  so  we  settle  down,  somehow,  comfortably,  we  the  remains  of 
the  ST.  JOHN'S  WOOD  VILLARS  family — and  are  heard  of  no  more. 
J'uilii  tout. 

L'Esvoi. 

What  the  Editor  mti/s—  What  the  Committee  say—  What  the 
Public  says —  What  Everyone  says. 

AT  last  we  breathe  again,  freely.  The  novel  is  over.  It  was  risky. 
But,  guided  by  the  eminent  Committee,  to  whom  the  thanks  of  the 
JKetlacttHr-i->i-r/it'f,  and  of  all  interested  in  the  work,  are  due,  it 
has,  at  length,  "per  rarios  casus  et  tot  discrimina  rerum,"  come 
safely,  undamaged  and  undamaging,  into  the  most  respectable 
haven  of  Matrimony,  liut  before  we  have  another  novel  from  the 
same  eminent  hand,  we  do  earnestly  request  her  to  couper  the 
unnecessary  descriptions,  to  give  us  all  round,  young  and  old, 
experienced  and  inexperienced— A. <  jentu-s  gens  et  les  ingenues 
surtout—thc  opportunity  of  deriving  a  new  pleasure  from  a  fresh 
exercise  of  her  undoubted  power,  a  pleasure  which  shall  leave  us  no 
unpleasant  aftertaste,  which  shall  not  necessitate  an  extra  lock  and 
key,  and  which  shall  not  have,  so  to  speak,  a  blush  in  a  whole  hogs- 
head of  it. 

A  propos  of  "  hogshead."  Our  Authoress  has  the  wand  of  an 
enchantress,  but  is  it  good  to  use  it  as  Circe  employed  her  power '( 
If  the  pearls  are  there  to  be  thrown,  will  they,  afterwards,  be  ap- 
preciated by  readers  so  transformed 't  With  these  remarks,  we 
consign  to  the  Public  the  last  instalment— and  so  the  complete 
whole  of  one  of  the  most  powerful  romances  of  modern  days,  which, 
under  our  paternal  supervision,  has  appeared  in  these  pages  under 
the.  title  of 

"GONE   WRONG." 


DERBY  AND  JOAN. 

DEAHEST  PUNCH, 

As  a  woman  of  very,  very  few  words,  I  don't  ask  to  occupy  a 
great  deal  of  your  valuable  space,  but  do,  please,  just  let  me  olier 
you  a  seasonable  suggestion,  that 's  a  good  fellow.  You  have  always 
stuck  up  like  a  trump  for  the  Rights  of  Woman  in  the  hunting-field, 
by  representing  them  on  horseback  as  fully  equal  and  sometimes 
superior  to  men.  Give  us  the  same  lift,  old  man.  on  the  Turf. 
Advocate  our  claims  to  compete  with  mankind  on  tne  Racecourse. 
Stick  up  for  the  side-saddle.  What  reason  is  there  why  we  should 
be  excluded  from  employment  as  Jockeys  ?  As  it  is,  horses  are 
often  ridden  by  boys.  Why  not  by  girls  as  well  P  I  '11  lay  you 
anything  many  of  us  would  prove  more  than  a  match  for  the  heavier 
sex.  My  cob  with  me  outside  him  carries  6  st.  8  Ib.  I  should  like 
going  in  to  win  cups  and  plates.  Now  the  utmost  I  can  do  is  to  make 
a  book,  not  of  any  literary  pretensions,  but  only  of  a  sort  that 
entitles  me  to  sign  my  name, 

Ever  yours,  BETTDTA. 


Credit  for  Cannon. 

ACCORDING  to  the  Pnlitische  Ciirrespondenz  of,  Vienna,  the  Porte 
has  just  given  a  fresh  and  considerable  order  for  cast-steel  guns  to 
MESSRS.  KRUPP  of  Essen.  Will  this  order  for  great  guns  be  exe- 
cuted ?  The  Porte  is  notoriously  unable  to  pay  its  shot. 


La  Guerre  des  Femmes. 

MR.  PUNCH  is  informed  that  great  satisfaction  reigns  among  the 
Members  of  the  Women's  Rights  Associations  throughout  the 
country,  in  consequence  of  the  information  received  of  a  revolution 
having.been  effected  at  Constantinople  by  the  "  Softa  "  portion  of  the 
community  ! 
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PUNCH'S    DREAM    OF    THE    DERBY. 


> 
V 


FTEH  much  considera- 
tion, Punch  made 
up  his  mind  this 
year  not  to  go  to 
the  Derby.  In  the 
first  place  he  had 
been  so  often  be- 
fore. He  knew  the 
road  by  heart,  or, 
rather,  by  head.  He 
remembered  that 
lobster-salad  and 
salmon  always  made 
him  ill — that  they 
were  poisons  that 
had  only  one  anti- 
dote —  soda-water. 
He  hated  the  rail 

with  its  hurry  and  bustle,  and  he  was  afraid 
of  the  East  wind.  So,  when  a  deputation  of 
the  bravest  and  the  noblest  in  the  land  (on 
bended  knees)  implored  him  to  act  as  whip  to 
their  drag,  he  pursed  up  his  lips,  wiped  away 
a  furtive  tear,  and  replied  "  No.  The  depu- 
tation knew  their  man.  They  felt  that  when 
Punch  had  answered  in  the  negative,  that 
there  was  no  hope  of  altering  his  determina- 
tion, so  they  bowed,  wept  bitterly,  and  retired. 
A  few  days  later  there  was  a  knock  at 
Punch's  study  door.  It  was  repeated  again 
and  again,  for  the  Sage  was  very  fast  asleep — 
he  had  been  reading  the  Saturday  Review. 
When  Punch  regained  consciousness,  Toby 
was  standing  before. him.  The  Dog  of  Dogs 
was  dressed  in  his  best ;  he  wore  the  livery  of 
his  master. 

"You  must  come,';Sir,"  said  Toby.     "  All 
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PAYING    TOO    DEAR    FOR    HIS    WHISTLE. 

Donald.  "E — ir,  SIR,  TON'S  A  GRAN'  FESH  YE'VE  GOTTEN  A  HAUD  o'  I" 
The  Laird.  "  Oo,  ATE,  A  GRAN'  FESH  ENOO,  BUT  I  'D  BE  GAT  AN'  GLAD  IF  I  SAW 
AND-SAXPENNY  FLF.K  \vi-.i.i,  GOT  o'  HIS  MOOTH  ! " 

the  world  will  be  there,  and  you  will  disappoint  the  people  in  its  millions  if  you  do  not 
smile  upon  them,  even  as  the  sun  in  its  azure  blue  smiles  upon  the  feathered  songsters  of 
the  prove." 

Tuliif,"  replied  Pinirli,  severely,  "you  have  been  reading'a  leading  article  written  by  a 
word-pnniter."    The  Dog  blushed.     '_'  And  now  what  do  you  want ':  " 


the  way  of  thejworld. 


•  •   r';""v..        Aur  i'u£  umsiieu.        AIIU  now  wnat  uo  you  wane  . 
It  &  the  Derby  1  >ay.  Master,  and  you  ought  to  go  to  Epsom." 
.  LrPv1 '  s;lid  Pn'"'h-     "  l  «11V«  declared  I  won't  go." 
,\\  Inch  is  the  very  reason  why  you  trill  go.     Come,  Sir,  it  is 
Derby  promises  are  made,  like  treaties— only  to  be  broken." 

Oh,  but  I  have  done  the  thing  so  often,"  urged  Punch.     "  I  know  what  I  shall  see." 
.No  you  don't,"  replied  Ti>bi/,  firmly,  but  respectfully.     "  I  li:i\.   everything  ready,  and 
1  promise  you  that  you  shall  enjoy  a  novel  sensation.    I  am  perfectly  unselfish  in  the  matter. 
1  shall  certainly  turn  my  back  upon  the  race  while  it 's  being  run.    '/  only  care  for  the  Dog's 
-need  I  say  that  I  allude  to  the  Waterloo  Cup?    Come,  Sir,  you  shall  go." 
urged,  the  Sage  arose,  and  having  adopted  a  suitable  costume,  sallied  forth. 


"Where's  the  drag?"  he  asked,  when 
he  found  himself  in  the  road. 

"  Here,  Master,"  replied  Toby^  pointing 
to  a  large  hamper.  "  The  lunch  is  the  real 
Derby  Drag — especially  next  morning." 

Before  Punch  could  reply,  two  charm- 
ing young  ladies  seated  themselves  in  the 
noTel  conveyance.  One  was  a  delightful 
brunette,  with  a  pure  Italian  skin,  and 
shining,  hazel  eyes ;  the  other  a  handsome 
blonde. 

"  My  dear  girls,"  exclaimed  Punch,  "  I 
really  don't  think  the  Derby  is  quite  th« 

place  for " 

"For  us!"  interrupted  the  Brunette. 
"  My  dear  Sir,  don't  you  know  that  the 
highest  Ladies  in  the  land  patronise  the 
race  now-a-days  ?  " 

"  And  you  forget  Woman's  Rights,"  put 
in  the  Blonde.  "  Surely,  after  the  meeting 
at  St.  George's  Hall,  you  must  be  convinced 
that  Ladies  having  claimed  the  deference 
paid  to  weakness,  ought  to  enjoy  the  privi- 
lege, until  now  yielded  to  strength  and 
power  ?  " 

Punch  would  have  argued  this  point,  had 
not  his  attention  been  attracted  to  the 
strange  "steeds"  that  were  being  harnessed 
to  his  hamper.  Four  large  lobsters  com- 
posed the  team. 

"Dear  me!"  cried  the  Sage;  "where 
did  you  get  these  from  ?  " 

"  Not  from  the  Westminster  Aquarium," 
replied  Toby,  promptly.  "After  the  race 
you  know,  Master,  a  raw  lobster  very  often 
carries  you  back  to  Epsom." 

"  Yes  !  "  murmured  Punch.  "  But 
surely  night-mares  should  be  kept  for  the 
Oaks."  ••->* 

"  And  if  lobsters  take  yon  to  Epsom  after 
the  race,  why  shouldn't  they  hurry  you 
there  before  it?" 

And  then  the  strange  conveyance  started. 
Toby  had  promised  his  Master  a  new  view 
of  the  road  ;  and  the  Dog  of  Dogs  kept  his 
word.  Instead  of  the  thousand  carte  and 
carriages  that  usually  appear  on  the  Queen's 
highway  on  the  Derby  Day,  scarcely  a 
vehicle  was  visible.  Punch  noticed  there 
were  a  very  large  number  of  foreigners 
making  their  way  to  Epsom.  A  swarthy 
Gentleman,  wearing  a  cap,  strongly  re- 
minding him  of  a  Tarn  o  Shanter  bonnet, 
plus  a  tassel,  particularly  attracted  his 
notice.  This  swarthy  Gentleman  had  two 
silent  companions  in  attendance  upon  him. 
"Ah,  Punch.'"  said  he,  "here  we  are 
safe  ana  sound  in  England !  Better  off  than 
the  peasants  I  left  under  the  turf  in  Spain, 
eh  ?  My  staff— Oh,  don't  be  frightened  ; 
they  won't  hurt  yon  •  at  least,  they  didn't 
liurt  ME  !  Allow  me  to  introduce  Monarchy 
and  Fatherland. 

"Impostors!"  exclaimed  Punch,  as  he 
left  the  would-be  regal  Spaniard  and  his 
companions  in  the  distance,  "Monarchy 
and  Fatherland,  indeed !  He  should  have 
said,  S«//and  Treason." 

And  now  a  very  tall  man  indeed  neared 
Punch's  conveyance.  The  very  tall  man 
lad  a  long  moustache,  and  looked  like  the 
Cousin-German  of  an  Irishman. 

"  Surprised  to  see  me  at  the  Derby,  Mr. 
Punch  t"  he  said,  with  a  smile.  "Why 
should  yon  be  ?  You  and  I  are  the  wisest 
men  in  the  world ;  and  you  are  here.  Be- 
iides,  you  must  remember  that  I  am 
ubiquitous.  I  should  have  been  here  last 
year,  hadn't  that  fellow  ASNTM  kept  me 
;ied  to  Germany." 

"  What  PRINCE  VON  Bis " 

"  Silence,  my  friend !  I  wish  to  preserve 
ny  inrnpnitn." 

"  Wen,  vour  Excellency,  what  are'  the 
odds?" 

'About  tive  to  one  against  the'  EM- 
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PEROR'S  Aggression  —  gone  up  very  much  lately ;  one  hundred  to 
one  against  the  KAIM:K'S  Diplomacy;  and  any  price  about  the 
SULTAN'S  Miitnonagement,  and  the  KHKDIVU'S  Bankruptcy  coupled." 

"  And  you  go  in  for '? ' 

"  Oh,  the  old  horse,  1  BUTOOse^-JWoprf  and  Iron.  I  may  declare  to 
win  with  another  animal,  Civilisation^  hut  the  other's  the  bet>t  of 
the  two.  Entrt  nous,  what  do  you  think  of  DKHBY'S  Caution  f  '' 

"  Tliat  it 's  safe  enough,  if  it  can  only  stay !  " 

And  now  Punch  fonnd  himself  on  the  course.  Certainly  it  was  a 
novel  sight,  and  yet  there  was  nothing  new.  As  he  looked  from  his 
hamper  he  noticed  that  there  were  a  number  of  horse-leeches  in  his 
neighbourhood.  Tula/  shouted  to  him  the  latest  odds. 

"  Why,  what  are  these,  Toll/  1 "  asked  Punch. 

"  Why,  Betting-men,  to  be  sure,  Master,"  replied  the  Dog  of  Dogs. 
"  You  know,  Sir,  that  1  like  to  call  things  by  their  right  names.  I 
caught  up  the  habit  from  you.  But  you  see,  Sir,  that  they  do  not 
always  pluck  the  pigeons  they  attempt  to  ensnare." 

And  then  Punch  observed  "that,  thanks  to  COLONEL  HEN UERSON, 
those  worst  of  horse-flies,  who  throng  the  turf  whereon  races  are 
held,  the  London  Roughs,  were  kept  well  in  check  by  those  most 
useful  of  Blue-bottles,  the  Police  of  the  Metropolis,  and  he  noticed 
that  the  tips  of  the  sporting  papers  were  easily  recognised  as  the 
dirtiest  of  bubbles,  and  he  saw  that  the  delights  of  the  Derby  were 
the  most  toothsome  of  food  and  the  dryest  of  champagne,  and 
he  would  doubtless  have  seen  a  great  deal  more  had  there  not  been 
aery  of  "  They 're  off  !" 

Down  rushed  the  horses  in  a  little  cloud  of  colour.  For  a  moment 
they  were  seen  and  then  they  disappeared.  But  they  came  again, 
and  amidst  most  tremendous  excitement  and  cheering,  the  judge 
announced  the  number  of  the  winner ! 

"  "Who  has  won  P  "  cried  Punch,  eagerly. 

"  Why,  I  will  tell  you,"  replied  Toby.     "  The  winner  is " 

And  at  this  point  the  Sage  of  Fleet  Street  awoke—  Punch's  dream 
of  the  Derby  was  over ! 


STRAIGHT-TIP    FROM    THE    STARS. 


,  , 


... — 3  an  abstract  Horse  appears , 
Wild  Tommy  ne'er  a  Tamer  fears. 
Thus  speak  the  Planets  in  their  courses  ! 
Now  lay  your  wagers  on  the  Horses. 


ETR ARCH'S    laurel 

crown  will  shine : 
Mini' ml    Colt    of 

wealth  be  mine: 
All    Heart    beat. 

while       Skylark 

soars, 
Forenmner    runs 

upon  all  fours. 
liri-iit.      Tom     his 

peal    of  triumph 

sounds ; 
Iliirdnula  no  hard 

road  confounds ; 
To   Julius    Cfesar 

what  approacher r 
lii'aconnicr' s        a 

noted  poacher. 
On  Ambergris  the 

scent  lies  strong ; 
Bat/  Wyndham — 

wind   him.    No- 
thing wrong.! 


A  I'I.KA  FOB  EarriiAX  INSOLVENCY.—"  Ex  Nih  nihllfit." 


THE    WINNING    CARD. 


A  charger  on  the  battle-field, 

A  courser  o'er  the  plain, 
In  abase  the  Hunter  beareth  he  : 

The  Warrior  in  campaign. 

"I'is  a  sight  to  see  the  generous  Nag, 

As  he  Hies  in  full  carter, 
Or  to  watch  the  team  that  whirls  the  Drag 

Of  the  lofty  charioteer. 

But  a  downier  view  the  Sporting  Man 

Of  the  Noble  Creature  takes  : 

Though  no'Hippophagist,  his  eye 

still  on  Horses'  stakes. 


Is  stil 


E  A  K  Horse;! 
thou  Noble 
Animal  ! 

All  spirit, 
strength, 
and  speed, 
Endurance, 
and  doci- 
litj, 

And  courage 
h  i  g  h  :i  t 
need ! 

The  treasure 
of  the  Ma  st- 
ern iSkcikh, 
The  pride  of 
theWestern 
1'.  er: 

His  name 
vives  name 
to  Chivalry; 
His  rider's 
the  Cava- 
lier. 

With  a  view  of  the  furthest  point  whereto 

In  the  betting  he 's  like  to  go, 
The  odds  on  a  Horse  are  all  he  cares 

About  that  Horse  to  know. 

He  scans  the  Steed  with  no  vain  regard 
To  his  form,  his  leaps,  and  bounds, 

But  values  him  as  a  playing  card 
For  a  prize  of  sterling  pounds. 

Then  sing  hey  for  the  Noble  Animal ! 

Anil  the  Noble  Sportsman  also  ! 
And  for  milking,  pulling,  and  hocussing, 

And  all  plants  on  the  Turf  that  grow ! 


Anatomy  of  the  Turf. 

THE  Egyptians  adored  the  Bull,  and  multitudes  of  us  English  are  devoted  to  the  Horse. 

A  tbinkmg  young  man  remarked  that  the  Derby  is  the  great  annual  Festival  of   Horse 

is  companion,  a  Medical  Student,  said  that  Horse  Worshippers  commonly  spoke 

with  veneration ot  "that  'ere  'oss."    The  object  of  their  worship  seemed  to  he  the  as  sacrum. 

INFORMATION  WANTED.— Is  the  Mineral  Colt  a  descendant  of  the  "Iron  Horse?  " 


WHAT  TO  DO  ON  THE  DERBY 
DAY. 

"  I  think  I  sliall  go  down  to  Hampton  Court 
and  piny  tennis.  As  it  is  the  Derby,  nobody  will 
be  there."— Sybil,  by  Ji.  DISRAELI. 

SURELY  the  Premier's  suggestion  is  worth 
a  thought.  Quiet  is  hard  to  find  in  this 
world,  but  it  may  be  discovered  on  the 
Derby  Day.  It  is  the  very  time  to  do  a 
little  useful  business.  Exempli  ftratiil : — 

You  may  call  on  LOKD  Di-:unr  at  the 
Foreign  OFFICE,  and  tiud  him  ready  to 
listen  to  your  views  about  the  Herzegovina. 

You  may,  in  like  manner,  enlighten  SIR 
STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE  on  the  difficult  ques- 
tion of  Egyptian  Finance. 

You  may  look  in  at  the  Stock  Exchange, 
and  show  its  Chairman  the  immense  im- 
portance of  reforming  that  influential  esta- 
blishment. 

You  may  have  a  quiet  day  of  study  at  the 
1  leading-room  of  the  British  Museum,  with 
that  polite  Gentleman,  the  Principal  Libra- 
rian, in  constant  attendance  upon  you. 

You  may  pass  a  happy  hour  at  the 
Academy  in  front  of  MR.  POINTER'S  picture, 
calculating  how  long  it  will  take  MILANION 
to  fall  on  his  nose. 

You  may  climb  to  the  gallery  of  Saint 
Paul's,  and  look  down  upon  a  deserted 
City. 

You  may  have  a  river  steamer  all  to 
yourself  from  London  Bridge  to  Rich- 
mond, and  dine  in  delightful  isolation  at 
the  "Star  and  Garter." 

You  may  travel  by  Hail  without  the  least 
fear  of  being  in  a  carriage  with  an  un- 
protected and  aggressive  female. 

You  may  walk  along  Pall  Mall,  and  not 
see  a  human  being  you  know. 

You  may  drop  in  upon  ME.  DISRAELI 
with  a  dodge ;  and  he  will  reply,  n'r 
•yAatV  'A^i/af  fjyayt ; — "There  be  coals  at 
Wiillsend." 

You  may  bring  radiant  Epigrams  to  Mr. 
Punch.  Toby  will  be  found  at  home,  and 
in  a  fierce  temper,  because  he  does  not  go 
to  the  Derby.  Cave  caliem  .' 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

Nothing  to  yield  a  drop  of  Essence  in  the  Lords  on 
Monday,  May  2'J. 

(Commons.) — MR.  CALLAS  means  to  move  for  a  Select 
Committee  to  subject  Bubble  Companies  to  the  same  pricking 
as  Foreign  Limns  have  gone  through.  Emma  Mines,  Lisbon 
Tramways,  •  and  similar  swindles(  promise  a  rich  crop  of 
revelation  under  the  operation  ot  JAMKS'S  Powders.  But 
one  hardly  dares  to  hope  there  eon  be  any  legal  punishment 
for  "financial  enterprise"  that  has  robbed  to  the  tune  ot 
millions. 

The  writ  for  Norwich  is  to  be  suspended,  till  that  borough 
has  repented  in  its  native  crape—if  not  in  sackcloth  and 
ashes.  The  same  Bill  will  disfranchise  the  scheduled  voters 
for  Boston. 

MB.  MITCHELL-HENRY  moved  a  Resolution  declaring  that 
no  financial  arrangements  can  be  satisfactory  which  do  not 
relieve  Ireland  from  a  burden  of  taxation, 
beyond  her  ability  to  pay,  as  compared 
with  Great  Britain.  As  the  taxes  levied 
in  the  Green  Isle  and  the  rest  of  the  United 
Kingdom  are  the  same — except  the  Assessed 
Taxes,  from  which  Ireland  is  exempt— it 
is  not  easy  to  say  where  the  injustice  lies. 
But  PADDY  is  at  liberty  to  fit  the  burden 
to  his  own  back.  Let  him  drink  less 
whiskey,  and  he  will  contribute  so  much 
less  to  the  Imperial  Exchequer. 
MK.  HENRY  did  not  venture  on  a  division. 
In  Committee  on  the  Commons  Bill.  As 
the  law  stands,  if  a  Lord  of  the  Manor  and 
the  Commoners  agree,  a  Common  can  be 
enclosed  without  sanction  of  Parliament. 
This  leaves  out  of  sight  the  public  interest 
in  the  enjoyment  of  Commons,  which  does 
not  constitute  a  legal  right. 

ME.  SHAW-LEFEVRE  tried  in  vain  to 
press  an  enactment  that  henceforth  no 
enclosure  of  a  common,  town  or  village 
green,  shall  be  legal,  except  under  the 
statute.  "Propputty,  propputty!".  was 
trotted  out  against  him  by  MB.  CROSS. 

(Happily  Commoners  are  growing  more 
wide-awake  than  of  old,  and  there  is  less 
prospect  of  the  lord  being  allowed  to  have 
his  own  way  with  the  waste  than  there 
used  to  be.  The  great  point  is  to  give  us 
Enclosure  Commissioners  who  understand 
the  importance  of  protecting  open  spaces 
wherever  they  are  wanted  for  public  enjoyment,  health,  'and  recreation.  That  the  Bill,  with  all  its  shortcomings,  will  forward.  It 
might  be  better,  but  it  is  good  as  far  as  it  goes.) 

Tuesday  (Lords).— LORD  DONOUGHMORE  moved  Resolutions  for  the  amendment  of  the  Irish  Grand  Jury  system.  The  DUXE  OF  RICH- 
MOND had  little  to  say  against  them  but  that  they  must  be  embodied  in  a  Bill  which  must  originate  in  the  House  of  Commons.  The 
LORD  CHANCELLOR  admitted  that  the  discussion  had  shown  the  need  of  an  amendment  of  the  law :  so  the  Resolutions,  though  withdrawn, 
were  not  moved  to  no  purpose. 

A  conversation  about  Foreign  Titles  conferred  on  English  subjects  elicited  from  LORD  DERBY  the  rather  startling  admission  that  there 
is  no  legal  penalty  for  the  assumption  of  a  title  to  which  a  man  has  no  right.  (Punch  never  assumes  his  Foreign  Titles  in  this  country, 
much  as  Judy  has  pined  to  be  presented  as  LA  MABCHESA  DE  POLINCINELLO,  and  recommends  his  friends  of  the  Upper  House  to  follow 
his  example.)  His  Lordship  confirmed  the  startling  news  of  the  deposition  of  the  SULTAN.  (ABDUL  Aziz — as  some  hundreds  of  his 
indefatigable  correspondents  have  already  taken  care  to  inform  Mr.  Punch — is  now  ABDUL  as  was.  The  Softas  have  settled  the  revo- 
lution in  the  softest  style.  MOURAD  THE  FIFTH  is  now  Commander  of  the  Faithful.  May  the  elevation  not  invest  him  with  another  title, 
already  familiar  to  Eastern  story — MOURAD  THE  UNLUCKY.  We  are  informed  that  he  passed  the  four  weeks  previous  to  his  accession  in 
a  cellar.  He  may  yet  regret  even  that  calm  and  secluded  retreat.  On  the  time-honoured  principle  that  "  When  things  are  at  their  worst 
they  '11  mend,"  the  change  must  be  an  improvement ;  which,  no'doubt,  accounts  for  the  jump  up  of  Turkish  Stock  from  nine  to 
fourteen  on  receipt  of  the  telegram,  and  the  general  rejoicing  which  seems  to  have  hailed  the  news,  at  Constantinople  and  elsewhere.) 

(Commons.) — After  this  stirring  news  had  been  confirmed  by  MR.  BOURSE,  the  House  was  recalled  from  its  excitement  by  ME. 
DISRAELI'S  curt  Motion  for  adjournment  over  the  Derby  Day,  on  which  SIB  WILFRID  had  his  usual  innings.  He  scored  his  first 
laugh  by  claiming  the  Motion  lor  a  Party  one — "  supported  by  the  party  of  sentiment  and  opposed  by  the  party  of  sense."  He  must 
have  meant  the  Amendment.  He  denied  that  he  had  been  seen  at  the  Derby  in  a  scarlet  coat  and  a  green  tie.  He  quoted  from  the 
Daily  Telegraph  a  summary  description  of  Epsom  Downs  on  the  Derby  Day,  as  "the  grandest  assemblage  of  blackguardism  on  the 
face  of  the  earth,"  with  the  comical  comment,  a  few  lines  further  on,  tnat  "  the  sight  is  one  of  the  prettiest  in  the  world."  He  asked 
for  votes  against  "  a  proceeding  which  was  somewhat  inconvenient,  slightly  mischievous,  altogether  childish,  and  thoroughly  con- 
temptible." 

MR.  BROMLEY-DAVENPORT  said  he  had  gone  to  the  Derby  for  twenty  years,  and  meant  to  go  to-morrow.  The  Derby  was  a 
general  holiday,  and  he  did  not  see  why  Members  should  not  have  the  chance  of  enjoying  it.  When  he  was  at  Hyde  Park  Corner,  in 
the  evening  of  last  Derby  Day,  he  saw  a  carriage  pass  with  a  gentleman  in  it,  rather  dusty,  and  apparently  very  cheerful,  bearing  a 
most  remarkable  resemblance  to  the  Honourable  Member,  and  carrying  a  doll  in  his  hat. 

MB.  ASSHETON  deprecated  jocularity.  He  denied  that  the  custom  of  adjourning  over  the  Derby  Day  was  either  good  or  old.  He 
believed  the  time  would  come  when  people  would  wonder  that  so  late  as  1876  the  House  of  Commons  in  its  busiest  time  adjourned  its 
proceedings  for  a  whole  day  to  see  a  horse  race.  (Punch  hasn't  a  doubt  of  it,  by  the  time  when  cakes  and  ale  are  things  of  thepast.) 

MR.  BRIGHT  followed  MR.  ASSHETON'S  grave  lead,  and  gave  the  House  a  weighty  lecture  on  the  evils  of  horse-racing.  He  believed 
that  the  character  of  the  House  would  stand  higher  in  the  country,  and  wherever  their  debates  were  read,  if  they  abandoned  the 
custom  the  Right  Honourable  Gentleman  proposed  they  should  follow  now.  (So  does  Punch,  with  one  qualification,  however — that 
the  sense  and  morality  of  the  country  shall  have  grown  pari-passu  with  that  of  thelHouse.  In  the  meantime,  Punch  fears  that  a  taste 
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turn). 


HYMNOLOGY. 

"AND  -HOW  DID    YOU  LIKE    THE    FESTIVAL 


Mistress  (with  a  Bitualisti< 
SERVICE,  MARTHA  ? " 

Martha  (from  ilu.  Country).  "  LOR',  MUM,  IT  WERE  BEAUTIFUL  !  THERE  WAS 
A  LOT  o'  MEN  AND  BOYS  A-MARCHIN"  ROUND  AND  HOUND  THE  CHURCH  WITH 
FLAGS,  AND  A-SINOIN'  '  ONWARD,  CHRIST?  MINSTRELS  ! '  " 


THE  APPEAL  OE  THE  PIOUS  FOUNDER. 

TWAS  the  Ghost  of  a  Pious  Founder  stood 

By  COTTON'S  couch,  in  the  night-watch  dim, 
Above  his  brow  it  seemed  to  brood, 

Then  thus  did  make  appeal  to  mm  : — 
"  Oh  sturdy  champion  of  civic  right, 

Yet  a  little  let  reason  give  thee  pause, 
Provoke  not  a  more  than  doubtful  fight. 

Nor  valour  waste  in  a  hopeless  cause ! 

"  We  built,  you  inherit ;  and  all  our  aim 

Was  within  the  ring  of  the  Public  Weal. 
Time  changes.    You  seekers  of  civic  fame 

Have  with  other  duties  and  days  to  deal. 
Make  not  our  names  mere  snares  to  trip 

The  feet  whose  progress  we  sought  to  speed, 
And  let  not  Prerogative's  jealous  grip 

Minister  only  to  pride  and  greed ! 

With  wrath  COTTON'S  hair  stood  up,  but — "  Nay," 

Quoth  the  mild  Shade,  "  pray,  be  not  wroth ! 
You  're  all  of  you  hon'rable.  I  dare  say, 

But  why  to  the  proof  of  the  fact  so  loth  ? 
'Tis  clear  public  purpose  bars  private  right, 

Of  that  truth  though  you  and  BOWYER  are  scorners  ; 
Be  wise ;  up  windows  and  let  in  the  light, 

Cobwebs  may  lurk  in  some  odd  corners  ! 

"Where  Craft,  Commerce,  Charity,  Culture  you  aid, 

What  need  for  striving  inquiry  to  muzzle  ? 
But  are  you  quite  sure  no  duties  unpaid 

Are  given  to  the  joys  of  glare  and  guzzle  ? 
I  've  heard  of  feeds— but  rerbum  sat., 

Doyourjlead  a, per  contra  ?  You  've  done  your  best? 
Then  put  it  to  proof.    No  escape  from  that. 

The  public  trust  waits  the  public  test. 

"  Better  meet  the  friends  you  call  foes  half  way, 

Ere  the  cry  you  gird  at  waxes  louder. 
Gird  loins  for  the  duties  of  to-day, 

Proud  as  you  are,  you  may  then  be  prouder. 
Great  GEESHAM  &  Co.,  to  whom  you'd  appeal, 

Send  the  word,  '  Still  forward!    across  the  border : — 
Guide  you,  as  they  guided,  the  City's  weal, 

Light  ne'er  comes  amiss  to  a  house  in  order. 


STBEET  SONG,  AS  AMENDED  FOE  CONSTANTINOPLE.- 
"  Uncle,  make  room  for  your  Tommy." 


for  the  Derby  will  continue  one  of  the  many  points  in  which  the 
House  of  Commons  represents  the  lower  propensities  of  the  country.) 

MR.  POWER  declared  that  if  any  Irish  Member  dared  to  oppose  the 
adjournment,  he  would  cut  him — an  awful  contingency ! — and  that 
if  Ireland  had  her  native  Parliament,  on  Palace  Green,  it  would 
adjourn  over  every  Derby  Day  in  the  year. 

Finally,  the  House  declared  it  did  want  to  go  to  the  Derby  by  118 
to  207.  Sm  WILFRID'S  minority  is  on  the  rise. 

A  long  discussion  on  the  case  of  a  Sub-Inspector  of  Irish  Consta- 
bulary dismissed  in  1867.  Sin  M.  H.  BEACH  promised  to  look  into 
the  case.  There  is  some  "justice  for  Ireland,"  after  all. 

MR.  TEEVELYAN,  in  a  House  of  not  much  over  a  dozen,  moved  two 
Resolutions :  one  for  Equalisation  of  the  Borough  and  County  Fran- 
chise ;  the  other  for  Redistribution,  with  a  view  to  more  complete 
representation  of  the  electoral  body.  His  reasons  for,  were  better 
than  MR.  LOWE'S  against ;  and  MR.  BRIGHT  backed  him  up  in  the 
best  speech  he  has  made  this  Session. 

ME.  DISBAELI  rode  off  on  Redistribution,  and  the  House  (which 
had  filled  for  division  and  to  hear  BRIGHT)  followed  him,  throwing 
out  the  first  Resolution  by  264  to  165,  and  the  mover  withdrawing 
the  second.  Quid  plura  ?  Time  will  be :  Time  is  not  now. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  LORD  CHANCELLOR  introduced  his  Bank- 
ruptcy Bill.  The  old  Act,  in  handing  over  arrangements  in  Bank- 
ruptcy to  creditors,  had  too  often  handed  over  bankrupt  estates  to 
the  trustees'.  The  new  Bill  will  empower  creditors  to  appoint  com- 
mittees of  inspection,  who  will  nominate  the  trustee  and  look  after 
him ;  and  estates  won't  be  allowed  more  than  two  years  for  liquida- 
tion. After  that  they  must  be  handed  over  to  the  Court.  As  it  is, 
they  are  left  in  trustees'  hands  till  they  get  liquidated  in  the  original 
sense  of  melting  away  altogether. 

(Commons.)— On  Commons.  CEOSS  held  his  own  against  all 
amenders. 

CROSS  introduced  his  Prisons  Bill — to  put  our  gaols  on  a  more 
uniform  footing  as  regards  diet,  discipline,  and  cost ;  and  to  that 


end  empowering  Government  to  take  into  its  own  hands  the  whole 
cost,  control,  and  management  of  prisoners  from  the  date  of  their 
committals.  This,  it  was  calculated,  would  save  £392,000  to  Local 
Rates,  if  it  added  £285,000  to  Imperial  expenditure.  A  balance  of 
some  hundred  thousand  to  the  good ;  to  say  nothing  of  the  improve- 
ment in  prison  discipline  and  administration.  Bravo,  CROSS  ! 
Another  point  scored  to  your  credit. 


Oxford  Soothing  Syrup. 

(For  Quieting  noisy  '  Varsity  Babies.    From  tlte  New  University  Receipt 
Book.) 

To  every  score  of  noisy  Undergraduates  add  half  a  dozen  prettily- 
behaved  young  Ladies — should  be  well  dressed.  Mix  well  together, 
and  serve  at  next  Commemoration. 


Those  Evening  Belles. 

"  THE  Sells  have  grown  old,"  MR.  IRVING  repined. 

"  Don't  '  ring  in'  with  their  old  drawing  force." 
"  Then  the  Belles,"  said  Miss  BATEMAN,  "  must,  after  their  kind, 

Have  to  Stratagem  speedy  recourse." 


Right  Again! 

KISIIXR  won  the  Derby.    Thus  prophesied  Punch : — 
"  Mineral  Colt,  of  wealth  be  mine." 

Explanation  is  unnecessary  for  those  who  know,  and  on  those  who 
don't  would  be  thrown  away. 


THE  HOSPITAL  FOR  LADY-STUDENTS  TO  ENTEE  AT. — The  Middle-sex. 
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AT    THE    HORSE-SHOW. 

EQicl  (to  Papa,  who  Tias  been  to  Luncheon).    "  You  '\K  NOT  MISSED  Mrrii,    I'AV.V.      TilBliE  HAS 

ONLY    BKELN    ONE    MAN    IN    TIIK    BuooK,    AND   TWO    TUMBLES    AT   THE    HuUDLKS  !  " 


DERBY  STAND-POINTS. 

IT  is  perhaps  needless  to  remark  that  Mr.  Punch  has  received  an  enormous  number  of 
descriptions  of  last  Wednesday's  race.   From  the  great  mass  of  such  contributions  Mr.  Punch 
has  selected  two,  which  he  presents  to  the  public,  that  they  may  strike  an  average  between 
them : — 
Sin,  June  I,  1876. 

NEVER  again !  I  have  now  seen  the  race  several  times,  and  on  every  occasion  I  have 
vowed  it  should  be  for  the  last  time.  Yet  this  year,  on  Wednesday  last,  I  found  myself  in 
a  hamsom  with  WALLIS — WILLIAM  WALLIS — and  a  hamper.  Never  go  to  the  Derby  in  a 
hansom  !  In  the  first  place,  you  have  no  room  for  your  legs ;  in  the  second  place,  if  you  ride 
(as  we  did)  four  miles  behind  a  van,  your  cab  will  become  a  receptacle  for  a  sufficient  amount 
of  peas  to  provide  soup  for  the  whole  British  Army  ;  and,  thirdly,  it  is  ten  to  one  that  your 
companion  will  (as  mine  did)  want  to  smoke  strong  cigars  the  whole  way  down  and  back.  I 
need  hardly  say  that  WILLIAM  felt  thirsty  at  an  early  period  of  the  day,  and  insisted  upon 
opening  the  hamper,  when  we  of  course  discovered  we  had  no  corkscrew.  A  blow  from  the 
Cabman's  whip  soon  got  over  this  difficulty,  though  if  the  incident  had  taken  place  anywhere 
e\eept  in  front  of  my  partner's  villa  at  Clapham,  I  should  have  been  better  pleased.  The 
Press  gentlemen,  who  are  paid  for  it,  always  rave  about  the  beauties  of  the  road.  I  have 
never  seen  anything  except  scrubby  hedges,  Cockney  villas,  and  an  unconscionable  amount 
of  dust.  Also  tin'  spectacle  of  several  thousand  ramshackle  vehicles  with  their  more  dis- 
gusting occupants,  is  not  one  to  raise  the  mind  to  good  and  noble  thoughts. 

\Ye  got  to  the  Downs,  had  some  lunch,  and  left  the  hamper  in  care  of  the  cabman.  I 
soon  lost  my  friend,  and  had  to  wander  about  by  myself.  Good  heavens,  Sir !  what  does  a 
man  go  to  the  Derby  for  r1  If  he  enjoys  having  his  coat  brushed  against  his  will ;  being 
pestered  by  tawdry  women  thrusting  decayed  vegetables  in  his  face  that  may  once  have 
been  roses ;  hearing  the  inanities  of  minstrels  whose  natural  dirt  one  would  think  would 
have  rendered  burnt  cork  superfluous ;  being  invited  to  spot  the  king  or  to  point  out  the 
little  pea ;  beinjf  sworn  at  for  getting  in  the  way  of  those  idiots  who  are  shying  at  cocoa- 
nuts  ;  being  grilled  alive  by  a  tiery  sun,  and  narrowly  escaping  being  run  over  by  the 
drags  of  a  bloated  aristocracy — if,  Sir,  he  enjoys  all  this,  he  is  fool  enough  for  anything; 
and  if  he  doesn't  enjoy  it,  he  is  ten  times  bigger  fool  for  not  being  comfortably  at  home. 
Just  before  the  race,  1  started  to  run  down  the  hill.  In  my  haste  I  dodged  under  a  carriage. 
"That's  him!  Stop  thief,  hold  him  tight!"  were  what  I  heard;  and  then  next  moment 
I  was  seized  by  two  policemen,  and  accused  of  having  stolen  a  bracelet !  In  vain  I  protested  ; 
I  had  been  seen  to  do  it ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  arrival  of  another  policeman  with 
the  real  offender  and  the  bracelet,  it  would  have  gone  hard  for  me.  As  soon  as  I  was 
released  I  heard  a  yell,  and,  on  turning  round,  saw  the  number  "  7  " ! 

What !     The  Race  over  !     I  luul  not  seen  it  ;  and  A'l's&er  rirst ! 

*•»»•»»* 

On  the  drive  home  I  will  not  dilate.  BILL  was,  as  he  put  it,  "  on,"  the  Cabman  (as 
he  put  it)  had  "  copped  the  brewer"  ;  both  of  them  (as  /put  it)  were  in  a  hopeless  state  of 
intoxication.  The  usual  amenities  of  the  road  took  place.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  as,  at  half- 


past  eight,  we  drove  up  GrosYenor  Place. 
uiy  companions  only  capable  of  being  used 
as  illustrations  to  a  lecture  on  the  Ghastly 
ts  of  Intemperance,  and  I  with  my 
•  •lollies  covered  with  Hour,  my  face  a  mass 
of  soot,  and  my  hat  bashed  in  with  a  cocoa- 
nut,  I  saw  on  a  balcony  a  lady  to  whom, 
during  a  sat-out  dance  on  Monday,  I  had, 
in  my  most  lilati  manner,  declared  the 
Derby  only  lit  for  boys.  Kin:  saw  me! 
The  Cabman  asked  more  than  the  appointed 
tare,  and,  mi  my  refusal  t.i  pay,  did,  at 
BILL'S  instigation,  hit  me  in  the  eye. 

Sir,  in  eoiielusion,  the  Derby  Day  is  a 
humbug  !  the  House  of  Commons,  for  ad- 
journing, is  a  humbug  !  and  you,  Sir,  are 
the  greatest  humbug  <>i  all  I'm-  encouraging 
in  Cartoon,  prose,  and  verse,  an  effete  and 
exploded  idiocy. 

Yours,  A 
05K  WHO  BACKED  PKTRABCH. 


PUNCH,  June  1,  1876. 

WHAT  a  days  you  are  having  ! 
Oh  tho  Darby!  1  drove  there  in  one 
"drag"  with  twelve  oi'  my  countrymen. 
Siu-h  larks  '.  My  wife  in  Hungary.  The 
school  Misses  —  I  could  have  married  them 
all  by  the  dozen.  The  country  superb.  The 
tinest  horses  and  carts  I  ever  saw  in  the 
\\  liule  oi  lit'e.  Some  hud  four  horses,  some 
one  donkey.  We  sang  "  Tiimmie,  make 
rooms  fur  my  l'm-1,-  "  the  whole  possible 
way  there.  We  had  u  line  place,  and  saw 
the  race  noble.  When  my  country's  horse 
won,  I  threwmy  hat  (whit-  in  the  air,  and 
never  saw  it  again.  After  lunch  we  had 
larks.  I  got  a  jolly  blow  on  my  head  from 
a  man  playing  Aunt  Silly.  A  Swell  threw 
lobster-salad  over  me.  I  talked  to  several 
grandes  dames  in  carriages,  who  gave  me 
champagne.  It  was  not  good,  but  the 
English  nobles  are  not  so  high  exclusive  as 
peoples  say.  We  had  great  fun  back  with 
squirts  and  'pea-shooters.  I  took  my  coat 
oft  and  fought  a  man,  and  was  knocked 
down  stunning.  Hurrah  for  the  Darby. 
I  shall  always  go.  Next  year,  with  my 
wife  —  in  Hungary  of  course.  I  saw  twice  so 
many  carriages  go  home  that  went  down. 

You   "tipped''   the   Winner.     I  drink 
your  very  good  healths. 

Yours,  &c., 
ONE  WHO  BACKED  KISBEB. 


TO  JUNE. 

EGAD,  'tis  a  good  derivation, 

With  beauty  and  power,  if  not  truth, 
For  the  East  wind  is  forced  to  cessation, 

And  the  year 's  in  its  lusty  hot  vouth. 
We  are  gay,  and  our  sons  and  our  daughters 

Delight  in  the  calm  plenilune, 
And  wander  on  Whitsuntide  waters 
'Mid  glory  of  June. 

Comes  music  from  many  a  villa, 
Where  they  dance  on  the  tree-shaded 

grass: 

The  swan  leads  his  cygnet-flotilla, 

And  hisses  at  boats  as  they  pass : 

Save  Hesperus,  twilight  is  starless 

In  the  light  of  a  fast-growing  moon, 
As  we  loiter  awhile,  not  cigarless, 
In  silence  of  June. 

Let  politics,  business,  annoyance, 
Away  to  the  Xephyrs  be  nung  : 
Accept  the  fair  season's  soft  joyance : 
In  the  breath  of  the  youth-month  grow 

young. 
The  call  of  inflexible  Dutv 

Will  break  up  our  holiday  soon, 
So  enjoy,  as  you  laze  amid  beauty, 
This  fragment  of  June. 
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LAST    NEWS    FROM    THE    SPIRIT-WORLD. 

Medium.  "  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE  LATE  ME.  JONES  is  PRESENT."  Jones's  Widow  (with  emotion).  "I  HOPE  YOU  ABE  HAPPY,  JONES  !" 

Jones  (raps  out).  "  FAK  HAPPIER  THAN  I  EVER  WAS  ON  EARTH  ! " 
Jones's  Widow.  "  OH,  JONES  !  THEN  YOU  MUST  BE  IN  HEAVEN!"  Jones.  "  Ox  THE  CONTRARY  I" 


THE  SCIENCE  SHOW,  SOUTH  KENSINGTON. 

THE  following  Notes  are  extracted  from  a  Catalogue  found  by  the 
Police  in  the  Exhibition  of  Scientific  Apparatus,  now  open  at  South 
Kensington.  There  is  no  name  in  the  Catalogue— " Puffing  Billy" 
scribbled  on  the  title-page  appears  to  refer  to  a  venerable  steam- 
engine — but  the  owner  was  evidently  a  man  of  an  independent  and 
original  mind,  disposed  to  view  the  instruments  in  the  Collection  in 
novel  aspects,  and  not  tied  and  bound  to  any  preconceived  scientific 
theories,  or  overridden  by  narrow  intellectual  assumptions.  Certain 
of  those  who  have  had  the  privilege  of  examining  this  Catalogue 
and  its  marginal  Notes,  seem  to  think  that  some  at  least  of  them  may 
have  been  made  without  the  writer  seeing  the  objects  they  refer  to — 
a  question  of  considerable  importance,  on  which  we  should  be  glad 
to  receive  the  opinions  of  learned  bodies  and  distinguished  men  of 
science  both  at  home  and  abroad. 

Notes. 

"  Slide  Rule."  As  this  instrument  may  be  applied  (among  other 
purposes)  "to  find  areas,"  no  Policeman,  who  has  a  proper  regard 
for  his  own  comfort  and  happiness,  ought  to  be  without  one. 

"  Napier  Bones."  Mysterious,  dismal,  chilly.  To  which  of  the 
many  celebrated  NAPIERS  did  these  bones  belong,  and  how  is  it  that 
they  are  not  in  their  natural  resting-place  ? 

"  Instruments  of  Precision."  Invaluable  to  those  innumerable 
vague  persons  of  both  sexes,  who  are  totally  unable  to  detail  what 
they  hear,  read,  or  see,  in  any  accurate,  clear,  or  intelligible  manner. 
But  can  they  be  taught  how  to  use  these  instruments  '< 

"  Plotting  Scales."  Harmless  enough  here,  but  likely  to  arouse 
suspicion  in  countries  fertile  in  conspiracies,  secret  societies,  and 
revolutions. 

' '  The  Wealemefna."  What  can  this  be  ?  A  new  patent  medicine, 
or  hair-dye,  or  a  strange  wild  animal  from  India,  would  clearly  be 
out  of  place  in  a  Collection  of  this  character.  Perhaps  it  is  another 
sewing  machine. 

"  Measures  of  Capacity."  What  a.boon  to  constituencies  choosing 


new  Members,  masters  and  mistresses  engaging  fresh  servants 
youthful  persons  of  both  sexes  selecting  partners  for  life,  and 
parents  determining  on  the  future  career  of  their  progeny ! 

"  Delicate  pressure  Gau?e."  By  the  aid  of  this  ingenious  instru- 
ment, a  diffident  man  will  be  able  to  estimate  exactly  the  amount  of 
encouragement  he  may  derive  from  the  "  delicate  pressure  "  of  his 
hand  by  the  beautiful  being  who  is  the  source  of  all  his  thoughts, 
dreams,  schemes,  hopes,  fears,  and  palpitations. 

"  Vox  JOLLY'S  Spring-balance."  The  mere  title  puts  one  in 
spirits  for  the  whole  of  the  day.  We  forget  the  lateness  of  the 
season,  and  the  North-East  wind,  and  the  Eastern  Question,  and 
everything  else  that  is  uncomfortable  and  depressing. 

"  A  12-mile  Protractor."  Consult  PAYSON  WESTON,  or  some  other 
eminent  pedestrian,  as  to  the  uses  and  advantages  of  this  instrument, 
before  going  into  training. 

"  's.  GEAVESANDE'S  Apparatus  to  demonstrate  the  Theory  of  the 
Wedge."  There  is  something  irresistibly  fascinating  and  provoking 
to  the  curiosity  about  that  initial  "'s."_  Does  the  Theory  of  the 
Wedge  apply  to  the  whole,  or  only  the  thin  end  of  it  ? 

"  Soldier  Experiment."  Strongly  recommended  to  the  notice  of 
the  Horse  Guards  and  War  Office. 

"  Revolution  Indicator."  Must  be  of  the  greatest  possible  service 
in  countries,  where  Revolutions  occur  with  a  frequency  to  make  some 
sure  warning  of  their  approach  invaluable  to  those  inhabitants  who 
are  wise  enough  to  sell  out  of  the  Funds  and  change  their  residence. 

"  Whistles  for  producing  Shrill  Notes."  Any  one  who  has  the 
misfortune  to  live  near  a  railway  will  condemn  these  as  a  superfluous 
and  terrible  invention. 

"  Set  of  Vowel  Forks."  The  attendant,  on  being  asked  why  this 
set  was  incomplete— there  being  no  Consonant  Knives — was  mute. 

"Siren,"  and  "Double  Siren"  (see  HOMER'S  Odyssey).  Sure  to 
draw  enormous  crowds.  Except,  perhaps,  a  Mermaid,  the  origi- 
nators of  the  exhibition  could  not  have  sought  and  obtained  a  greater 
attraction.  (They  are  perfectly  harmless.)  With  the  ample  material 
at  their  disposal,  the  Committee  might  arrange  a  most  telling  con- 
cert. The  Sirens,  of  course,  would  be  the  principal  vocalists,  the 


fit 


JI-NK  10,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OK  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


237 


prime  ilimnn  (soprano  and  contralto),  with  the  accompaniment  in  certain 
pieces  of  the  "  Tube  for  Singing  Flames."    The  instrumental  part 
of  the  performance  would  be  a  safe  success  with  the     Fog  Horns, 
"  Patent  Double  Trumpet,"  "Marimba  or  Balafo,"  "Enharmonic 
Harmonium,"  and  "Revolving  Drum." 

"  Powerful  Spectroscope."    For  Santa  GHOSTS! 

"  Jellett's  Saccharometer."  Sounds  nice  and  sweet.  Will  also 
recall  to  visitors  in  Ascot  week  a  once  noted  racehorse.  (N.B. 
Persons  interested  in  horses,  especially  intending  purchasers,  should 
not  fail  run  fully  to  examine  the  "  Pony  Sounder.1') 

Are  you  a  person  of  weak  or  highly  sensitive  nerves  ?  If  so,  ap- 
proach with  due  caution,  or  perhaps  better  still, 'avoid  altogether  UM 
"  Wild  Polarising  Trobometer."  Beware  also  of  the  "  Inunder 
House  "  and  "  Thunder  Pump." 

"  Photometer,  for  ascertaining  amount  of  daylight, 
days  in  the  year,  in  London  for  example,  when  this  instrument  might 
be  called  into  active  requisition. 

"Optical  Bank."  The  wonderful  Catalogue,  generally  full 
enough,  is  here  obviously  deficient.  It  does  not  say  whether  the  Bank 
is  on  the  Limited  Liability  principle  ;  it  mentions  no  name*  of  Direc- 
tors ;  it  is  silent  as  to  the  amount  of  the  shares  ;  and  it  gives  no 
address.  Without  some  further  explanation,  we  shall  keep  our  money 
in  the  "  London  and  Westminster." 

"  Interference  Apparatus."  Almost  the  only  blot  on  the  Exhibi- 
tion. Surely,  surely,  there  is  enough  interference  already  goine  on 
in  the  world  without  Science  being  called  in  to  lend  iits  aid  to 
foment  and  increase  it !  We  are  sure  the  authorities  will  see  this 
matter  in  the  proper  light,  and  at  once  withdraw  the  Apparatus 
from  the  Collection. 

"  Apparatus  for  demonstrating  the  Glory  on  bedewed  Meadows." 
Suggestive  of  poetry,  and  recollections  of  early  rising. 

a  Model  of  Circular  red-hot  Copper  Railway.''  This  is  too 
dreadful !  Are  there  not  perils  enough  in  our  Railway  System  ? 
Where  is  this  "  red  hot  Copper  Railway  "  to  be  found  ?  What  part 
of  the  kingdom  does  it  traverse  ?  Has  it  much  passenger  traffic  ? 
Does  it  pay  any  dividend  ? 

Here,  for  the  present,  we  must  pause  in  our  extracts  from  these 
Notes ;  first  recommending  pages  20—22,  76— 86,  and  332— 3-12  of 
the  Catalogue  as  light  and  pleasant  reading  for  leisure  moments. 


BOOKS  AND  BRAIN- WORK. 

A  WONDERFUL  instrument,  said  to  havebeen  invented  by  DR.  Mosso, 
of  Turin,  was  described  the  other  day  by  DR.  GASKBLL,  at  a  Con- 
ference connected  with  the  "  Biology  section  of  the  Loan  Collection 
of  Scientific  Instruments  at  South  Kensington.  It  appears  to  be  a 
register  chiefly  for  measuring  the  fulness  of  the  limbs— hence  named 
the  Plethysmograph.  According  to  a  summary  of  its  description : — 

"  The  whole  of  the  fare-arm  is  immersed  in  water  in  a  glass  vessel,  and  the 
cover  of  india-rubber  grasps  the  arm  with  a  water-tight  grip.  Every  enlarge- 
ment or  cont ruction  of  the  arm  by  the  inflow  of  additional  blood,  or  the 
withdrawal  of  the  usual  amount,  causes  a  difference  in  the  bulk  of  the  arm, 
which  affects  the  pressure  on  the  water.  This  is  connected  by  a  pipe  with  a 
recorder." 

Cut  bono  f — the  present  reader  will  not  inquire,  for  the  reader  of 
Punch  never  asks  a  shallow  question.  If  it  were  asked,  however, 
the  following  reply,  as  far  as  it  goes,  may  be  deemed  more — or  less 
— satisfactory. 

"  If  a  demand  is  made  for  blood  in  the  brain  by  unusual  brain  action,  it  is 
necessarily  withdrawn  from  the  extremities ;  hence  it  is  claimed  that  this 
apparatus  can  be  used  for  testing  the  intensity  of  brain  action.  It  is  stated 
that  a  classical  scholar  tested  with  a  Latin  and  Greek  book  showed  more  blood 
needed  for  brain-work  to  read  Greek  than  Latin." 

A  picture  of  the  classical  scholar  as  he  appeared  sitting'with  his 
arm  in  a  Plethysmograph,  and  being  tested  thereby,  might  be 
executed  with  effect  by  a  humorous  artist.  It  would  represent  an 
experiment  of  literary  and  scientific  value,  which  could  no  doubt  be 
estimated  by  a  sufficient  scholar  and  competent  philosopher  laying 
their  heads  together.  But.  perhaps,  before  drawing  any  conclusions 
from  the  indications  of  the  Plethysmograph  of  the  comparative 
quantity  of  blood  needed  by  the  brain  for  brain- work  performed  in 
reading,  severally,  a  Latin  book  and  a  Greek  book,  they  would  like 
to  know  what  books  the  Greek  book  and  the  Latin  book  respectively 
were.  Even  a  school-boy  in  a  low  form  could  inform  a  philosopher 
who  knew  not,  or  did  not  consider,  that  some  Latin  books  are 
harder  work  to  read  than  some  Greek  books,  as  well  as  vice  versa. 
Reading  the  former,  therefore,  would,  according  to  the  theory  of 
the  Plethysmograph,  cause  the  brain  to  attract  to  itself  the  greater 
quantity  of  blood,  as  recorded  by  that  ingenious  contrivance.  If  the 
Plethysmograph  can  be  trusted,  its  application  to  the  works  of  con- 
temporary writers  would  be  interesting.  A  stupid  book,  however, 
may  be  harder  work  to  read  than  a  clever  one.  On  the  other  hand, 
if  thought  is  brain-work,  the  study  of  some  very  popular  writings 
would  not  perhaps  be  found  attended  with  any  extraordinary 
determination  of  blood  to  the  brain. 


HISTORICAL  QUESTIONS. 

(For  the  use  of  those  who  go  to  Fancy  Dress  Eallx.) 


What  does  tradi- 
tion say  about  the  early 
Norman  Kings  ? 

Answer.  That  they  wore 
costumes  wonderfully 
adapted  for  the  conceal- 
ment of  an  ungainly  figure. 

Q.  Who  was  RICHAUD 
THE  FIBST  ? 

A.  A  man  with  a  sauce- 
pan (minus  a  handle)  upon 
his  head,  and  a  calico  shirt 
(plus  a  cross)  upon  his 
back.  This  person  also 
was  much  given  to  wearing 
stockings  and  gloves  made 
of  steel  netting. 

Q.  What  is  known  about 


A.  That  they  must  have 
put  down  their  battle-axes 
before  they  began  to  waltz. 
Q.   Who  was  JOAN  OP 
ABC? 

A .  A  young  Lady  partial 
to  spangles  and  back  hair. 
Q.  What  were  the  pecu- 
liarities of  a  Page— time 
of  the  Battles  of  the  Roses  ? 
A.  To  wear  silk  tights, 
a  velvet  doublet,  a  small 
dagger,  and   a  feathered 
hat,  and  to  take  off  his  false  moustache  after  supper. 
Q.  What  does  History  know  about  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH  ? 
A.  That  he  was  a  portly  man  of  a  certain  [age  who  did  not 
shrink  from  exhibiting  his  legs. 
Q.  Who  was  ELIZABETH  ? 

A.  A  red-haired  Lady,  in  a  long-waisted  dress  trimmed  with 
pearls  and  decorated  with  a  pantomime  ruff. 

Q.  Tell  me  all  you  know  about  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 
A.  He  had  a  bald  head,  and  wore  black  velvet  tempered  with 
shirt  collar. 

Q.  What  do  you  believe  about  CHABLES  THE  FIRST  ? 
A.  That  his  habitual  melancholy  must  have  been  partly  caused 
by  the  heaviness  of  his  wig. 

Q.  What  were  the  characteristics  of  CHABLES  THE  SECOND. 
A.  To  wear  big  bouts  and  a  corked  moustache,  and  to  tumble 
over  his  sword  in  the  third  figure  of  the  Lancers. 

Q.  What  is  known  about  MABY  QUEEM  OP  SCOTS,  MARGUERITE  OF 
ANJOU,  ANNE  BOLEYN,  CHARLOTTE  CORDAY,  CATHERINE  OP  RUSSIA, 
and  MARIK  ANTOINETTE  ? 
A.  That  they  all  used  rouge  and  blanc  de  perle. 
Q.  What  was  the  specialite  of  GENERAL  MONK  ? 
A.  His  large  development  of  boots. 
Q.  Give  the  chief  result  of  the  First  French  Revolution  ? 
A.  The  introduction  of  tricolor  scarves,  leathers,  and  red  woollen 
night-caps. 

Q.  Who  was  NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE  P 

A.  A  clean-shaved  person,  who  wore  boots  up  to  his  knees  to 
conceal  the  thinness  of  nis  legs. 

Q.  Give  the  names  of  French  Historical  Personages  generally 
recognised  in  England. 

A.  FRANCIS  THE  FIRST,  HENRY  THE  FOURTH,  and  a  mysterious 
individual  (wearing  from  time  to  time  costumes  of  various  cen- 
turies)vaguely  known  as  "  the  Regent." 

Q.  Has  Germany  ever  produced  a  remarkable  man  ? 
A.  Yes,  once.    FBEDEBICK  THE  GBEAT:  celebrated  for  his  boots. 
Q.  From  what  classes  of  people  are  the  armies  of  the  Continent 
supposed  to  receive  their  most  numerous  recruits  ? 
A.  From  bashful  Black  Brunswickers  and  apologetic  Vivandieres. 
Q.  And  lastly,  what  is  known  about  all  Historical  Personages  ? 
A.  That  they  would  have  found  their  costumes  exceedingly  un- 
comfortable and  inconvenient  in  a  modern  ball-room. 


See-Saw  Song'. 
(For  fast  young  Stock-jobbers  and  Financial  Agcnti.) 

HERE  we  go  up,  up,  up. 

And  here  we  go  down,  down,  down ; 

And  here  we  go  into  the  Bankruptcy  Court, 

And  then  we  get  round,  round,  round. 
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CLUBS!     CLUBS! 


"  IN  the  name  of  the  Prophet,  Figs !  " 
When  the  Caireen  higgler  cried, 

'Twas  from  sublime  to  ridiculous 
Rebuked  as  a  suddea  stride. 

But  our  cry  is  now,  through  all  classes  and 
crafts, 

From  senators  to  subs, 
Tory  swells  to  Radical  working-men. 

"  In  the  name  of  the  profit,  Clubs !  " 

Such  virtue  in  Co-operation  is, 

Such  advantage  in  prime  cost, 
Invest  upon  Club  principles, 

And  your  money  can't  be  lost. 

From  London's  dung-hill  cryptogamous 
Club-moss  may  be'said  to  grow : 


We  have  streets  of  Clubs,  and  squares  of 

Clubs, 
Big  and  little,  high  and  low. 

Like  mushrooms,  they  want  little  root ; 

Strange  food  they  seem  to  swallow : 
At  the  game  of  the  day  you  must  follow  suit, 

And  *'  Clubs  "  is  the  suit  to  follow. 

Are  you  a  Swell?     You  must  have  your 

Club; 

That  you  're  not  a  Snob  to  tell. 
Are  you  a  Snob?     You  must  have  your 

Club; 
To  show  that  you  are  a  Swell. 

And  in  this  universal  suit, 
In  spite  of  snubs  and  rubs, 


You  '11   find   each   thinks   the   Club   he 

holds 
The  highest  card  in  Clubs. 

Till  one  may  say,  that  High  or  Low, 
Jack,  Game,  all  round  the  ring, 

Each,  if  asked  to  give  his  Club  a  name, 
Of  Clubs  would  call  it  King. 

And  if  the  Ladies  had  their  rights, 
And  petticoat-Clubs  were  seen, 

The  Ladies  all  would  be  pulling  caps, 
Each  of  Clubs  to  prove  hers;the  Queen. 

There 's  only  one  court-card  in  Clubs 
That  I  fancy  all  would  waive  ; 

So  suppose  we  started  that,  and  called 
Our  Club  of  Clubs  the  Knave ! 
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AT    MADAME    TUSSAUD'S. 

'  OH,  UNCLE  GEOBOE  !     Do  THEY  KILL  THKM  BEFORE  THKY  STUFF  THEM  ? ' 


IMPORTANT  OFFICIAL  INQUIRY. 

Mu.  BROMLEY-DAVENPORT'S  insinuation  that  SIB  WLLFBID  LAWSON  visited  the  Derby  last 
year,  and  returned    '  somewhat  dusty,  very  cheerful,  and  with  a  doll  in  his  hat,"  induced 
Ur.  Pwtckto  institute  an  inquiry  as  to  whether  the  Honourable  Baronet  Iwent  to  the  Derby 
this  year.    Ihe  following  is  an  abstract  of  the  evidence  taken  :— 

A  Gentleman  could  almost  be  positive  that  the  Honourable  Baronet  sat  opposite  to  him  in 
a  tram  going  to  Epsom,  but  his  face  was  partly  concealed  by  a  newspaper,  The  Morning 
Aiirfrtiser,  which  he  was  intently  perusing:.  Could  not  swear  that  it  was  SIB  WILTED). 
w  AvpurTey<"'  of  Refreshments  said  that  a  Gentleman  answering  to  the  description  of  the 
Member  for  Carlisle  called  for  a  bottle  of  Champagne,  and  drank  it  all  himself.  He 
observed  it  was  a  great  shame  that  Champagne-bottles  did  not  hold  an  imperial  quart. 
After  he  left,  some  one  said  it  was  Sra  WILFRID  LAWSON,  or  8m  WILLIAM  DAWSON  •  could 
not  be  sure  which. 

A  Gipsy  Fortune-Teller  said  she  fancied  she  knew  the  "  pretty  gentleman."  He  crossed 
her  hand  with  silver,  and  was  very  funny.  She  asked  the  first  letter  of  his  first  name,  and 
he  said  W.  She  then  told  him  that  if  he  would  be  serious,  and  there  was  nobody  else  in 
the  world,  he  might  some  day  become  a  great  man.  This  seemed  to  affect  him  greatly 
lardly  thought  sixpence  enough  for  such  information.  Perhaps  some  other  pretty  gentle- 
man would  cross  her  hand.  She  thought  she  saw  a  gent  in  the  chair  who  liked  to  'Pkiss  a 
Pretty  girl  in  a  corner."  (Ordered  out  of  the  room.) 

Ch^stof  Epsom  gave  evidence  that  a  Gentleman  came  into  his  shop  on  the  after- 
the  Derby  pay,  and  asked  for  something  to  cure  the  "  hiccups/  which  he  said 
were  the  Jesuit  of  imprudently  drinking  some  cold  water.     The  Gentleman  could  stand 
quite  steady  by  holding  on  to  a  chair.    Thought  it  might  have  been  the  Honourable  Baronet, 

" 


A  Hansom-Cab  Driver  deposed  to  having  driven  a  'Gentleman  answering  the  description 

Epsom  and  on  arriving-  m  town  he  was  told  to  drive  to  the  House  of  Commons     The 

H'.usi.  was  closed,  and  the  (untl.inan,  who  seemed  pretty  comfortable,  said,  "Of  course, 

mint      Hn     T,:Sevor,In]m(1;   better  luck  next  year."      He  was  discharged  at  West! 

iu  his  cab  M  a  P°Cket  corkscrew'  ^h  &e  initials   "W.   L.," 

Finally,  n  p,  rs.m  gave  evidence  that  the  Honourable  Baronet,  or  some  one  very  like  him, 


wound  up  his  watch  in  St.  James's  Park 
the  next  day  after  the  race,  and  set  it  by 
the  Horse  Guards'  clock.  -  •-.-.—»  ~  • 

Mr.  Punch  does  not  consider  the  above 
•  violence  sufficient  for  him  to  come  to  a 
dei  ision  upon,  but  must  ask  the  public  to 
I'lirni  their  own  conclusions  on  this  most  im- 
portant matti-r. 


PROPERTY  AND  COMMONS. 

X  r.v  KU  mind  scenery, 
l-'iiliuge  and  greenery. 
1'lants  with  machinery 

liaise  in  their  lieu. 
All  but  utility 
Deem  imbecility, 
Dotage,  anility, 

Scorn  and  eschew. 

Commons,  what  use  on  'em, 

to  the  goose  on  'em  '". 
Cuttle  run  loose  on  'em, 

Vagrants  abound. 
Village  brats  play  on  'an, 
I  H-kasses  bray  on  'em, 
Going  astray  on  'mi, 

Clapped  in  the  Pound. 

Sweep  gorse  and  heather,  all, 
Off  them  together,  all, 
Break  them  up,  whether  all 

_  Good  hind,  or  no. 
Build  over  wild  and  waste ; 
<  )nce  flowery  paths  effaced, 
With  smart  new  streets  replaced, 
Terrace  and  row. 

Our  Regulation  Bill, 
Scarce  Conservation  Bill — 
— Slight  Limitation  Bill, 

E'en  let  it  pass, 
And  not  at  least  impede, 
If  not  enclosure  speed, 
Soon  may  no  Common  feed  , 

Or  goose,  or  ass. 

Not  common  lands  would  we 
Keep,  as  Conaerrers,  free, 
But  claims  of  Property 

'Gainst  them  uphold. 
Let  sentimental  swains 
Weep  for  their  silent  plains, 
Lone  glades,  and  glens,  and  lanes, 

Woodland  and  wold. 

Let  the  tall  chimneys  rise, 
Let  them  begrime  tie  skies, 
While  they  regale  our  eyes. 

Old  England  may 
Grow,  as  her  face  they  blur, 
So  bards  and  fools  arer, 
Richer  and  uglier 

Every  day. 


Nothing  Like  Lucidity. 

THE  subjoined  piece  of  excellent  advice 
is  extracted  from  the  Belfast  Newsletter 
of  May  25  :— 

"  BOTTLED  CLAIETS  OF  1874  VINTAOB. — Thii 
Vintage  is  so  superior  it  is  worthy  the  attention 
of  all  large  consumers.  Any  gentleman  buying 
now  and  laying  past  him  will  find  he  has  a  Wine 

hat  could  not  b»  purchased  a  year  hence  except 

it  nearly  two-thirds  of  what  he  can  do  so  now. 

Je  careful  in  buying  nothing  only  classed  Vintage 

If  IBM." 


MBS.  HALAPBOP  ON  FISH  CTLTtrRE. 

MBS.  MALAPKOP  presents  her  compli- 
ments to  MB.  FBASK  BUCKLAITD,  and  begs 
o  know  if  any  of  the  big  sea-monsters  in 
lis  Fish  Museum  have  been  captured  by 
ie  claws  of  the  Habeas  Porpoise  Act. 
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UNANIMOUS   ALL    ROUND. 

find-hearted  Parson.  "  DEAR  ME!    TAKE  CARE  !    SUPPOSE 1  HOPE  HE  WON'T  HIT  TOUR  FINGERS!" 

Gigantic  Navvy.  "  So  DO  HE  TOO,  SIK  !    You  MAY  DEPEND  " — {with  meaning) — "  HE  'D  BETTER  !  !" 


PRAISE  FROM  THE  POPE. 

"  The  English  is  a  highly  religious  nation,  and,  as  far  as  the  Reformation 
permits,  a  religious  nation  .  .  .  The  Anabaptists  were  burnt  alive  by  QUEEN 
ELIZABETH  .  .  .  The  Arians  were  burnt  under  EDWARD  THE  SIXTH,  and 
the  writ  De  Harctico  Comburendo  lasted  a  long  time  .  .  .  Religious  in- 
difference was  never  tolerated." — See  L' Osservaiore  Romano. 

IN  the  City  Eternal  the  POPE'S  own  journal 

Strange  praise  of  England  soundeth ; 
That  it  once  was  a  place  of  Christian  grace, 

Which,  in  some  tilings,  still  aboundeth. 
Once  we  prisoned  and  nned  to  enlighten  the  mind 

Of  Dissent,  just  as  Orthodox  men  do : 
And  confprmitie  enforced  with  a  De 

Hteretico  Comburendo! 

ELIZABETH,  so  history  saith, 

Was  of  heresy  pupil  aptest ; 
But  even  in  her  good  deeds  occur, 

For  she  roasted  the  Anabaptist : 
And  though  EDWARD  THE  SIXTH  was  graceless,  he 

Did  what  Rome  would  fain  again  do — 
Made  the  Arians  see  the  meaning  of  De 

Hceretico  Comburendo. 

,    Let  us  swallow  the  praise  ;  for  in  these  dull  days 

Though  none  are  with  thumb-screws  tortured, 
Or  burnt  at  the  stake  for  Piety's  sake 

With  wood  from  the  nearest  orchard, 
Church  Suits  there  be — and  when  folk  see 

The  strange  things  that  saintly  men  do, 
They  feel  there  should  be  a  new  writ,  De 

Lunatico  Inquirendo. 


A  SELLING  RACE  (dedicated  to  the  Supporters  of  Petrarch}. — The 
Derby ! 


FESTIVE  ECONOMY. 

THE  "  Centenary  of  ADAM  SMITH  "  was  celebrated  on  Thursday 
last  week,  being  the  Hundredth  Anniversary  of  the  publication  of 
SMITH'S  Wealth  of  Nations,  by  a  dinner  at  the  Pall  Mall  Restaurant, 
Waterloo  Place,  MR.  GLADSTONE  in  the  Chair,  presiding  over  a  large 
number  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  politicians,  statesmen,  and 
philosophers,  additionally  regaled  after  their  banquet  with  a  doubt- 
less genial  address  by  MB.  LOWE.  This  dinner  was  given  by  the 
Political  Economy  Club.  Some  curiosity,  therefore,  may  be  felt  as 
to  its  menu.  In  connection  with  the  wealth  of  nations  illustrating 
the  wealth  of  individuals,  that,  of  course,  was  not  limited  to  work- 
house fare,  but  might  it  not,  on  principle,  have  included  Skilligolee 
d  la  Melasse  and  Potage  d  la  Oardien  des  Pauvres,  otherwise 
Soupe  Maigre  d  la  Maison  d' Industrie  1  These  delicacies  may 
have  been  untasted,  but  there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes  ;  and  some 
enthusiastic  political  economists  may  possibly,  all  the  rather  if  per- 
sonally economical  as  well,  prefer  the  lighter  soups  abovementioned 
to  turtle,  either  thick  or  clear,  and  even  for  themselves. 


A  Contradiction  in  Terms. 

IN  his  Seraglio  prison 

ABDUL-AZIZ  sighed,  too  late, 
"  The  Softa  is  my  downfall, 

The  harder  is  my  fate." 


CBUELTT  TO  OUR  KIND. 

IN  case  the  new  Vivisection  Bill  becomes  law,  will  it  protect  the 
higher  as  well  as  the  lower  animals  ?  Does  it  contain  any  clause 
forbidding  people  to  cut  their  friends,  or  restraining  literary  gentle- 
men from  cutting  up  one  another ! 


MOTTO  FOR  THE  DETHRONED  SULTAN.— "  Though  lost  to  sight,  to 
memory  dear." 
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SONNETS    FOR    THE    SEX. 


Wt  idolise  the  I.miics.     An-  they  fai- 

Win)  make  di  lieiuus  this  slow  world  of  ours — 
Or  1'roni  Olympian  hotheds  happy  HI. 

i-cn<  fee  from  rilestial  dair'es? 
'  t  nrr  they,  anil  their 

( 'harm  care  :iwa\  ,  anil  iHve  us  joyous  boon, 
And  multiply  <  ur  pleasures  ai;  \<tt, 

rrovidrd  tl  rn  missionaries. 


We   like  the   l.ld.V    Wild 

ly  who  makes  jiious  fuss, 

-philosopher  who  thinks  -h"  thinks, 
And  st  udie-.  San-krit  or  the  Calculus, 
Or  hunts  'mid  1'nh/ii!  tor  missing  links.' 
When  tl..  .  we  ask  «hy  this  is  tl 

O  Misn.i:  KAMI:  (rummi. 

(>  Mis  ri-.i:  AI.I.H:M'.N  Cm  u.  i  s  Sw  1x1:1  KM.  !    ! 

Having  now  e  t  ic  lunch 

With  two  t'air  irn  '  il..u-Iv  pr 

Swears  your  /•'.<».>///»•,  /)*• 

Are  just  lay  figures  with  no  I..  ttch, 

And  he,  the  giant  of  the  comic  hun 

a  bouncing  Devonshire  BETTY. 
lie  knows,  which  you,  it  clearh  nut, 

Where,  in  the  maddening  whirl  of  this  wild  p 

\Vith  statesmen  solid,  Bonnet-scribbl 

TIow  to  discover  in.  u  wlio  know  what  's  what, 
Jlovv  to  di  bed  the  gi  ni  amid  the  rranite, 

How  to  find  I  ly. 

Well,  just  another  sonnet,  Ladies  fair: 

1'iiiii-h  lovi  s  to  sic  your  i  -it  ways, 

's  happy  ha/e, 

-ware!" 

i  of  days 


b  a  joke  of  toil, 

id  or  pen  : 

on*  hour, 

get  than  the  foil, 
uf  men. 


i  wijoeri 

prefel  1  hwfcl 

easy  sin  ngtn  that  nulc 
hand  that  masters  eil 
r  a  gloi 
n  that  the 
Love  Ladyhood,  and  live 


J!I:\MJ   tn-    CHAMMHI    TO   BK   AVOIDED   AT 
*.-  Kninart. 


AI>M.  i    OIMTIS  -ID    riji;  RCI&IAN  <JKM:UAi.  VafYotr- 
KOFF.— Take  a  Lozenge. 


1'AIIISH   RKLTEF. 

DK.U;  Mu.  TYxcn, 

Si  i;i;i,y  SIR  THOMAS  BROWNE,  had  he  lived  iu  these  davs, 
would  hay.-  included  am..nv.-t  ''  \'nk'ar  I'.i •<•' >r-  "  t  he  eommon  idea 
of  the  duties  of  a  "  Keli.  \  ."  Tiii  m  ,  you 

observe  made  in  a  ooowniu  >m."A  i'nr\Tiir  PAL 

to  thi'   Itnili/  .Vr/rs.     It   is  one  which  Clergymen  iu  general,  as  a 
labour     under— a    peculiarly    clerical    error.      The 
"  COUNTHY  PAKSON  "  airs  his  fallacy  in  the  following  anecdote : — 

"A  M  in   my  puri.-ih  tin'  '  what  I  say.     A  poor 

miin  was  suffering  from  an  ubsrcss  in  his  nei'k,  and  the  Doctor  '<*der«d,'  or 

a  rrrtain  <jaantity  »f  inulton  ami  ale  evrrv 

the  Doctor  told  me,  '  lie  "a^'lit  i"  Imvc.'     Tlie  KMi.  ving  OrHc*w,  1, 
ink  so;  hut  j,-ave  only  what  he  thoin 

ra  'he  roll  aiiinii! 

li\  ill1  Doctor.     I  remonstrated  with  the  ISnanl.  telling  them  in  truth  that  a 
ild  furo  better  in  like  circumstaui'es,  but  to  no 
]''.n|  •  heir  officer  from  all  blame." 

Ife  then  wrote  (,,  d,r    Local  Government  Board,  but  the  Local 

rnnu'iit    I!-  .  i   (iiiarilians.     Tiie  Board 

( It'  course.     He  invoked  the  aid  of 

Peer  who  shared   hi:.  .'inn   of  a   JMii'vinir 

:     vain.     The  noble  Lord  was  too  bn 
uiuibc  in'. 

,  as  above  stated,  with 

a  perl'ectly  true  remark  : — 
••It  is  iii'i-iili  t  .  .  .  when  n  sick  man  lias  to  wait  ncarlv  a  f«rt- 

!.e  oMaimJ  i  uiatratiauof 

onleied  liy  the  Doctor,  the  juwr  sutlercr  hiw  tune  tu  wait  md  ty  die  with- 
out it." 

'nlv.     Tlieie  is  not   H  what   is 

obvious.      l-j|ually  He  .   ••  ( 'ocxi-uv  PAKM.N 

q\ient  comiueuts  on  the  miary  and  si  ch  'h>  .-in me-- 

that  "the  Ueliesiii"  (Mliei-r  i-.'uot  a!!-.\\,  ,1  to  obey  the  Doctor's  ••• 
ns   ri'L'aiiU   n  1 

lians,"   entails  on    "the  nick    :  \steii 

lially  penal  entail's  misery  and  Butieriujr— it  it  M-orks"»s  it 
should. 

'-t   other  par*ins--;i: 


duty  is  to  relieve  the  poor  no  more  than  he  must.     He  is  the  Parish 

\  iujr  Officer.     His  office  is  to  relieve  the  parish.    He  has  to  do 

y  administering  the  iiu'iu'muiii  of  relief  to  the  poor.    Relieving 

Officer*,  too  many  of  them,  if  left  to  themselves,  would  too  commonly 

•  ak  enough  sometimes  t"  tak"  the  vulgar  and  clerical  view  of 
tiMr  business,  and  tly  in  thu  face  of  parochial  j)hilo,o;.hy.    Jt_would 

r  do  to  allow  them  to  execute  the  orders  oi  doctors  at  their  own 
11.    Doctors,  in  their  ideas  of  what  the  "sick  poor,"  as  they 

•  ailed,  ought  to  have,  are  apt  to  be  quite  as  extravagant  as 

;s.     The  Guardians  have  to   guard  the  ratepayers'  pockets. 
iy  they  know  how. 

As  to  a  "sick  horse  or  a  sick  cow,"  how  absurd  comparing  valu- 
able stock  to  paupers !  There  are  indeed  horses  and  cows  corre- 
sponding to  the  "  sick  poor  "  closely  enough ;  but  wo  can  relieve 
ourselves  of  them  without  any  other  Relieving  Officer  than  the 
vi  r.  Parish  Guardians  are  unable  to  relieve  the  parish  more 
directly  than  they  can  through  a  Relieving  Officer  whose  negative 
office  is  limited  to  the  partial  negation  of  relief .  No  bread  at  all,  not 
any  other  food,  would  be  very  much  better  than  half  a  loaf — to  say 
nothing  of  superfluous  "nourishment"  ordered  by  the  Doctor — 
completely  to  answer  the  purpose  which  Kclicving  OtHoerg  are 
intended  for,  and  ought  to  serve.  That  would  be  at  once  a  true 
economy  of  both  human  suffering  and  of  the  rate^.  l;\  economising 
the  latter,  dear  Sir,  we  economise  the  former  to  the  e .\tent  of  put- 
ting an  absolute  end  to  a.  very  great  deal  of  it ;  aud  I  am  sure  you 
will  allow  that  there  is  no  more  efficient  Relieving  Officer  than  our 
old  friend  with  the  scythe  aad  hour-glass.  A  "draught  of  his 
sleepy  wine  "  is  a  more  perfect  anodyne  for  "them  wioioua  paupers," 
as  MI:  Sumltfe  called  them,  than  anything  the  doctor  can  order. 
In  relieving  them,  it  relieves  the  parish  of  them,  and  of  having  to 
support  them — at  some  cost  even  upon  nutriment  act  more  e.xpen 

thal1  i  LLIGOLLE. 


A  Problem. 

A  WINS  ut  K  a  but  o1  u^'aiust  th. 

.own  »o  ti  .  uuil  iour,  which  ho 

persists  in  payin  uch. 

A    giiyw   a  tliuiu  r  to  t\,  :  tie  Lwulius  Clvib  :    B 

v>»ys  uji. 


VOT._    TT5T. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


^S\     II   /          ,      ,        K     ^2r»N/'  \ 


WHITSUNTIDE  holidays ! 

"  How  sweet  is  Rest  by  honest  Labour  won, 
Pause  between  work  to  do,  and  work  well  done  : 
Such  rest  as,  by  the  leave  of  Whitsun  weather, 
Brings  Prince,  and  Premier,  and  Punch  together, 
To  quaff  cool  cups,  and  crack  the  genial  joke, 
And  watch,  serene,  life's  troubles  end  in  smoke. 
That  Punch,  and  Prince,  and  Premier  are  blest, 
Whose  lines  have  fallen  in  the  pleasant  West : 
"Gainst  you  no  Powers  combine,  no  Softas  plot ; 
For  you  friends  wax  not  cold,  insurgents  hot : 
No  midnight  fetv a h  hurls  you  from  your  states, 
Nor  darkling  Death  on  Deposition  waits." 

In  other  words,  Whitsuntide  holidays  in  St.  Stephen's  are  a  very 
different  thing  indeed  from  Whitsuntide  horrors  in  Stamboul— 
whether  for  Prince,  Premier,  or  Philosopher.  You  see  what  a  plea- 
sant picture  the  one  makes  in  the  pages  of  Punch,  Who  could  bear 
to  sec  faithfully  painted  the  intolerable  iniquities  of  the  other  ? 

But  holidays  will  come  to  an  end,  and  the  pleasantest  the  most 
quickly.  Ere  Punch  had  fairly  inhaled  his  fill  of  midsummer  air, 
scented  with  hawthorn,  he  finds  himself  back  again,  a  busy-bee, 


extracting  Essence  from  the  flowers  of  Rhetoric  and  the  fruits  of 
Legislation,  in  the  Parliamentary  parterres  of  Westminster. 

Thursday.— Back  to  the  Commons— the  very  thing  for  the  Com- 
mons, one  would  have  said,  unsated  with  their  short  Whitsun- 
week  s  holiday.  MR.  SHAW-LEFEVRE,  backed  by  MR.  FAWCETT  and 
LORD  E.  FITZMAUHICE,  made  a  gallant  struggle  to  get  a  fixed  mini- 
mum of  reservation  from  the  waste  for  recreation-grounds  or  field- 
gardens.  MR.  CROSS  maintained  his  ground,  that  it  was  better  to 
avoid  maxima  and  minima,  and  let  the  amount  of  reservation  in  each 
case  be  settled  on  its  own  merits. 

The  misfortune  is,  that  if  "  De  minimit  non  curat  lex,"  it  may 
be  feared  the  Commissioners  will  be  often  too  like  the  law  they 
administer,  and  go  on  not  caring  either. 

In  answer  to  MR.  FAWCETT,  MR.  CROSS  explained  how  he  meant 
to  deal  with  the  thirty-four  Commons  now  scheduled  for  enclosure. 
The  schemes  are  to  be  reported  upon  by  one  of  the  Commissioners— 
MR.  CAIRD — and  a  gentleman  appointed  for  the  purpose  ;  and  on  their 
report  the  arrangements  are  to  be  reconsidered. 

The  County  Courts  are  to  have  jurisdiction  to  prevent  local  en- 
closures ;  but  MR.  CROSS  declined  to  accept  a  clause  moved  by  SIR 
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IMITATION     IS    THE    SINCEREST    FLATTERY. 

"  I   WANTED   TO    CO    INTO  ToWN    THIS  AFTERNOON,    IF  YOU    COULD    SPAKE  ME,    TO   GET  A  NEW   BoSSKT.       AND — I   ADMIRE    TOUB 

TASTK  IN  BONNETS  so  MUCH,  HUM,  I  WAS  A-THINKIN'  I  COULDN'T  DO  BETTER  THAN  oo  TO  TUB  SAME  SHOP  ! !  " 


W.  V.  HABCOUBT,  declaring  illegal  enclosures  of  Commons  public 
nuisances,  and  so  abateable  by  anybody.  This,  Punch  cannot  help 
thinking,  would  have  strengthened  the  back  bone  of  the  Bill. 

A  discussion  on  the  congestion  in  the  West  End  arteries,  caused 
by  the  plethora  of  traffic  at  Hyde  Park  Corner.  LORD  H.  Lmroi 
contemplates  an  operation  of  his  own  for  relief  of  the  pressure,  dif- 
ferent from  the  ones  proposed  by  DBS.  DENISON  and  ADAM,  and 
by  the  collective  wisdom  of  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works. 

London  will  be  thankful  to  know  something  is  to  be  done. 

MR.  ScLATKit-IiooTn  brought  in  his  Bill  for  preventing  the  Pollu- 
tion of  Rivers.  ( hie  set  of  its  provisions  is  meant  to  stop  solid  refuse  ; 
another  to  dam  out  sewage ;  a  third  to  exclude  manufacturing 
filth.  Conservancy  Boards  are  to  be  created  for  river  basins: 
sanitary  authorities  are  to  make  bye-laws  for  manufactories,  and 
County  Courts  are  to  enforce  the  penalties  of  the  law  on  offenders. 
A  very  pretty  scheme.  But  will  it  tc ork  !  Punch  has  seen  so  many 
pretty  schemes,  and  still  the  filth  goes  into  the  rivers.  If  ME. 
ScLATEB-Booin  succeeds  where  his  predecessors  have  failed — 

Mr.  Punch  his  misgivings  with  pleasure  will  sooth, 
And  hold  up  his  hands  and  bless  SCLATBR-BOOTH. 

MR.  CROSS  brought  in  a  Bill  to  shut  off  a  see  of  Cornwall  from  the 
see  of  Exeter.  A  munificent  individual — worthy  to  be  called  a 
pious  tin-founder — has  promised  £1,300  a  year ;  the  BISHOP  OF 
EXETEK  is  to  ladle  £800  out  of  his  see  into  the  Cornish,  and  a  con- 
siderable sum  has  been  collected  besides  in  driblets,  so  that  there  is 
hope  that  the  sec  will  not  lack  the  see-water— aurum  potabili — re- 
quired to  float  a  Bishop. 

(Friday.)—  The  Leader  of  Her  Majesty's  Opposition  humbly  asked 
lor  anv  information  the  Leader  .of  (Her  Majesty's  Government 
would  be  pleased  to  vouchsafe  about  the  Eastern  Question.  The 
Leader  of  Her  Majesty's  Government  could  not  exactly  lay  any 
papers  on  the  table.  But  the  House  would  be  glad  to  know  that 
the  Berlin  Memorandum  had  been  withdrawn— he  thought  he 
might  say  sine  die.  The  Porte  had  offered  the  insurgents  an 
armistice.  All  the  Powers  agreed  with  us  in  thinking  no  pressure 
should  be  put  on  the  new  Sultan  ;  and  all  had  concurred  in  clapping 


a  muzzle  on  the  Dogs  of  War  in  Servia  and  Montenegro  (for  which 
animals  and  their  Russian  "  Bill  George,"  see  Mr.  P.  s  Cartoon). 

A  waste  of  time  over  the  imaginary  grievances  of  MR.  KENWOOD, 
disappointed  naval  architect.  Ditto  over  the  well-ascertained  rule 
of  each  House  not  to  refer  to  debates  in  the  other,  such  debates 
haying  no  authorised  organ.  Everything  depends,  as  ME.  DISRAELI 
pointed  out,  on  the  rule  being  evaded,^  as  it  must  sometimes  be 
evaded,  in  a  proper  Parliamentary  and  Pickwickian  manner — "  in 
fact,  as  /  do,  intimated  the  Right  Honourable  Gentleman. 

Bra  GKORGE  CAMPBELL  urged  the  necessity  of  somehow  combining 
under  one  and  the  same  recruiting  machinery  a  short-service  system 
for  home,  and  a  long-service  system  for  India.  MB.  HARDY  didn't 
see  his  way  to  it ;  and  we  don't  wonder. 

A  good  deal  of  talk,  but  none  to  much  purpose,  on  the  Army  Esti- 
mates, which  included  £17,000  for  the  rebuilding  of  Knightsbridge 
Barracks,  and  a  vote  Jf or  the  Martini-Henry  Rifle,  •which  brought 
up  the  old  controversy  on  its  merits  as  a  service-arm  ;  showing  the 
old  and  irreconcileablo  Doctors'  differences,  which  leave  lay-people 
satisfied  that  our  rides  are  very  well  as  they  are. 


LOGICAL  DEMONSTRATION. 

THE  Temperance  Demonstration  on  Whit  Monday  in  Hyde  Park 
was  a  very  numerous  one.  This  is  gratifying.  Its  numbers  have 
multiplied  since,  no  doubt.  CARDINAL  MANNING  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  every  one  who  turns  a  Temperance-man  makes  three  other 
Temperance-men.  Turning  Temperance-man  is  your  way  to  promote 
Temperance.  Such  demonstrations  as  the  Hyde  Park  Temperance 
Demonstration  demonstrate  that  Temperance,  and  not  drunkenness 
as  fabulists  assert,  is  on  the  increase.  It  is  reasonable  to  hope  that 
Temperance  will  go  on  increasing  amongst  the  masses,  as  it  has 
increased  among  the  higher  orders,  until  it  prevails.  Temperance 
fara  da  se.  Monster  Temperance  Demonstrations  prove  in  the 
meanwhile  that,  inasmuch  as  the  people  are  fast  taking  to  Temper- 
ance of  their  own  accord,  there  is  not  the  slightest  reason  whatever 
for  trying  to  make  them  sober  by  Act  of  Parliament.  Success  to 
Monster  Temperance  Demonstrations ! 
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OUR    REPRESENTATIVE    AT    CAMBRIDGE 

/Y«V.v  Hie,  /indent  University  on  tln<  n-nj  important  oeeasion  of 
conferring  a  Musical  Doctor's  degree  on  an  eminent  Compotef, 
ana  reports. 

SIR, 
As  a  son  of  the 
soil — as,  I  mean, 
a  Member  of  the 
ancient  University 
of  Cambridge,  both 
of  us,  of  course, 
couldn't  be  absent 
on  the  recent  most 
interesting  occa- 
sion of  conferring 
degrees.  If  you, 
Sir,  couldn't  go, 
I  was  sure  to  be  at 
my  post.  To  the 
Cam!  Cam  away  ! 
It  had  been  all 
arranged  pre- 
viously. My  influence  -with  the  dear  virtuous  old  Vice  did  it.  By 
"  old  vice,"  of  course,  I  mean  my  good  old  friend,  the  Vice-Chan- 
cellor, bless  him ! 

"  Don't  mind  me"  I  wrote  to  him,  in  answer  to  a  question  of  im- 
portance, "I'll  come  in  for  anything  or  nothing.  But  give  ME. 
ARTHUR  SULLIVAN'  a  Doctor's  degree.  What  have  vou  got  to  spare  ? 
A  second-hand  gown,  and  a  flat  muffin  cap  will  do  the  trick,  and 
three-and-sixpence  for  the  loan  of  them  for  the  first  hour,  and  half- 
a-crown  afterwards  will  meet  the  requirements  of  the  University 
Chest,  and  my  illustrious  friend  can  stand  it.  He  's  the  man  in  all 
England  to  be  a  Musical  Doctor.  Do  it,  dear  Vice,  do  it,  and  shed 
a  lustre  on  your  term  of  office." 

From  the  Vice  to  your  Representative. 

"  Good.  Senatus  omnis  Hi.  Fees  no  object.  What  will  you 
take,  eh  ?  Yours,  V.  C/' 

From  the  Former  (Me),  to  the  Latter  (Him}. 
V.  C., 

"  As  I  said,  'don't  mind  me.'  But  since  you  do  ask  me 
what  I  '11  take,  I  reply,  I  '11  take  a  '  D.C.L.'  or  '  L.L.'  (KINAHAN'S), 
with  a  taste  of  water,  cold.  No  sugar — though,  perhaps,  entre  nous, 
mild  Scotch  is  safer.  If  you  want  me  to  take  anything  else — well — 
I  '11  take  my  oath,  if  you  like,  just  to  show  there 's  no  ill  feel- 
ing between  myself  and  the  University  Authorities,  in  the  Senate 
House,  coram  populo,  as  we  call  the  residents  in  Coram  Street. 

Yours  ever. 

P.8. — Have  the  flags  out,  and  the  band.  The  Composer  will  arrive 
in  my  care.  Sound  the  trumpets  in  Trumpington.  Beat  the  drums, 
and  jingle  the  College  quadrangles.  Sir,  it 's  a  great  day  for 
Cambridge." 

Once  more  the  Vice  (DR.  PHTUR)  wrote  "  Good.  Mind  you  corns.'1' 
To  which  I  wittily  replied,  "  No  Phear,—I'll  be  there."  " 

Well,  Sir,  it  was  a  magnificent  spectacle.  We  alighted  and  pro- 
ceeded, amid  a  perfect  ovation,  ("ovation"  is  of  Latin  derivation, 
and  in  its  origin  has  something  to  do  with  eggs — so  to  give  a  person 
an  ovation  means  "  to  salute  him  with  eggs  ") — to  get  into  our  fly  as 
quickly  as  possible,  pull  up  the  blinds,  and  tell  the  man  to  drive,  like 
beans — or  "  old  boots,"  whichever  he  liked— by  the  back  way  into 
Trinity.  It  turned  out  subsequently— and  all 's  well  that  ends  well 
— that  we  had  been  mistaken  for  some  one  who  had  recently  done 
something  very  unpopular,  and  who  was  consequently  execrated — or 
I  should  say  execrated  by  the  Undergraduates. 

But  no  matter.     The  Composer  in  the  fly  (which  was  a  trifle  damp 
and  smelt  of  hay),  looked  ruefully  at  me  and  said,  "  What  shall  I  do 
with  these  fireworks  ?  "  for  he  was  carrying  a  packet  with  Catherine 
and  inscriptions  of  "  Long  Life  to  SULLIVAN  !  " 


Wheels,  and  mottoes  and  inscriptions  ol  "  Long 
Vote  for  the  Musical  Doctor!"    "No  more  Prescriptions! 


Take 


Notes,"  and  so  forth,  with  a  transparency  the  size  of  five  red  silk 
pocket-handkerchiefs  (old  style),  representing  Britannia  and  myself 
crowning  the  Composer,  pictured  in.his  Doctor's  gown  and  cap, 

"  Keep  them,  my  dear  friend,"  I  said,  "  till  it's  dark.  I  'm , 

I  can't  offer  to  carry  them  for  you  myself,  but  I  know  so  many 
people  here  that  it  wouldn't  do." 

Well,  Sir,  we  drove  on  a  perfectly  royal  progress,  with  the  blinds 
up.  Suddenly,  as  we  turned  into  the  Market  Place,  where  the 
Martyrs'  Memorial — the  beautiful  Town  Pump — stands,*  we  were 

*  There  appears  to  be  eonie  slight  confusion  here.  The  Martyrs'  Memorial 
used  to  be  at  Oxford.  But  we  admit  that  our  memory  is  not  absolutely 
infallible,  and  our  Correspondent,  being  in  every  other  respect  trustworthy, 
we  feel  bound  to  take  his  word  for  the  details  of  a  locality  he  has  so  recently 
Tisited.— En. 


recognised:  I  mean,  the  crowd  found  out  who  we  weren't.  And 
then  you  should  have  heard  the  cheers. 

"  You  must  give  'em  largtssf,"  said  I  to  the  Future  Musical 
Doctor,  who  couldn't  just  then  get  at  his  pockets;  and  I  added, 
"to  save  time,  I'll  chuck  out  the  shillings  and  sovereigns,  and  then 
wo  can  make  out  the  account,  and  you  can  settle  with  me  after- 
wards." 

In  a  moment,  Jupiter-like,  I 'descended  in  a  glittering  shower  on 
the  Danaes  of  the  crowd.  Never  was  popularity  at  such  a  height 
as  was  the  Future.-  Musical  Doctor's  at  that  moment.  And  to  think 
that,  afterwards,  he  disputed  my  account  of  it,  and  said  I  couldn't 
have  thrown  away  thirteen  pounds  ten  like  that.  But  he  is  a 

lilc  cceur,  I  make  it  a  rule  to  speak  well  of  a  man  till  he  pai/x 
me.  Then, — but  no — Jtnnais — nprarr,  shall  I  say  one  word  against 
my  dear  old  friend  ARTHUR  S.  THIRTEBX-POUNDS-TEN,  Mus.  Doc., 
Cam. 

We  went  over  the  backs*  of  the  Colleges,  which  are  looking  lovely 
at  this  time  of  year.  OLD  TOTI  of  Christ  Church  (you  recollect  OLD 
TOM  ':),  who  is  "still  the.  Porter  at  the  Lodge,  bless  his  grey  hair,  is 
as  gay  and  as  lively  as  ever. 

"  You  remember  me  ?  "  I  said  to  the  old  boy. 

He  did,  and  replied  quickly, 

"  And  you  '11  remember  me,  won't  you,  Sir  ?  " 

I  turned  with  a  moist  eyo  to  the  Composer,  and  hummed  "  Then 
You  'It  Remember  Jl/c  "  (BALFE),  and  I  pointed  out  to  him  what  was 
the  custom  from  time  immemorial. 

I 1  e  pave  him  a  note— from  his  chest ;  my  Composer  never  gives 
less — and  such  a  note ! ! 

Well,  Sir,  we  crossed  Pcekwater,  and  came  out  at  the  back  of 
Trinity  Hall,  by.  the  Bridge  of  Sighs,  near  Joan  of  Arc's  College, 
where  we  saw  many  of  its  members — hence  called  Joanians.  How 
beautiful ! !  What  an  interlacement  of  foliage  and  architecture  !  * 

But  I  must  come  at  once  to  the  business  of  the  day. 

A  Procession  was  formed  in  this  order  :— 

One  of  the  Pokers  (the  other  came  later),  the  Shovel,  and  other 
University  implements,  signifying  respectively  the  four  terms  of  the 
year,  Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  and  Winter.  Then  the  Proctor,  in 
an  ancient  Roman  chariot,  attended  by  two  Junior  Proctors  armed 
with  fauces.  These  were  hooted  :  Proctors  always  are.  Then  came 
as  fine  a  show  of  University  bull-dogs,  for  which  breed  you  know 
this  place  is  famous.  Short-legged,  strong-jawed,  wicked-eyed. 
Cheered  immensely.  They  were  in  leashes,  and  attended  by  the 
V.D.  Professor  (Veterinary  Doctor),  in  his  robes.  Then  came  the 
Ladies  affiliated  to  the  University,  headed  by  the  Margaret  Pro- 
fessor, the  town  band  playing  Marguerite's  "Jewel  Song"  from 
Faust.  All  the  caps  and  gowns  were  of  Cambridge  Blue,  shining  in 
the  sun,  with  fringed  silver  tassels.  Then  the  leading  Noblemen  of 
the  University,  in  their  splendid  uniforms  and  armour  of  the  reign 
of  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH.  Then  came  alone  the  Public  Orator,  carried 
away  by  his  own  eloquence.  Received  with  acclamations.  Alter 
him  DR.  Goss,  playing  on  a  beautiful  organ  drawn  by  three  fawn- 
coloured  spinnets,t  with  two  men  as  Tritons  blowing.  Then 
came  the  Chancellor  on  horseback.  The  DUKE  OF  .  DEVONSHIRE, 
carrying  a  pot  of  the  cream  of  his  own  native  land  as  an  ollVr- 
ing.  This  is  an  old  custom,  but,  as  I  whispered  to  the  High 
Steward,  "  It 's  an  old  custom,  but  it 's  all  rite."  He  roared, 
shouted,  kicked,  but  he  was  obliged  to  get  on.  as  the  Univer- 
sity Poker  (red  hot,  of  course),  was  behind  him.  The  Mace 
looked  quite  spicey.  The  Commissary,  MR.  FORSYTE,  came  next  in 
uniform.  His  office  is  to  run  on  errands  for  the  Heads  of  the 
Colleges,  and  a  fine  berth  it  is,  with  a  long  vacation  of  four  months 
and  a  half.  Then  came,  as  stately  as  possible,  the  Sex  Vii-i,  lares 
blacked,  white  hats  with  black  bands,  long-tailed  coats,  and 
gigantic  white  chokers  and  collars.  Then  the  various  Professors, 
each  carrying  his  own  tripos  and  a  square  bit  of  carpet.  The 
Auditors  of  the  Chest,  flashing  their  bright  new  stetheseopcs,  made 
a  fine  show,  and  were  much  Cheered.  The  two  Moderators  walked 
together,  with  their  wicks  half  turned  up,  and  their  abat-jours,  or 

•  "  Interlacement  of  foliage  and  architecture  ?  "  It  seems  to  us  to  be  a 
muddle  of  names  and  places.  Peckwater  is  in  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  and 
"Old  Tom"  is  the  name,  we  had  always  understood,  of  a  vulgarian  drink  much 
in  vogue  at  the  lower  order  of  taverns ;  while  "  Tom  "  at  Oxford  is  certainly 
not  a  man— more  like,  if  we  may  be  allowed  the  harmless  jeat,  :\  liclle  than  a 
beau.  As  to  Joan  of  Arc's  College,  we  fancy  that  there  must  bo  some  mis- 
take here.  Still  we  may  be  wrong,  and  we  admit  that  tempera  mutant"/;  and 
the  Universities  have  BO  changed  their  characters,  that  what  was  the  pecu- 
liarity of  the  one,  may  now  have  become  part  and  parcel  of  the  other.  Yet, 
on  second  thoughts,  when  our  Correspondent  appeals  to  us  for  corroboration, 
and  says  "  You  recollect  OLD  TOM,"  we  are  bound  to  admit  that  u-e  do  not. 
Yet,  if  he  exists,  and  if  he  recollects  us,  what  can  be  said,  except  after  a 
personal  investigation  on  the  spot,  which  there  is  not  now  time  to  make.  In 
future,  we  must  adopt  a  new  and  more  stringent  plan  with  Our  Kepresenta- 
tive.  \Ve  say  this  for  the  security  of  the  Public,.— ED. 

t  Surely  our  Correspondent  liiust  mean  "jennets."  A  spinnet  was  an 
ancient  musical  instrument.  We  print  it  as  written,  because,  as  he  was  on 
the  spot,  the  name  might  have  been  spinnets  after  all.  But  they  never  did 
this  sort  of  thing  in  our  time. — ED. 
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HOW    TO    TREAT    PICTURE-STEALERS. 

(II hit  to  the  Police.) 


,  well  spread  out,  as  proud  as  peacocks.  It  is  odd,  yet  a  sign 
of  stroii},'  University  Conservatism,  that,  though  gas  has  been  intro- 
duced everywhere,  these  two  ancient  Moderators  should  be  still 
n  tain.  (1  on  the  establishment.  The  celebrated  PEOFKSSOU  LIGHT- 
FOOT  (Doctor  of  Dancing,  as  his  name  implies),  was  received  with 
acclamations'.  The  1'rot'essor  of  Astronomy  wore  his  stars,  a  new 
corked  hat,  and  walked  along  looking  at  nothing  particular  through 
a  brand-new  t(  lese>npe'.  The  Downing  Professor  of  Medicine  was  got 
up  as  hu.  hi  1,1  \MU;A,  and  attended  by  the  conventional  Jack- 
pudding,  with  the  usual  big  pill-box,  drum,  and  old  jokes,  which 
tell  Hat.  The  Botany  Professor  was  distinguished  by  a  sunflower  in 
his  button-hole,  over  the  Arabic  by  his  Bedouin  costume.  Alto- 
gether it  was  a  grand,  1  may  say,  an  exceptionally  grand  sp< 

Then  »v  came.  When  I  say  "  we,"  1  mean  that  1,  of  course,  was 
Apparently  a  mere-  subsidiary — a  mere  super,  while,  as  was  right 
and  proper,  all  the  attention  was  centred  upon  Lc  Jeunr  (.'mii- 
)>imi/rni;  who,  as  pale  as  milk,  but  with  a  calm  step  and  one  un- 
faltering eye  (the  other  being  on  the  cither  side,  I  cannot  give  yon 
lay  account  of  it,  and  I  trill  nut  i/iri'ii/',  marched  onward,  occa- 
sionally turning  to  press  my  hand,  to  ask  me  how  he  was  looking, 
nnd  to  beg  me  not  to  forget  to  prompt  Mm  in  the  Latin  reply  which 
he  would  have  to  make  to  the  Public  Orator,  and  which,  though 
he  'd  be  en  up  all  night  leaning  it— (we  were  up  together,  and  I  was 
hearing  him.  We  awoke  in  our  chairs  about  four  A.M.,  "«Mi  T»3i 
«iSi  T'aAX^''  as  the  great  scholar  POUSIIN  said,  and  as  1  feel  I  should 
:il,  had  I  only  had  the  great  scholar  POKSON'S  opportunity, 
•  taut  rsf  IB),  he  was  obliged  to  repeat  over  and  over  again,  as  h, 
walked  along,  with,  I  admit,  a  proud  step  and  an  erect  bearing, 
towering  above  all  heads,  the  observed  of  all  observers. 
^  I  attended  him  as  the  Minstrel's  best  man.  White  waistcoat  with 
C'amelia  in  my  button-hole,  primrose  gloyes;  hut  I  refused  to  black 
my  face,  positively.  Behind  us  and  winding  up  the  procession — 
but  we  couldn't  see  behind  us,  ami  Inmni  A>  inci-nt. 

With  a  flourish  of  trumpets  we  entered  the  Senate  House  by  the 
Shehhuiian  (.Sate,  where  we  were  received  by  all  the  great  Dons  of 
Brasenosa,  whose  privilege  it  is  on  these  occasions  to  wear  the  bra/en 
insignia  of  their  college  ;  the  effect  is  striking,  nnd  is  at  first  like  a 
family  of  golden-nose  d  Punches.  The  galleries  «  ere  mil  :  all  si  ats 
taken ;  a  first-rate  house.  Js'o  paper  ;  all  genuine ;  there  were  a 
few  foreign  orders  ;  and  I  gave  a  few  orders  myself,  hut  it  was 


to  the  boys,  in  front,  to  get  away  from  the  railings.  The  military 
bands  played  (outside)  through  tne  proceedings,  so  that,  to  put  it 
theatrically,  we  "  spoke  through  music." 

The  I'M  Mic  Orator  advanced.     "By  Jingo!  "  lie  exclaimed. 

"  (fuiil  fat  !  "   I  asked  in  a  whisper. 

"  Ptrdidi  orationem  ini-uin!"  he  exclaimed. 

"  <}nitl  fiifii-xiir  .'  "  says  I.  I  haven't  spoken  Latin  since  I  was 
in  Hungary,  campaigning,  and  I  own  that  I  wasn't  quite  Mire  of  my 
"  HI-  "  and  my  "  nun:.''  litit  when  I  was  campaigning,  and  out  all 
night,  my  /./in  was  mnuli-  -as  I  said  to  the'  Kevins  J'roie  -sor,  uhn 
tola  it  to  tl.  I  lulsean  Professor,  and  they  went  oil',  lu-hii 
Chancellor,  in  suppressed  shouts.  My!  or  as  we  say  Inn-,  "  M-nm  '" 
it  wan  a  scene. 

"  I  tn  mill!  n-rlnini"  says  he  to  me. 

"  /'»/»,  "I  replied. 

."  whispered  my  dear  friend  the  iutur.  Mu:-i.  al  horte.r,  "for 

goodness  sake  tlun't  ijin-  him  mi/  speech." 

,.!>•  mil-  mot.'  "  1  returned,  and  creeping  up  inside:'  the  Public' 
Orator's  enormous  gown,  I  begged  him  to  keep  his  arms  down  :  tlieii 
I  put  out  niim  under  his,  and  did  the  old  trick.  //<•  spoke,  1  did  the 
action,  occasionally  giving  him  the  word  when  he  stuck.  The  • 
was  admirable',  anil  the  encore  was  enormous  and  enthusiastic. 
It  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  not  to  step  t'mm  underneath  the  gown, 
and  bow  my  acknowledgments.  Huwc\cr,  1  didn't  wish  dare 
i/nft'iiin  tttl  n->i/ii.i.  This  is  in  brief  the  idea  o)  tin  spe  <  eh  :  — 

"  Dominus    I'iiw-Cuiictllur' 
Mitqixli-rr  ,•/  M/iyi'stri"  - 

Here  he  paused,  and  I  prompted  him.     I  ;  "ling  dreadfully 

nervous.  "  ,SW/v/c  .'  "  said  I,  in  a  whisper.  "  tiiilriui  .'  "  says  he', 
out  loud.  Which  got  a  round  of  applause,  and  he  was  a  little' 
abashed.  Again  I  prompted  him.  "  fermettez-moi—I  mean,"  for 
I  had  made  a  mistake,  you  see.  "  Omne  rectum!  I  captitf"  I 
whispered  :  and  recklessly  he  plunged  into  it. 

"  Hn' 


magnum  deltcta  •'!  restrain  ronsidera- 

tiniii'in  Hiiij-ii/iinii  i-t  <•],  i-i-n'.txitiiiini  Hninini-m  ('onnimientem  quern 
.  its  rr-rui/i  i-iilit.  JV«»  so/tan  rninpiisiiit,  ille,  hie  maximus  et 
rlei-rn'xxitini^  1'ir  Component,  melodias  musicales  tales  tit  '  Jieriilens,' 
'  Obvfa  mihi  itinun  tempus  iterum.'  '  Vita  qua;  nrit  ad  te.'  'A 
rape  ad  rupem.'  '  O  pulchra  Columba  .'  O  amans  Columba  .'  ' 
Sed  pr(rcipue,  et  super  omitia  et  opera  sua,  est  magnum  »]>nx 
per  quod,  hie  vir  illustrissismus  et  ra/i/i'  (lurtiasimtis  ilescendi-t 
in/  potteritatem  nil/iiii-u/item,  ego  tola  diccre  et  nominare  illnil 
opus  _  meliiiliiisisainiiim  et  jomsiosissimum,"  ("  Quod  composuit,"  I 
put  in,  "  c  inn  iilin  t-Ii'verissimo  viro  qiii  scripsit  libretto/ion,  ") 
'  '  (  'tuns  et  Soxtis  "  (immense  cheering  and  waving  of  handkerchiefs) 
"  'ex  i/iin  ,1/1,  ir  i-i/n  nuiini  prtrrtim  rem  cantabo." 

Cries  ol  '"NojXo!"  f'Don't!"  "  You  've  no  voice  !"  "Cntit!" 
etc.,  &o.  In  a  whisper  I  prevailed  on  him  not  to  waste  his  sweet- 
ness on  the  galleries,  but  to  girc  it  us  afterwards  in  the  Common 
Room. 

Then  amid  deafening  cheers  our  Composer  knelt  down  before  the 
Vice  Chancellor,  and  at  his  hands  received  the  emblems  of  the 
Doctor's  Degree,  an  ancient  Medicine  Bottle  (one  of  those  big  glass 
things  with  coloured  fluid  inside,  and  a  hieroglyph  outside  —  pur  an- 
cestors, medisevally,  always  took  medicine  in  these  quantities,  and 
"  that  s  how  they  never  got  bejond  the  Middle  Ages  —  as  I  said  to 
the  Medical  Professor  and  Clinical  Lecturer,  who  went  into  shrieks 
and  had  to  be  led  out  by  the  Proctors),  a  plaster  (adhesive  on  one  side, 
with  the  University  Charter  and  the  terms  of  his  degree  on  the  outer 
side,  away  from  the  skin  —  this  is  only  worn  in  full  dress),  and  a 
tuning-fork  to  be  used  at  banquets.  It  is  this  last  which  distin- 
guishes this  degree,  i.e.,  the  Musical,  from  the  ordinary  Medical,  or 
Doctor's  Degree. 

Our  Composer  sang  his  reply,  which  was  admirable.  Words  by  — 
well,  I  won't  mention  names,  but  he  's  not  fifty  miles  away  from 
Veuir  Representative  at  this  present  minute.  Music  by  the  // 
Dottore  Sfafftro  himself.  I  will  just  give  you  the  chorus—  emphasis 
strong  on  the  am  in  riam,  the  r/  very  short,  and  eliding  the  vowels 
when  required  :  — 

"  Huuc  \ia»i  militarce  liabcmus, 
Vinui  nuvitaiites  habrmun, 
\iarn 

Sic  dioiraua  nos  or 
Sic  (Ucimus  iios  ci; 
Sic  dicimus  nos  omiict  .' 

Hinc  vi-ff/ii  militarcs,  ic." 

Sir,  the  whole  Senntiin  Ci,>i.-mlti  rose  as  one  maa.    The  hy>n 
was  taken  up  frantically,  and  a  lot  of  Undergraduates  were  taken 
up  frantically  afterward*,—  •ubMOjueat   procci'dings  in  the  Town 
Hall,  at  which  his  Worship  the  Mayor,  &C.,  a-Mste-d. 

I  brought  our  new  Mus.  I  ),..-.  bae-k  atrain  safely,  mullin  cap,  gown 
and  all  (which  had  to  he  returned  by  m-xt  train1,  and  there  only 
remains  my  little  account  to  settle,  and  this  little  account  to  be 
given  to  a  generous  Public,  by  one  who  is  ever  most  faithfully 
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A    FAITHFUL    GUARDIAN. 

"  "Pis  sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 
Bay  deep-mouthed  welcome  as  we  draw  near  home." 

THE  ROBINSONS  RETURN  HOME  FROM  THE  GREAT  FANCY  BALL  AT  THE  MANSION  HOUSE,  IN  COMPANY  WITH  A  FRIENDLY  KED 
INDIAN  OF  THE  PRAIRIES  AND  A  WARM-HEARTED  MEDIEVAL  EXECUTIONER,  TO  WHOM  THEY  HAVE  OFFERED  THE  HOSPITALITY  OF  THEIR 
SUBURBAN  ROOF.  UNFORTUNATELY,  "  TEAR'EM,"  A  GIGANTIC,  SHAGGY,  ROUGH-COATED,  BLACK-MUZZLED  MONSTER  OF  THE  NOW 
FASHIONABLE  ST.  BERNARD  BREED  (WHO  HAS  BEEN  LEFT  IN  THE  HALL  TO  WATCH  OVER  THE  HOUSE  IN  THEIR  ABSENCE)  DOES  NOT 
RECOGNISE  HIS  MASTER  AND  MISTRESS,  AND  ALTOGETHER  FAILS  TO  UNDERSTAND  THE  SITUATION. 


WHY  THEY  GO  TO  ASCOT. 

Lady  Upperten's  reasons. — Because  it  is  really  quite  the  thing  to 
do.  Because  sweet  ANGELINA  will  be  sure  to  meet  dear  LOED  EDWIN 
there.  Because  a  judicious  lunch  often  leads  to  a  good  proposal. 
Because  the  girls  have  set  their  hearts  upon  it,  and  have  ordered 
their  dresses. 

Captain  Hook's  reasons.— Because  young  PIGEON  is  going,  and 
will  De  sure  to  play  ecartf  afterwards.  Because  long  odds  are 
always  to  be  found  if  you  know  where  to  go  to  get  them.  Because 
the  Tailors  dun  a  good  deal  before  they  leave  Town  for  the  Seaside, 
and  the  country  is  consequently  to  be  preferred  now  to  London. 
Because  something  good  may  be  picked  up,  and  no  harm  can  pos- 
sibly come  of  it. 

Sub-Lieutenant  Pigeon's  reasons. — Because  old  ROOK  has  promised 
to  go.  Because  the  luck  at  ecarte  must  turn  if  you  only  play  long 
enough.  Because  you  like  to  see  your  money  won  for  you  by  the 
horses  of  your  choice.  Because  it  will  be  so  jolly. 

Mrs.  Redpaynt  FKrtington's  reasons. — Because  business  of  im- 
portance will  keep  ME.  R.  FLIETINGTON  in  Town.  Because  she  is 
sure  to  be  amused.  Because  the  children  at  home  are  such  a  bother. 
Because  in  her  new  dress  she  will  look  six-and-thirty. 

Mr.  Tentofour's  reason. — Because  there  is  nothing  to  read  in  the 
papers,  and  nothing  to  do  at  the  office. 

Mrs.  Tooting  Smythe's  reason.— Because  the  CLAFHAM  DB 
BEOWNES  are  going,  and  it  would  never  do  to  be  cut  out  by  those 
odious  creatures. 

Mrs.  Clapham  de  Sroicne's  reasons. — Because  the  TOOTING 
SMYTHES  are  sure  to  be  there,  and  it  would  be  too  absurd  to  be  out- 
shone by  those  vulgar  persons  ! 

Le  Marquis  Chateau  de  Pomme-Frite's  reason. — Because  he  is  a 
thorough  n  gentlemans-ridere  "  and  loves  the  "  high-life  "  English. 


Mr.  Romeo  Montague's  reason.— Because  she  is  to  be  there  ! 

Miss  Juliet  Capulet's  reason. — Because  lie  said  he  was  going  ! 

Mr.  Samuel  Shoddy  of  Neiv  York's  reason. — Because  he  may  as 
rell  take  Ascot  on  his  way  to  St.  Petersburg,  via  Paris,  Vienna, 
Malta,  Rome,  and  Constantinople. 

Mr.  Capel  Court's  reason.— Because  the  Betting-Ring  is  getting 
less  dangerous  than  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  because  a  day's  holi- 
day in  the  country  is  worth  a  week's  work  in  the  City. 

Mr.  Punch's  reasons. — Because  Ascot  is  one  of  the  prettiest  sights 
in  the  world.  Because  to  the  good  all  things  arc  good.  And  lastly, 
because  if  he  likes  to  go,  who  shall  dare  to  say  him  nay  ? 


Mottoes  for  the  Times. 

.For  the  Softas. — "  Suaviter  in  motlo,  fortiter  in  re." 

For  Le  Follet.—"  Est  modus  in  rebus." 

For  the  Coaching  Club.—"  A  Four  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in 
the  ditch." 

For  Polemical  Writers. — "  Doctrina  sed  vim  promoret  insitam." 

For  a  Gentleman- Help  in  love  with  a  Lady  ditto.—"  Ne  sit 
ancillcf  tibi  amor  pudori. 

Fur  United  Spain.— "  Fuero  fuerit." 

For  SIE  WILFEID  LAWSON. — "  You  may  take  a  House  to  the 
water,  but  there 's  no  making  it  drink." 


MABITIMTS  EIGHTS— OF  WOMEN. 

THE  Right  of  BBITANNIA  to  rule  the  waves,  and  have  a  Man-of- 
war  called  "  she."       

CAPTAIN  SHAW'S  WOED  OF  COMMAND.— Go  to  Blazes ! 
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THE    DOGS    OF    WAR. 

BULL  A  1.  "  TAKE  CARE,  MY  MAN  !     IT  MIGHT  BE  AWK'ARD  IF  YOU  WAS  TO  LET  'EM  LOOSE  !  " 
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ECHOES    FROM    THE    PARK. 

-  v^j,        ICKED  tn>  nc  Jtnnt,  1876. 

-.-•'.          tl'HATan  ffiiliif'- 

p^X^jy -^    •       '    Arm-chairs  tuppnc 

-9^—^T  HI^^B>     all  tli"  others  a  penny. 

What  it  l>inriiij. 

ir   AXTOIHKTTE    is 

to  In-  married  to 
LORD    (.'ini:r.rs    in    Au- 
giist.     And    1   can't  help 
thinking  (you  know  how 
rrry  sharp  mothers' eyei 

ar  LAUT    - 

now    don't     you  ?)    that 
liwKxnoMXK     and     the 
-     lint    tin-re     I 
mustn't      say      anything 
I  positively    must 
not. 

What  it  Memtuir  of 
Parliament  stiys.  \Vcli, 
you  must  know  that  to 
my  intense  surpi ' 
the  Government  actually 
accepted  mi/  Amend- 
ment!  It  was  carried, 

Sir;  ami,  liy  .love.  Sir,  it  it  isn't  thrown  out  in  the  Ixirds  (which 
it  \\nii't  In-1,  1  don't  know  what  wo  shall  do.  Give  you  my  word, 
Sir,  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do  ! 

ll'lint  n  Ynniii/  l.nilij  xni/n.  Oh,  isn't  it  a  sweet  dress ?  lint  I 
can't  say  much  for  tin-  wearer.  I  hate  straw-coloured  hair  and 
washed-out  blue  eyes!  Don't  you,  Major  '' 

Wh'-t  mi  Ainrririin  says.  Yes,  Sir,  1  have  come  to  see  your 
Europe.  I  arrived  yesterday,  and  did  London  last  night.  I'm  off 
for  Paris  to-morrow  morning. 

What  an  r.lili-rly  Miiii/m  l.inlyiayt.  Oh,  yes,  we  girls  are  all 
going  to  Asm).  .My  lirotlier  will  take  his  daughters  and  myself. 
We  shall  lit'  xnrh  a  merry  party  !  You  in  nut  meet  us  there  ! 

IJ'/int  a  Yonnij  (I'entlfmiiii  fnun  .-tlilrmhiit  says.  I  assure  you, 
old  man,  we  are  being  bueketted  all  over  t>,  N'othing  hut 

ions  Long  Valley  all  the  week  !  Never  get  up  to  town 
before  Friday  night,  and  then  have  to  be  back  again  by  Monday- 
morning !  Haven't  bad  my  hair  cut  for  two  days — give  you  my 
word  I  haven't  ! 

What  a  Trarellrr  nays.  Oh,  I  didn't  do  very  much.  I  only 
trotted  through  Africa,  and  had  a  look  at  Asia.  Africa  was  rather 
inti -resting  :  hut  Asia,  you  know,  had  been  seen  before.  Think  1 
shall  go  to  the  North  Pole  in  September,  to  get  some  fishing. 

It'Imt  mi  ( timer  <>f  Horsei  says.  I  have  it  on  the  best  authority 
that  the  jock  knew  nothing  about  the  plant,  and  wai_as  much  sur- 
prised at  the  result  as  the  public  themselves.  Dear  me.  what  a 
pity !  If  you  had  only  come  to  me  before  the  race,  I  could  have  told 
you  the  whole  story,  and  saved  your  money  for  you  ! 

What,  a  1'i'ri/  Young  If  an  »ays.  The  Park  's  fallen  off  awfully — 
not  a  bit  like  what  it  used  to  be  in  the  days  of  mv  youth. 

It'/int  a  1'i-ri/  olil  Man  nays.  When  I  come  here,  my  dears,  it 
quite  takes  me  bark  to  tin-  (lays  when  I  was  courting  your  grand- 
mother. Now,  I  remember  tii'ty  years  ago.  What  r  You  arc 
quite  right,  my  dears.  1  hare  told  you  the  storv  before  I 

l\'/iaf  n  Ditafreeable  Ymuxj  Woman  says.  Yes,  I  have  been  to 
the  Academy,  to  both  Operas,  and  to  all  the  theatre*. 

What  a  Yunth  <>f  l-',,iirtern  says.  Now,  CM  u:i  i.Y,  let's  make  OUT 
ponies  race.  Never  mind  the  Peeler.  If  he  joins  us,  his  old  screw 
of  a  horse  will  he  placed  third.  Now,  then,  off  we  go ! 

What  n  .VK/-.SY  .vn//s.  Shall  I  take  you  to  the  Barracks,  dears,  to 
ha\e  n  look  ;i|  the  pretty  Soldiers? 

]\'hat.  ii  I'lil/i'iniiiit  .tai/n.  There's  really  no  danger,  Mum;  it's 
perfectly  safe.  The  carriages  won't  come  until  I  gives  'em  li 

What  Everybody  sayt.  Two  o'clock  already !  How  the  time  Hies 
in  the  Park!  Such  amusing  and  interesting  conversation,  too! 
Well,  it  can't  be  helped— we  mu.it  go  home  to  lunch  ! 


MORE  PANICS. 

THE  Milliners  and  Modistes  are  in  a  state  of  panic,  because  while 

this  cold  weather  lasts  they  cannot  sell  their  summer  costumes. 

A  panic  prevails  among  a  number  of  Match-making  Mammas, 
who  fear  they  will  be  left  with  their  daughters  on  their  hands, 
through  the  dulncss  of  the  season. 

Mi:.  WII.I.IAM   SIKI:S  and  several  of  his  pals  arc  experiencing  a 
panic,  through  a  rumour  which  ha»  reached  thorn  • 
night  duty,  instead  of  their  noisy,  heard-afar-off  boots,  will  in  future 
wear  goloshes. 


A  panic  is  beginning  to  set  in  among  our  Cooks,  who  fear  the 
illy  will  reduce  the  price  of  Kitehenstufl. 

There  are  symptoms  of  a  panic  among  Foreign  Hotel-keepers,  lest 

wwiEtiBs  BROWK,  JO\ES,  and  ROHI.NSOX,  and  many  hundreds  of 
their  countrymen,  who  have  been  hard  hit  by  "  Turks,"  should  find 
they  really  can't  afford  their  usual  tour  next  autumn. 

MR.  JOHN  TJIUM  \s  is  in  a  dreadful  state  of  punio,  through  a  report 
that  some  two  thousand  carriages  have  been  piven  up  this  season, 
and  a  doubt  whether  ere  long  he  may  be  reduced  to  walk. 


ADDRESS  TO  ANIMALS'  FEIENPS. 

TIIK  work  of  Legislation  asks  the  guidance  of  reflection. 
Consider  what  you  mean  to  int.  rdiet  as  "  \'i\i-,  ction," 

Ity  to  animals  revolting  to  morality  ; 
The  cutting  of  a  thing  endowed  with  sentient  vitality  '' 

Firstly,  what  is  a  living  thing,  defined  in  sense  contra 

Within  the  meaning  of  the  Bill  proposed  to  be  enacted  '' 

Are  fishes  living  things,  trout,  eels,  cod,  salmon,  skate,  John  I'ory  '' 

Lie  reptiles,  frogs,  toads,  tadpoles  too,  in  live  things'  category  ': 

Do  molluscs,  and  stnneliili?,  with  all  Artictilata  f 

Or  is  your  measure  only  to  include  the   / ',  rtrhrata  f 
Must  beetles  and  cockcnafers  still  continue  unprotected, 
ithout  a  pain-assuaging  antrsthetic  vivisected  • 

Next,  what  call  you  Vivisection  ?    Simply  cutting  things  with  life 

in  'i 

Don't  you  reckon  lacerating  full  as  bad  as  putting  knife  in  'em  ? 
Is  not  shooting  them  for  pastime  Vivisection,  and,  in  fact,  is 
Not  hunting  them  to  death  an  as  objectionable  practice  P 

Are  crimpi',.       :  and  skinning  eels  alive  not  on  a  parity 
With  any  Vivisection  for  the  matter  of  barbarity? 
Live  lobsters  what  of  boiling,  too,  with  purpose,  for  apology, 
No  better  than  experiments  of  use  in  physiology  t 

In  a  movement  of  pure  sympathy  with  brutes  against  brutality 

Not  for  a  moment  fancy  we  the  slightest  unreality ! 

Hut  hear  we  not  an  outcry  of  a  special  indignation 

'Gainst  that  mode  of  Vivisection  which  subserves  investigation  ? 

'Twould  seem  there 't  an  impulsive  and  emotional  alliance 

Amongst  the  men  of  sentiment  against  the  men  of  science. 

You  talk  of  the  atrocities  committed  by  Professors. 

Are  Gun  Club  "  Swells  "  less  heinous,  more  excusable  transgressors  ? 

What  of  live  bait  impaled  on  hooks— old  IZAAK  WALTON'S  habit  ? 
Is  it  crueller  to  cut  up  a  live  guinea-pig  or  rabbit  ? 
And  do  we  owe  a  duty  to  our  lobworm  and  our  gentle, 
Which  we  can  only  violate  by  torts  experimental  ? 

'Gainst  Vivisection  legislate— but  not  without  improvement 
On  the  limited  intention  of  a  too  specific  movement. 
(iive  all  animals  from  cruelty  all  possible  protection ; 
Don't  merely  try  to  hamper  scientific  Vivisection. 


A  QUIET  DAT  ON  THE  THAMES. 

(Dedicated  to  the  Thames  Conserr  • 

9  A.M.— Got  out  my  boat,  and  made  immediately  for  the  centre  of 
the  stream. 

1"  A.M. — Spent  some  three-quarters  of  an  hour  in  attempting  to 
avoid  the  swell  of  the  City  steamboats.  Within  an  ace  of  being 
swamped  by  one  of  them. 

11  A.M.— Run  into  by  a  sailing-barge.    Only  saved  by  holding  on 
to  a  rope,  and  pushing  my  boat  aground. 

12  NOOJT. — Aground. 

1  P.M. — After  getting  into  deep  water  again,  was  immediately  run 
into  by  a  coal-barge.      Exchange  of  compliments  with  the  crew 
thereot. 

2  P.M. — Pursued  by  swans  and  other  savage  birds.    Pelted  with 
stones  thrown  from  the  shore  by  ragged  urchins  out  of  reach  of  my 
vengeance. 

3  P.M.— Amongst  the   fishing-punts.     Lively  communication  of 
opinions  bv  the  angry  fishermen.    Attempted  pi' 

4  P.M. — Busily  engaged  in  extricating  my  boat  from  the  weeds. 
."i  P.M. — Disaster  caused  by  a  rope  coming  from  the  towing-path. 

6  r.V.— Look-keeper   not   to   be  found.     Daring    and    partially 

:ul  attempt  t  i  shoot  the  rapids. 

7  P.M.— Rundown  by  a  steam-launch  travelling  at  express-rate 

s  P.M.— Just  recovering  from  the'effects  of  drowning. 
9  P.M. — Going  home  to  bed  ! 
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A    SETTLER." 

//,  •'  'AIR'S    BATHKll    THIN    ON     THE     Toi',     SlR.        WB     CAN    'icIII.Y 

REC 

CV'  ';/).   "  YES.     CAN  YOU  RECOMMEND  ANY  STUFF  WHICH  WILL— 

AH— REMOVE  iiiK  n'.MAiXDAU  !  !  ?"  [Operator  facet. 


THE  CITY  CHIMES. 
(For  Sad  Timei.) 

"  THE  Turks  haven't  a  shilling !  " 
Said  the  Gate  Bell  of  Billing. 

"  And  then  Russia  wants  all !  " 
Said  a  Bell  near  Millwall. 

"  And  poor  France  has  no  power! ' 
Said  the  Bell  of  the  Tower. 

"  And  that  Egypt  's  a  sweep !  " 
Cried  the  Bell  of  Eastcheap. 

"  And  there 's  Spain— a  treat  sell ! 
Said  St.  Lawrence's  Bell. 

"  Oh.  we  've  had  a  nice  ride !  " 
Cried  the  Bell  of  St.  Bride. 

"  And  are  ground  in  the  Mill !  " 
Moaned  a  Bell  near  Comhill. 

"  We  must  wait  for  high  tide," 
Mourned  the  Bell  of  Cheapside. 

"  It 's  a  regular  hitch  V 
Clanged  the  Bell  of  Shoreditch. 

"  Shall  we  really  lose  all  ?  " 
Asked  the  Bell  of  St.  Paul. 

"  We  should  much  like  to  know ! ' 
Tolled  the  big  Bell  of  Bow. 


The  History  of  a  Sensation. 

Mono  AT. — A  whisper  at  the  Clubs. 
Tuesday.— A  murmur  in  the  Park. 
H'nlnesday.—A.  paragraph  in  the  Papers. 
Thursday.— A.  Question  in  the  House. 
Friday. — A  leader  in  the  Times. 
Saturday.— A  Government  inquiry. 


AN  UNDISPUTED  OPINION. 


Bill  Sikes  (reading  his  paper,  loq.).  What!      Increase 
the  taxes  for  the  Prisons  ?    Well,  now,  that 's  i 


fair  and  reasonable ! 


.  's  what  I  calls 


A  LITTLE  LOGIC. 

DIM;  Mi;.  PuN'rn, 

M  i  :x  sni/  that  we  women  are  illogical  creatures.  Now  listen 
to  me,  then-  's  a  deal  old  tiling,  and  I  will  prove  to  you  that  a  girl 
can  draw  an  inference  —  I  believe  that  is  the  phrase  —  which  all  you 
male  wiseacres  seem  to  have  missed.  Everybody  is  grumbling  about 
the  dulness  of  trade.  The  papers  are  full  of  it,  and  Papa  makes  it, 
UK  iixitn/,  an  excuse  for  certain  small  parsimonies,  in  the  matter  of 
milliners'  bills,  which  spoil  pleasure,  and  I  'm  quite  sure  cannot 
bent-lit  business.  But  there  is,  says  the  Daily  News,  one  exception 
to  this  almost  universal  dulness,  and  that  is  the  Artificial  Floiaer 


.  . 

There  now  !  Do  you  see  the  inevitable  inference  ?  I  dare  say 
not.  Men  are  quite  obtuse  as  regards  all  the  nicer  processes  of 
reasoning.  Does  it  not  prove  beyond  question  that,  if  men  would 
give  up  spending  their  time  and  money  upon  hideous  Iron-clads. 
horrid  monster  guns,  Foreign  Bonds,  and  Stocks,  and  things,  all 
which  seem  to  involve  irickrtliief.t  and  irusfe,  and  go  in  for  the  culti- 
vation of  liirc/i/  and  hiirmli'ss  trades  like  artificial  flower  making, 
nodical  attaeks  of  commercial  doldrums  would  never  attack 
them  at  all  ?  Papa  adjectivises  the  milliners  dreadfully,  especially 
after  rending  the  "  City  Intelligence  "  in  the  morning.  Now  what 
rnit/il  lie  more  illogical?  Nothing!  I  have  tried  to  prove  that  to 
Papa  by  a  close-knit  chain  of  reasoning  which  he  pooh-poohs,  but 
cannot,  or  at  least  tln<:i  not,  refute.  Perhaps  if  he  sees  it  in  Punch. 
he  will  pay  more  attention  to  it.  Here  it  is.  The  more  well-dressed 
girls  there  are,  the  more  milliners  will  flourish  ;  the  more  milliners 
the  more  artificial  tlower  makers  ;  the  more  artificial  flower  makers, 
the  less  dulness  in  trade.  Q.  E.  D.  (This  means  that  Papa's  argu- 
ment is  quite  easily  demolished  !  At  least,  my  brother  TOM  tells 
me  that  is  the  signification  of  those  letters  !)  In  fact,  if  all  were 
artilic  -ial  flower  makers  (though  that,  of  course,  icnulrl  be  inconve- 
nient, for  flowers  are  useless  without  bonnets  to  put  them  on\ 
c/>ii/</  lie  tin  ihiliH'its  in  triiilc  at  all! 


There  !  If  that  is  not  logic,  I  should  like  to  know  what  i*  /  Even 
TOM  admits  that ;  says  it  is  a  very  choice  specimen  of  the  logical 
process  known  as  Reductio  ad  absiirdum,  or  "  rendering  a  little  duck 
ridiculous."  I  cannot  quite  see  the  appropriateness  of  the  name 
myself,  but,  after  all,  the  proof's  the  thing.  Please,  (fear  Mr. 
Punch,  do  print  it.  if  only  to  show  Papa  that  Superior  Wisdom  does 
not  poon-pooh  his  little  girl's  logic. 

And  eternally  oblige 

Your  devoted  devourer, 

FLORA. 

OPEN  BRIDGES  OR  OPEN  SPACES? 

No  doubt  the  Tolls  on  those  Bridges  at  which  they  are  levied  in  a 
great  measure  upon  the  working  classes  going  to  and  from  their 
employment  ought,  by  all  means,  as  the  Select  Committee  on  the 
London  Bridgesr  Tolls  report,  to  be  abolished.  But  will  it  be  for  the 
public  good  also  to  abolish  the  Tolls  on  suburban  bridges,  whereof 
upon  the  Surrey  side  there  are  very  few  workmen,  and  whereat  the 
Tolls  are  taken  chiefly  from  pedestrians  and  other  excursionists 
crossing  them  on  their  way  to  and  from  the  bit  of  country  yet 
remaining  on  the  Surrey  side  of  them,  still  allowing  the  enjoy- 
ment of  pleasant  and  constitutional  rambles,  and  got  to  by  Putney 
and  Hammersmith  Bridges  in  particular  ?  These  Bridges  are 
at  present  approaches  to  comparatively  Open  Spaces,  which,  if 
all  the  Bridges'  Tolls  are  abolished,  will  very  soon  be  covered  with 
brieks-and-mortar,  to  the  destruction  of  their  utility  to  Londoners 
at  large,  and  to  tho  benefit  chiefly  of  the  speculative  Builder. 
Would  it  not  be  a  pity  to  go  to  the  expense  of  taking  the  Tolls  off 
OUM  Bridges  ?  This,  at  any  rate,  is  an  Open  Question. 


I'.rsr    I.i  us    FOH  HOSPITALS.— Hospital  Saturday  and  Hospital 

Sunday. 
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A    PERSONAGE    IN    ST.    PANCRIDGE. 

I:I:Y  considerable  alarm  has  no 
doubt  been  created  among  the 
more  economical  portion  of  the 
Itatepayers  of  St.  Pancras  by 
the  following  verdict  of  a 
Coroner's  Jury : — 

"That  the  deceased  died  from 
suffocation  consequent  upon  want 
of  fresh  air;  and  that  it  having 
hern  elicited  that  the  h  ing-in 
ward  had  been  left  in  charge  of  a 
thoroughly  incompetent  person, 
and  was  constantly  so  left,  the 
Jury  recommend  that  the  Guar- 
dians should  take  immediate  steps 
ti>  in.ivide  Miss  PLATT  with  pro- 
perly qualified  assistants." 

According  to  the  report 
above  quoted,  the  deceased 
was  an  infant  a  few  days  old. 
Miss  PLATT  is  the  Midwife  at 
the  St.  Paucras  Workhouse. 
She  deposed  that  she  left  the 
ward  in  charge  of  one  of  the 
pauper  helpers,  "as  the  Guar- 
dians allowed  no  qualified 
assistant."  When  she  came 
back  she  was  told  the  baby  was  dead,  but  found  it  not  to  be, 
although  dying.  According  to  the  pauper-helper's  evidence,  at 
a  quarter  past  nine,  "the  mother  said  the  child  was  cold  and 
going  black."  Witness  "took  it  to  the  fire  for  ten  minutes,  and 
then  thought  that  it  was  dead,  and  put  it  on  a  bed  and  covered 
it  up  with  a  sheet.  She  did  not  call  the  Doctor  as  she  thought  the 
child  was  dead."  The  Doctor  stated  the  cause  of  the  child's  death — 
"asphyxia,  from  overlying'."  He  said  "it  was  the  duty  of  the 
pauper-helper  left  in  charge  of  the  ward  to  send  to  him  when  she 
found  the  deceased  dead  or  dying,  and  added  that : — 

"lie  felt  convinced  that  Miss  PLATT  was  considerably  overworked,  and 
Miss  FOLLETT,  the  Lady  Guardian,  had  tried  lo  induce  the  other  Guardians 
to  provide  a  qualified  assistant,  but  without  effect." 

The  St.  Pancras  Ratepayers  will  probably  not  elect  another  Lady 
Guardian.  They  cannot,  however,  be  sure  that  clamour,  consequent 


dence  of  the  unqualified  assistant's  name  and  nature.  It  sounds 
like  a  hoax  ;  but  there  the  name  is  in  the  Dullj/  Xi-irs  of  Monday 
last  week,  and  no  mistake,  recorded  in  unquestionable  prinl.  The 
name  of  this  truly  typical  specimen  of  a  "Pauper-Helper"  is 
actually  SAKAH  GAMP.  This  is  one  of  the  St.  Pancras  "  Pauper- 
Helpers" — so  called  perhaps  because  they  help  paupers  "  over  the 
stile."  Xo  doubt  tpere  is  at  least  another  of  them  who,  if  not 
named,  might  worthily  be  named  ELIZABETH  PKTQ. 


"  BENEFITS  FOBGOT." 

MK.   Prxrii    has  received  a  number  of  communications  on  the 
subject  of  "  Benefits,"  but  can  only  find  space  for  the  following : — 

1>KAH  Ml!,  PUNCH, 

I  Hoi1!-:  you  will  excuse  my  troubling  you  with  tins  letter. 
The  fact  is,  that  I  am  in  great  trouble.  I  am  an  old  lianker'sderk, 
and  have  been  literally  before  the  public  for  nearly  fifty  years.  My 
income  has  been  small,  and  my  family  large.  1  have  tlic  highest 
testimonials  as  to  ability  and  integrity.  Sickness  and  other  mis- 
fortunes have,  however,  pulled  me  down,  and  it  occurred  to  me 
whether  I  could  not  somehow  or  other  take  a  "  benetit."  Do  you 
think  it  could  be  managed  ?  I  don't  understand  these  things.  Can 
you  give  me  any  advice  or  help  ? 

Yours  respectfully, 

JACOB  FAITHFUL. 

Itlml;  Voltage,    Wmrturje,  J-u»r  1,  1X7(1. 

To  Mr.  Pn>i,-h. 
SIR, 

I  AM  a  Professional  Man,  and  have  struggled  through  the 
best  part  of  my  life  with  many  incumbranees,  but  have  managed  to 
keep  myself  and  family  independent.  Now,  however,  in  consequence 
of  the  dulness  of  business. and  the  overcrowding  of  my  profession, 
we  are  likely  to  be  sold  up  unless  I  can  get  some  temporary  hcl]>. 
My  wife  suggests  my  taking  a  "benetit';"  but  how,  when,  arid 


where  ?  Of  course,  it  would  be  distasteful  to  my  feelings,  but  it 
would  take  a  mighty  load  off  my  mind  if  I  could  realise  two  or 
three  hundred.  Do  you  think  Hint  MAJESTY-  would  lend  me  her 

Theatre?  ,-  ,.     , 

lours,  despomungly, 

Compo  Lodge,  .Loam  Lane,  X.  PATKK  FAJIILIAS. 


PUXCH, 

I  SUITO.SI-:  you  don't  know  me:'  Very  few  people  do.  I 
have,  however,  made  my  living  fur  many  a  long  year  by  wielding 
the  brush,  and  wiling  "pot-boiler..."  I  have  kept  out  of  debt, 
and  preserved  my  position  as  a  Gentleman.  Old  age,  and  a  glut 
of  the  market  have,  however,  ne  to  a  staad-still.  1  do 

wish  'some  one  would  get  me  up  a  "  bencfit." 

Yours,  faithfully, 

AKTIST. 

P.S.  I  thought  of  asking  some  of  my  friends  to  open  an  Exhibi- 
tion of  their  paintings  on  m>-  behalf  ;  but  they  sill  paint  so 
wretchedly,  I  fear  it  would  be  "  no  go." 

DKAK  OLD  FELLOW, 

You  remember  my  coming  into  my  money  five  yesr.s  ago, 
don't  you?  Well,  I've  run  through  it,  and  spent  it  on 

\Y~est-Kiid  Tradesmen.  Oughtn't  they  to  get  mo  up  a  "  benefit"  '"  1 
haven't  a  rap.  Dropped  my  last  "  Fifty"  on  the  Oaks, 

Yours  ever, 
Hnlf-inmin  Street,  June  8,  1870.  GERALD  GOLIOHILV. 

Mr  Di-:.\ii  Sn:, 

I  IIAVK  held  a  livir.  '  a-year  for  forty  years,  and 

reared  a  large  family.  My  health  is  bad,  and  I  must  employ  a 
Curate,  and  I  know  not  where  to  turn  for  a  little  help.  Do  you  not 
think  I  might  take  a  sort  of  ecclesiastical  "  benefit  "  at  some  well- 
known  church,  and  get  a  Bishop  or  two  tu  perform  for 

Yours  sine. 
liarebuiics  Viciinirji-,  June  9,  1(370.  CIIUBCU  Morsi:. 


HOSPITAL  SUXDAY-JraE  18. 

(Anniversary  of  H'atcrlim.) 

TIIKV  whisper  that  some  touch  of  shame 
Should  rise  at  mention  of  the  name 
That  once  could  set  all  hearts  aflame — 

That  England,  on  her  lonely  shore, 

Hears  in  the  nations'  sullen  roar, 

"  You  fought  once,  but  can  tight  no  more  : 

"  Your  strength  is  gold — and  gold  is  weak  ; 

Wisdom  in  policy  you  seek, 

And  safety  in  your  '  silver  streak ' !  " 

To-morrow  we  '11  that  charge  debate  ; 
To-day  the  Ottoman  may  wait, 
Our  own  "  Sick -Man  "  is  at  the  gate. 

For  this  one  day  we  '11  rise  and  show 
We  're  not  unlearned  to  strike  a  bimv 
Against  an  older,  stronger  foe. 

Our  brother's  woe,  disease  and  pain, 
King  Deatli  and  all  his  ghastly  train, 
cry — and  may  not  cry  in  vain. 

"  Money  lies  idle."    Let  it  rest 
J»'o  longer  idle  ;  in  the  best 
Of  all  securities  invest. 

Give  freely,  London,  of  thy  store, 

And  know  "  High  heaven  rejects  the  lore 

Of  nicely-reckoned  less  or  more." 

Thus  Punch  the  Jester— like  BlJiON 
For  gibing  moments  to  atone — 
Muses  beside  sick  beds,  alone. 


A   CASK.   OF  AVATKU  OX   TUT.    IIKAIX. 

WIIKN'  MRS.  MATLUIFAMILIAS  insists  upon  t akin;;-  the  ChiMr-  Q  !-> 
the  sea-side. 

BAD  BEGINNING  (for  /In:  Xmr  Turkish  Rtgimt'}.— Sending  round 
the  Imperial  Holt !     

K.I  \CULATION    OF    KiKHER's    Fo-TB.  —  Pcsth    take    the 
Mineral  Colt ! 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ERE  Punch  asked  what  is  the  Parliamentary 
Privilege  par  excellence,  he  would  say  the 
Privilege  of  every  Member  who  has  a  turn  for 
making  himself  ridiculous  to  try  and  induce 
the  House  to  follow  his  example.  For  latest 
illustration,  see  the  discussion  on  Privilege 

raised  by  SIR  "W.  FRASER  (Monday,  June  12).  all  about  a  letter  from 
the  Secretary  of  the  Political  Committee  of  the  Reform  Club,  calling 
MR.  RIPLEY  over  the  coals  for  some  too  free  and  independent  votes 
of  his,  and  threatening  that,  if  he  chose  thus  to  throw  over  the 
Party,  the  Party  would  bring  the  Party's  big  Club  down,  sharp, 
over  his  knuckles. 

This  is  scarcely  the  stuff  for  our  Collective  Wisdom'  to  waste  its  time  on,  even  though  it  give  the  PREMIER  a  peg  for  ten  minutes  of 
solemn  chaff,  or  lead  up  to  a  smart  sparring-bout  between  the  lively  Londonderry  Chicken  and  the  phlegmatic  Devonshire  Pet — a  heavy 
weight,  with  whom  the  Chicken,  however  quick  on  his  pins  and  sharp  in  his  hitting,  has,  as  yet,  no  chance. 

To  be  sure  the  House  was  glad  of  any  excuse  for  diversion,  feeling  that  it  had  before  it  the  dreary  job  of  flogging  the  dead  horse  of 
tin  Appellate  Jurisdiction  Bill,  which  not  even  the  combined  "persuaders"  of  DISRAELI,  VERXOK  HARCOURT,  and  HENRY  JAMES  together 
can  galvanise  into  the  ghost  of  a  gallop. 

The  debate  on  the  Second  Heading:  of  the  University  Bill  was  a  little  livelier,  thanks  to  the  hopeless  antagonism  of  its  friends  and 
foes.  The  Bill  nominates  Commissioners  to  readjust  the  nexus  of  cash  payments  between  rich  Colleges  and  a  poor  University,  with  a 
view  to  see  how  far  the  transfusion  of  that  life-blood  of  learning— as  of  most  things — £  «.  d.,  from  the  veins  of  the  one  to  the  other  may 
be  carried,  so  as  to  strengthen  the  University  without  fatally  depleting  the  Colleges. 

MR.  OsiioiiNE  MORGAN  wants  to  have  the  Commissioners  hands  more  tightly  tied  by  the  Bill. 

MR.  CLIFFORD— Fellow  of  New  College — owning  New  College  the  greatest  abuse  of  the  University,  and  himself  the  greatest  abuse  of 
New  College — wants  to  have  the  Commissioners'  hands  made  stronger  tor  their  work  of  reformation. 

LOUD  P.  HERVEY,  on  High  Conservative  considerations,  would  not  have  a  penny  transferred  from  the  Colleges  to  the  University. 
TH  K  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  ROBERT  LOWE  maintains  that  the  sole  good  done  by  Oxford  is  the  making  a  provision  for  those  non-resident 
youths,  the  only  hard-working  sons  of  Alma  Mater,  whom  LORD  SALISBURY  has  christened  "  idle  fellows,"  and  that  every  farthing  handed 
over  from  the  Colleges  to  the  University,  will  be  money  perverted  from  the  maintenance  of  industry  to  the  support  of  laziness.  The 
University  is  nothing  but  a  noun  of  multitude  meaning  the  lot  of  Colleges  whose  funds  are  best  employed  as  sinews  of  war  for  hard-headed 
young  men  in  their  first  battle  of  life.  Hang  research — look  out  for  results — and  when  found,  make  a  Fellow  of.  To  endow  research 
would  be,  in  most  cases,  to.  find  snug  berths  for  some  of  the  grossest  humbugs  of  the  age — to  cumber  the  High  with  perambulators,  and 
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mike  "the  Quads"  unmusical  with  babes.  Then  who 
and  what  were  the  Commissioners  ?  REDESDALE,  a  block. 
SELBORNE,  a  psalm-singing  bigot.  BURGON,  a  jocose 
fanatic.  MOUNTAGUE-BERNARD,  a  High-church  Editor. 
MAINE,  an  umbra  of  LORD  SALISBURY'S.  GROVE,  a  judge 
with  no  time  to  spare.  RIDLEY,  a  nobody — and  as  such, 
no  doubt,  a  model  Commissioner.  Altogether  the  RIGHT 
HONOURABLE  ROBERT  presented  what  may  be  called,  in 
every  sense,  a  LOWE  view  of  the  Commission,  Research, 
the  University  and  its  work.  But  LOWE  withstanding, 
the  Bill  was  read  a  Second  Time  with  the  understanding 
that  further  ventilation  of  the  irreconcileable  views  of 
its  foes  and  friends  should  he  kept  for-Second  Reading 
of  the  Cambridge  Bill  next  week. 

Tuesday  (Lords). — Their  Lordships  reassembled  after 
their  Whitsun  holiday,  and  threw  themselves  into  their 
work  of  Third  Reading  of  Trades'  Unions  Amendment 
and  Salmon  Fisheries  Bills,  with  a  cheerful  alertness, 
which  showed  how  much  their  Whitsun  rest  has  done  to 
repair  the  ravages  of  hard  labour  on  their  venerable 
frames. 

(Commons.) — First  Morning  Sitting  of  the  Session,  on 
Poor  Law  Amendment.  A  clause  to  give  Irish  Paupers 
English  settlements  by  three  vears'  residence,  was  all  of 
a  sudden  made  general :  another  step — taken,  Punch  is 
bound  to  say,  without  the  least  premeditation — in  the 
direction  of  an  end  that  must  be  reached — the  end  of 
Settlement. 

MR.  SERJEANT  Smoir-^-one  would  be  tempted  to  dub 
him  Simple  SIMOIT  on  this  occasion — made  an  unadvised 
attempt  to  prohibit  all  workhouse  separation  of  husband 
and  wife.  As  it  is,  pauper  couples  of  more  than  sixty 
are  left  together.  This  is  as  much  as  can  fairly  be  asked, 
supposing  a  reasonable  latitude  left  to  Guardians  of 
relaxing  the  rule  where  man  or  wife  is  between  fifty  and 
sixty. 

In  the  Evening  Sitting,  the  Report  of  the  Royal  Com- 
mission on  the  (m)  famous  Fugitive  Slave  Circular  was 
laid  on  the  table.  Its  recommendations  amount  to  a 
decent  burial,  under  a  proper  salvo  of  circumlocutory 
blank  cartridge,  of  the  stupid  Circular,  and  a  practical 
restitution  to  our  Naval  Officers  of  the  discretion  which 
should  never  have  been  interfered  with. 

LORD  ELCHO  moved  Resolutions— first,  that  Metro- 
politan Municipal  Reform  deserves  the  attention  of 
Government ;  second,  that  such  reform  should  be  worked 
through  a  single  body.  He  travelled  the  old  round ; 
showed  up  the  confusion,  inefficiency,  and  wastefulness 
of  our  present  higgledy-piggledy  systems  in  drainage, 
scavenging,  street  management,  markets,  paving,  gas, 
water,  &c. ;  described  how  he  would  have  the  pale  of  the 
Corporation  enlarged  to  take  in  the  four  millions  now 
left  to  the  untender  mercies  of  more  than  thirty  Vestries 
and  District  Boards.  SIR  G.  BOWYEH  declared  that,  so 
governed,  the  Capital  would  become  a  Country,  its 
council  a  Parliament,  and  its  Lord  Mayor  the  President 
of  a  Republic,  which  might  ultimately  threaten  the 
existence  of  the  Monarchy.  The  RIGHT  HON.  ROBERT 
LOWE  gave  himself  the  great  pleasure  of  running  a-muck 
among  the  Vestries.  He  painted  a  repulsive  picture  of 
the  British  Vestryman,  on  a  principle  the  reverse  of 
QUEEN  ELIZABETH'S,  all  shadows;  and  with  the  same 
vivid  vitriolic  colours  which  he  had  used  the  night  before 
for  the  portraits  of  the  Oxford  Commission.  MR.  CROSS, 
admitting  that  London  needed  better  local  government, 
criticised  LORD  ELCHO'S  plan,  but  declined  to  commit 
himself  for  the  Government  to  that  or  any  other  scheme. 

(Why  not  meet  me,  my  dear  MR.  CROSS,  and  let  you 
and  me  settle  a  plan  for  the  government  of  the  Metro- 
polis between  us  ?  I  may  tell  you  in  confidence  that  I 
nave  one  cut  and  dried  ;  and  I  feel  sure,  from  the  sound 
sense  you  show  on  all  matters  you  take  in  hand,  that  you 
and  I  should  understand  one  another.  My  plan  embraces 
all  the  good  points  of  LORD  ELCHO'S,  and  meets  all  your 
criticisms.  .  Verbum  sap.  I  am  always  at  home  between 
nine  and  twelve.) 

LORD  ELCHO,  having  served  his  purpose  by  his  speech 
and  the  discussion,  withdrew  his  Resolutions. 

LEWIS  the  Indefatigable  made  a  desperate  attempt  to 
get  more  of  his  say  than  the  SPEAKER  would  stand  on  the 
further  adjournment  of  the  adjourned  debate  on  the 
Strangers'  Exclusion  Resolution.  What  unlucky  out- 
sider has  been  touching  up  MR.  LEWIS  on  the  raw  ? 

Wednesday. — SIR  WILFRID'S  annual  field-day.  The 
well-known  old  deer,  "  Permissive  Prohibitory,"  was 


turned  out,  started,  and  run  down,  after  a  gallant  burst.  Our  ancient  friend  is 
still  fresh  and  game,  though,  perhaps,  he  hardly  afforded  the  sport  he  has  given 
in  former  years.  Parliament  is  still  stubborn  (by  299  to  81)  in  its  determination 
not  to  allow  two-thirds  of  the  householders  of  a  place  to  shut  the  public-house' 
doors  against  the  other  third  ;  not  to  make  a  rough  division  of  the  population 
into  those  who  never  enter  a  bar,  and  those  who  can't  enter  one  without  making 
beasts  of  themselves ;  and  not  to  tling  the  country  into  an  annual  ferment,  with 
the  beer-distributing  interest  all  on  one  side. 

We  pity  SIK  WILFRID,  who  has  to  face  his  annual  Parliamentary  cold  douche 
hot  from  the  Turkish  bath  of  his  Exeter  Hall  Meeting,  packed  with  his  friends, 
and  steaming  with  the  fervid  feverheat  of  their  somewhat  intemperate  temper- 
ance. But  Russian  constitutions,  they  say,  can  stand  the  transition  from  their 
hot  baths  to  the  snow — and  SIR  WILFRID  seems  none  the  worse  for  the  shock. 
He  always  comes  up  smiling  after  his  annual  knock-down. 

Thursday  (Lords).— A  little  talk  about  Turkey  between  LORD  DELAWARH 
and  LORD  DERBY.   LORD  DE-LA-PAIX  should  be  the  interpolator  on  that  subject 
just  now,  so  peaceful  does  all  look  of  a  sudden,  by  the  Bosphorus.     The 
of  War  have  been  checked — and  pretty  sharply — if  not  securely  chained  up  yet. 

(Commune.} — Second  Reading  of  LORD  SANDON'S  Education  Bill. 

MR.  MUNDELLA,  who  moved  an  Amendment,  LORD  F.  CAVENDISH,  DR.  PLAY- 
FAIR,  and  MR.  Dixoif,  took  up  the  cudgels  for  compulsion. 

MR.  RIDLEY,  MR.  O.vsr.ow,  MR.  BIULKY,  MR.  PELL,  MR.  A.  MILLS,  and  MR. 
\V  \  I.TBK  thought  the  Bill  went  as  far  in  taking  the  horse  to  the  water  as  it 
was  safe  to  go.  (Punch  agrees  with  them.  It  won't  do  to  strain  even  the 
cords  of  love  too  tight.) 

LORD  ROBERT  MONTAGU  showed  himself  off  in  the  characteristic  attitude  of 
an  opponent  of  the  Bill  and  the  Amendment  both — abused  School-Boards, 
declared  the  Bill  would  interfere  with  labour,  strike  at  religion,  and,  if  it  did 
not  "  fill  the  butchers'  shops  with  large  blue  flies,"  would  tend  to  make  England 
for  all  reasons  and  in  all  respects  a  land  not  worth  living  in. 

LORD  ROBERT'S  abuse  of  the  Bill  ought  to  secure  its  acceptance  with  rational 
folks.  The  debate  was  adjourned  till  Monday ;  but  the  Bill  will  be  carried, 
and  so  it  ought  to  be,  for  it  seems  a  good  Bill  as  far  as  it  goes,  and  satisfies 
those  sensible  people  who  are  content  to  put  up  with  half-loaves  in  this  Wale 
of  Compromise. 

Friday  (Lords). — Nonessential  business. 

(Commons.) — Heavy  business.  A  Monster  Petition,  said  to  hear  102,000 
signatures  against  any  further  Grants  to  the  Royal  Family  was  lugged  in  with 
some  difficulty  by  MESSRS.  BURT  and  MACDONALD  (only  ex-working  men  could 
have  "hefted  "the  huge  roll,  and  deposited  it  behind  the  table).  If  opinion 
is  to  be  weighed,  such  a  petition  ought  to  count  heavily.  Then  came 
Questions  (Punch  is  glad  to  know  we  are  not  going  to  make  a  present  of 
Heligoland  to  Germany.  If  we  gave  it  up  to  anybody,  it  would  be  to  Denmark, 
from  whom  we  took  it),  and  Sensation  (MR.  DISRAELI  was  unable  to  inform 
MR.  BRIGHT  of  the  real  motives  for  the  wholesale  murder  of  Ministers  at 
Constantinople.)  Miscellaneous  Friday-night  talk  finished  the  evening. 
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OUT    IN    THE    COLD; 

Or,  the  Par/ianiintiirit 

"  I  believe  it  u  a  rule  in  Parliament  never  to  hi:  logical  in  legislation." 

Hit.  DlsUAELI. 

1'noii  Logic,  like  MOORK'S 
IVri,  iit  tlu  irate 

(  H  proud  St.  Stephen's  stooc 
disconsolate. 

Sin-  heard  the  wordy  war- 
tun-  waged  within, 

rll"  critic  cavil,  the  dogmatic 
din, 

The  keen  discordant  strife  of 
Ins  and  Outs, 

I;II.I;AI;'S  rude  railings,  ho1 

(  >'(ioi;MAN's  si) 
Sighed  she,  "  Where  '  heed- 
less Rhetoric''*  so  at  home, 
Her    poor    precisian   sister 

scarce  may  come. 
'1'lu-y  mocked  my  champion, 

MILL,  and  I  can  Bee 
That,  now  he  's  gone,  t 

not  make  room  for  »i< . 
To  dull  logomachy,  profuse, 

soph 
They   sacrifice    the  sweetly 

syllogistic : 
To    them    the  chase  of  the 

abstractly  true  it> 
Poor  sport  to  personal  ques- 
tions raised  by  LEWI- . 

They  flout  keen  FAWCETT,  and  they  fain  would  rob 
Me  of  the  partial  homage  of  my  l!"i:. 
Oh,  scene  of  babblement  and  crass  confusion 
n  here  Premiss  ne'er  foregathers  with  Conclusion ! 

And  yet,  u-tmld  they  admit  me "    Here  loud  laughter 

Hang  through  the  spacious  hall,  from  bench  to  rafter. 

The  Sphinx— an  oracle  of  such  high  station 

Net  il  scarcely  stoop  to  ratiocination — 

The  Sphinx,  unmindful  of  that  listener  sad, 

(iiive  Hope  her  I'liup-de-grace.    Too  bad  !  toobad! 

"  In  shaping  laws,  mere  Logic  should  be  dumb. 

She  rules  not  here  ;  our  rule  "s  the  Rule  of  Thumb ! 

We  play  at  dialectic,  point  and  edge ; 

But  Truth's  straight  thrust  were — breach  of  privilege !  " 

The  Peri  drooped,  and  dropped  a  woeful  tear. 

"  '  Ahundtm  llfason  all  who  enter  here  !  '  ' 

Sighed  she,  "  should  be  inscribed  above  this  portal. 

The  Statesman's  dread  of  Syllogism 's  mortal. 

Farewell !     Alas !  "    She  said,  and  veiled  her  face, 

And  fled  to— shall  we  say — "  another  place  "  ? 


A  PARLIAMENT  OF  LONDON. 

LORD  ELCHO  has  had  his  annual  innings,  and  has  assured  the 
IliMi.-e  of  Commons  that  it  is  much  pleasanter  to  live  in  Paris,  in 
Manchester,  even  in  Bradford,  than  in  London.  No  doubt  he  is 
right,  though  in  the  minority  :  but  what  a  pity  he  doesn't  go  and 
live  in  Paris  or  Bradford,  and  leave  us  unhappy  Londoners  to  pur 
fate  !  The  air  of  great  cities  does  not  suit  small  men.  London  is  a 
city  of  anomalies,  but  they  are  historical,  and  not  to  be  removed  in 
a  day.  Its  Mayors  have  been  the  friends  of  the  Kings  of  England  : 
it  is,  in  fact,  an  epitome  of  England. 

Mr.  I' u ii  eft  argues  not  against  Reform,  which  is  as  fashionable  as 
Kinking  and  Cockle's  Pills:  but,  as  Eternal  Member  for  E.1 
I  .teruai  City — he  takes  leave  to  defend  its  institutions  and  clivers. 
'I  here  i/my  be  a  m»re  luminous  intellectual  centre,  in  Paris  or  Rome 
or  Berlin  or  New  York,  than  No.  85,  Fleet  Street ;  if  so,  Mr.  Punch 
would  like  to  know  the  address.  There  may  also  be  a  grander  gateway 
than  Temple  Bar,  or  a  nobler  obelisk  than  AI.DKHMAN  WAITHMAX'S, 
—but  on  these  points  Mr.  1'inn-h  is  not  anxious  for  information. 

Other  Cities  may  perchance  have  wiser  and  more  powerful  jour- 
nals than  the  Times,  but  Mr.  Piuir/i  is  quite  satisfied  with  that 
periodical.  And  in  its  comments  on  LORD  Ei.cno's  annual  Motion, 
he  finds  and  approves  this  remark:—"  Within  the  House  of  Com- 
mons there  is  a  vague  feeling  of  apprehension  that  a  Municipality 
of  London  might  attract  some  of  the  attention  now  paid  to  the  pro- 
ceedings of  Parliament."  It  might,  indeed,  if  recent  occurrences 
index.  Did  not  the  LOUD  MAYOR,  only  the  other  day,  say 
that  the  Stage  lias  taught  us  as  much  as.  if  not  more  than,  the 
Pulpit  '<  Such  utterances  never  startle  the  calm  arena  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  Did  he  not  actually  tell  the  Artists  who  ate  turtle 


with  him  last  week  that  "  Genius  ought  to  be  in  comfortable  cir- 
cumstances "  'f  That  demoralising  declaration  has  already  been 
sufficiently  exploded  by  all  the  philosophers  of  the  Press.  Genius 
comfortable!  What  next!'  Theologic  hypocrisy  and  Stock  Ex- 
change theft  make  their  own  comfort ;  but  Genius  is  a  mere  out-at- 
elbows,  disreputable  being,  and  positively  ought  not  to  be  comfortable 
If  I/ird  Mayors  go  about  saying  this  sort  of  thing,  it  must  be 
obvious  to  the  House  of  Commons  that  a  Parliament  of  Ixmdon 
would  never  do.  Such  utterances  are  revolutionary.  LORD  M  A  YOI 
COTTON  became  Member  for  the  City  on  Conservative  principles  ;  but 
what  are  we  to  say  of  a  man  who  prefers  SHAKSTKAKK  to  the  Bencl 
of  Bishops,  and  thinks  that  Genius  deserves  its  rumpsteak  and  pint 
of  stout ':  No ;  if  such  are  to  be  the  Members  of  the  possible 
Parliament  of  London,  LOBD  ELCBO'S  Motion  was  wisely  resisted. 


WHAT  A  LADY  SEES. 

AT  a  Race  Meeting. — Plenty  of  dust.  Some  poor  part  of  I/ondon. 
A  number  of  pretty  villas.  A  great  deal  of  stuooo.  Country  fields 
and  country  lanes.  Little  villages.  Small  towns.  Glare  and 
shadow.  Gipsies.  Crowds  of  roughs.  Very  good  company.  Plenty 
of  drags.  A  collection  of  carriages.  A  lukewarm  lunch.  And,  to 
conclude  (if  she  is  very  observant),  a  horse-race  in  the  distance. 

At  a  Cricket  Match. — A  road  crowded  with  carriages.  A  narrow 
gate.  A  large  number  of  men,  belonging  to  every  profession,  in  a 
state  of  unusual  excitement.  A  good  deal  of  hand-shaking.  A 
large  amount  of  head  uncovering.  A  mysterious  board,  upon  which 
appear  constantly  changing  figures.  Thousands  of  dresses  of  asnre 
and  dark  blue  silk.  A  forest  of  parasols.  Plates  of  lobster  salad. 
Dishes  of  cold  fowls.  Piles  of  rolls.  Heaps  of  cakes.  Quarts  of 
Claret  and  Moselle  cup.  Dozens  of  Champagne.  And  possibly  (if 
she  is  very  fond  of  the  game)  the  out  eleven  changing  positions  at 
the  cry  of  "Over." 

At  the  Zoological  Garden*. — A  number  of  trees.  A  thinkly 
poimlated  lawn.  A  refreshment-house,  open  "to  bond  fide  travellers 
only."  The  last  masterpiece  by  WORTH.  The  sweetest  things  in 
bonnets.  The  most  daring  contrasts  in  colours.  The  Heroes  of  the 
House.  The  Loungers  of  the  Clubs.  The  Prides  of  the  Studios.  The 
Ornaments  of  Literature.  All  her  friends.  Most  of  her  enemies. 
And  (if  she  has  time  to  inspect  them)  a  few  animals  in  cages. 

At  a  Fancy  Dress  Ball. — The  inside  of  a  carriage.  A  Policeman 
attempting  to  keep  back  a  satirical  mob.  A  hall.  A  crowded  stair- 
case. A  melancholy  Charles  the  Second.  A  jocular  Hamlet.  A 
modest  Henry  the  Eighth.  A  retiring  North  American  Indian.  A 
bashful  Executioner.  A  regiment  of  Militiamen.  A  Clan  of  High- 
landers. A  dozen  Louis  Onzes.  Twenty-three  Marie  Stuarts.  A 
Charity  Girl.  A  score  of  Matrons  (a  very  long  way)  after  GAIWS- 
BOROUGH.  And  (if  she  manages  to  reach  the  drawing-room)  Ivanhoc, 
Joan  of  Arc,  Napoleon,  Jane  Shore,  Macbeth,  Anne  of  Cleves, 
Robespierre,  and  an  eccentric  representative  of  Snow,  attempting  to 
dance  the  Lancers  in  the  centre  of  a  crowd  of  historical  celebrities. 

At  Church. — A  sedate  Pew-opener,  who  receives  a  bribe  with 
dignity.  A  very  magnificent  display  of  bonnets.  A  popular  Author. 
Several  "  Men  of  the  Time."  And  (as  a  matter  of  course)  her 
Prayer-Book. 

At  Home. — Her  husband  and  her  children  ;  and  if  they  are  not 
enough  for  her,  why,  the  Lady  must  be  difficult  to  please.  At  least 
so  thinks  Mr.  Punch,  who  is  a  model  of  domesticity. 


GREENGROCERS  r.  BUTCHERS. 

TALK  of  cause  and  effect  Mr.  Punch  ear 's  a  diskivery  i  outt  hout 
a  yure  Fashnoble  Cotrumpery  of  the  conneckshun  'tween — 

"  VEOETAKIANISM  Ann  TEMPERANCE. — A  Vegetarian  and  Temperance 
Congress  was  opened  yesterday  at  Langham  Hall,  Great  Portland  Street,  by  a 
paper  by  MR.  0.  C.  GKOOK  NAPIKB,  F.8.S.,  who  related  many  cases  of  the 
uru  of  confirmed  drunkards  through  adopting  the  vegetarian  diet." 

MR.  NAPIER  'oordin'  to  the  Post  hallso  said  as  a  merrican  Phy- 
sician, docter  TURNER,  had  cur'd  a  Thousand  drunkards  by  only 
jerswadin  of  em  to  take  to  a  vegetarian  diet,  and  was  a  goin  for  to 
some  over  ear  for  the  puppus  of  preachin  the  "  vegetarian  cure  of 
ntemperance  "  to  the  Facklety.  Krchy  angs  a  Tail  for  sir  ~ 


Lawwnr  and  the  Benighted   Kiagdvai   Allyance  to  catch  old  on 

and  bring  in  a  Had  o'  1'arlimint  to  Shut  up  not  onely  the  Puhli,  - 
DUMB,  but  the  Butchers'  Shopps,  Witch  it  wud  be  sum  Com  pen  - 
sashun  fur  your  umbul  admirer,  Ightinncrant  Doeler  in  Wegebels, 
jrreens,  Turmuts,  Canute,  Spinnidge,  and  Sparrer-grass. 

8AM  COBWEB. 


Suggestion  by  Sairey  Gamp. 
(  Vide  Latt  V'tek't  Punch.) 


A    Di  :    AT   ST. 

'Kid  I: 


—  A  Bottle  of 
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O    WILD    WEST    WIND!" 

WALKING  ABROAD  IN  ONE  OF  HIS  LOFTIEST  MOODS,  AND  SEEKING  FOR  INSPIRATION  ON  A  LONELY  HEATH,  OUR  YOUTHFUL  POET 
COMES  UPON  A  LAUNDRY- YARD,  AND  SEES  UNDER-GARMENTS  OF  ALL  SIZES  FLAUNTING  IN  THE  GALE. 

[Lest  (he  susceptibilities  of  the  more  refined  should  be  shocked,  we  hasten  to  state  that  the  liabUimcnts  depicted  above  belong  exclusively 
to  the  Male  Sex. 


THE  SCIENCE  SHOW,  SOUTH  KENSINGTON. 

WE  now  resume  and  conclude  our  extracts  from  the  MS.  notes 
contained  in  a  copy  of  the  Catalogue  found  in  the  Exhibition  of 
Scientific  Apparatus,  and  which,  strange  to  say,  still  lies  unclaimed. 
The  disconsolate  owner  can  have  it  on  application  at  the  Office  of 
this  Journal ;  but,  that  we  may  be  satisfied  he  is  the  rightful  claim- 
ant, and  endowed  with  the  profound  scientific  knowledge  which  it 
is  clear  the  writer  of  the  Notes  must  have  possessed,  it  will  be  requi- 
site that  he  should  submit  to  an  examination  in  two  at  least  of  the 
following  subjects  treated  of  in  the  Catalogue :— Kinematics,  Mole- 
cular Physics,  Biology,  and  Crystallography. 

"  Punching  Instrument."  Quite  superfluous.  There  is  too  much 
' '  punching  "  going  on  already.  (See  the  daily  papers.) 

'  The  Original  Traversing  Lifting  Jack."  Very  delusive.  Visitors 
who  come  expecting  to  see  "JACK"  perform  some  extraordinary  feat 
of  pedestrianism,  or  lift  enormous  weights  without  any  apparent 
effort,  will  be  greatly  disappointed.  At  least  we  saw  nothing  of  the 
kind  even  attempted. 

"  Mule  for  Spinning  Cotton."  Naturalists,  Zoologists,  and  others, 
should  compare  the  Hydraulic  Ram,  the  Steam  Donkey  Engine,  the 
Bulldog  Clam,  the  Skeleton  of  a  Rhombohedron,  and,  in  MB.  FRANK 
BUCKLAND'S  interesting  collection,  the  Telescope  Fish. 

"  Skew  Mitres."  The  attention  of  the  Episcopal  Bench  is  respect- 
fully invited'.  The  same  competent  authorities  are  also  requested  to 
examine  and  report  on  the  "  Series  of  Temples  (20  in  number)." 

_' '  Three  Models  of  an  Eccentric  Circle. ' '  There  are  so  many  eccen- 
tric circles  both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  without  more  precise  in- 
formation as  to  the  particular  circle  here  indicated,  all  conjecture  on 
the  subject  would  be  as  impertinent  as  it  would  be  idle. 

"  Lazy  Tongs."  Obviously  the  set  is  incomplete,  wanting  both 
the  lethargic  poker  and  the  listless  shovel. 

"  Whirling  Table."    What  Spiritualist  sent  it  ? 

"  The  Original  Copper-Zinc  Couple."  Almost  as  great  an  attrac- 
tion as  the  Sirens.  Believed  to  be  unique.  Beware  of  counterfeits. 


This  is  the  original  copper-zinc  couple.  No  other  is  genuine.  They 
have  always  kept  themselves  respectable,  and  never  had  parish 
relief. 

' '  Glass  Digester."    Invaluable  to  persons  troubled  with  dyspepsia. 

"Aspirator."  Equally  invaluable  to  persons  troubled  by  the 
letter  H. 

"  Self-recording  Machine."  An  honest  and  conscientious  use  of 
this  instrument  cannot  fail  to  make  us  all  better  men  and  women 
and  domestic  servants. 

"  New  Levelling  Instrument."  It  is  understood  that  the  Leaders 
of  the  Conservative  Party  are  about  to  enter  a  protest  against  the 
public  exhibition  of  such  a  dangerous  machine.  The  Committee  of 
the  Carlton  Club  have  the  matter  in  hand. 

"  Skeleton  of  Gibbon."  Alas !  what  a  Decline  and  Fall  for  the 
Great  Historian  of  the  Roman  Empire !  Mondays,  Tuesdays,  and 
Saturdays  free  ;  other  days  sixpence  !  Ought  to  have  been  placed 
near  "  NAPIEE'S  Bones."  ' 

One  word  at  parting.  Do  not  yield  to  the  impatience  and  impor- 
tunity of  friends,  do  not  quit  the  Exhibition  before  you  have 
visited  the  "Dioptric  Holophote,"  the  "  Pair  of  Undemagnetizable 
Coils,"  the  "Attracted  Disc  Heterostatic  Station-Electrometer," 
"  WEBER'S  Synamphophthalmoscope,"  and  the  "  Sphygmodyna- 
mometer  "  ;  and  rest  assured  that  you  will  never  cease  to  regret 
your  error,  if  you  mingle  again  with  the  outer  world  and  go  back  to 
all  the  conventionalisms  of  this  hollow  existence,  without  standing 
face  to  face  with  "  The  first  Instrument  used  to  electrify  the  Ink 
Bottle  uf  the  Syphon  Recorder." 


A  Slap  at  Sceptics. 

Mas.  DUPANLOUP,  Bishop  of  Orleans,  has  written  a  pamphlet 
arguing  that,  in  consequence  of  the  triumphant  progress  of  Atheism 
and  Materialism,  society  and  religion  are  in  the  greatest  peril.  This 
essay  is  entitled  Whither  are  We  Going  ?  A  better  title  for  it  would 
be  Where  do  You  Expect  to  Go  to  f 
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COOL"    AN    ASCOT    IDYLL. 


-S4 


OOL,  as  the  wind  over  Ascot 

Heath, 
Where  much  is  sultry  and 

little  shady, 
Looked  her  gauzy  sacqtte,  M 

she  smiled  beneath 
A    sunshade,   conleur   de 
rote  like  its  Lady. 

Cool  WM  the  blue  of  her 

sky-touched  eyes, 
Cool  her  way  to  eaeh  gay 

new-comer : 
Twai  a  manner  which  said, 

without  disguise, 
Is  it  not  best  to  be  cool  in 

summer  P 

Cool  WM  he  who  to  greet  her 

came, 
Cool  his  get-up,  for  Ascot 

Coolly  he  took  his  ancient 

name, 
And  just  as  coolly  his  recent 

"  cropper." 


Cool 


Kil  was  the  hundred  he  had  dropped  — 
The  wrong  thing  for  the  Rienmal  backing  ; 
And  cooler  the  question  he  had  popped, 
Since  all  in  his  case,  save  lore,  was  lacking. 

Cool  was  the  clasp  of  their  meeting  hands, 
Less  cool  the  heart,  her  white  hand's  ruler  ; 

But  she  was  the  woman  to  understand 
1  lot  love  will  cool  ere  cool  grow  cooler. 

Cool  was  the  welcome  given  by  Mamma 

To  the  uninvited  detrimental  ; 
And  cool  was  the  shoulder  that  Papa 

Turned  on  him,  with  proietoacn  parental. 


Cool,  in  fact,  as  iced  champagne 

Was  that  penniless  pair  thus  spooning  together  : 
But  —  pass  me  that  Cider-cup  again  — 

Cool  drinks,  with  spoons,  are  the  things  for  hot  weather. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

A  Why  and  a  Wherefore — Note* — On  Memory — Diagnosis — 
Medical  Inquiry— Advice — Result. 

OBSXRVATIOX,  Preliminary. — For  weeks  and  weeks  past,  now 
running  into  months,  1  have  been  compelled  to  make  my  notes — 
(for  my  progressing  work,  Typical  DtftMfmtut* — getting  on  excel- 
lently— myself  in  full  correspondence  with  MESSRS.  POPOOOD  AND 
GROOLLY,  about  the  binding,  and  the  advisability  of  bringing  it  out 
in  parts)— with  a  pencil,  on  slips,  in  small  books,  on  my  wristband 
— (Soppy  Tin mi/lit  in  itself. — A  small  work  on  Society  generally, 
entitled  Writings  on  a  Wristband.  Another  Happy  Thought. — 
Copyright  the  title,  and  do  it.) — and,  failing  a  pencil,  to  trust  my 
memory.  Memory  I  look  upon  as  a  last  resource.  (Note  for  a 
f\itur«  Occasion. — "  Considerations  concerning  Memory  :  a  Blessing 
or  nott  If  a  Blessing  or  not.  irhi/.  in  either  case,  f  "  Think  it  out.) 

1- _  .  1,      1     j         il  1   _'«i        yi         ».     I',  .1    •  i      * 


bis  style-"  Never  use  a  long  word  when  a  short  onewiU  do  as  well, 
— is  excellent.     Must  have  same  rules  to  go  by.) — I  have  been  put  to 
these  shifts  by  the  absence  of  my  pens.    For  weeks  they  all  dis- 


house."  Then  the  ink  dried  up,  or  rather  it  reduced  itself  to  mere 
mud.  T  found  a  stump  of  a  quill  with  three  slits  in  it,  and  tried  a 
short  letter  in  answer  to  a  dinner  invitation.  I  might  as  well  have 
attempted  writing  with  my  thumb  and  oil  paint.  So  I  gave  it  up  ; 
sent  verbal  messages  by  Commissionnaires ;  walked  miles,  back- 
WUdl  and  forwards ;  of  nmrse  1  did  not  walk  many  miles  "  back- 
wanls  "  ;  in  order  to  write  letters  at  my  Club  ;  dropped  in  on  friends 
who  hadn't  seen  me  for  years,  on  purpose  to  ask  them,  "  Would  you 
mind  my  writing  a  letter  here  ?  on  their  paper,  with  (generally) 
their  crests  and  address-  s. 

Thonijht.— Also  their  stamps. 


What  an  income  may  be  saved  by  writing  letters  in  other  people's 
rooms.  Polite  friend  invariably  says,  "My  man,  or  the  servant, 
will  post  it  for  you."  Which  appears  to  mean,  "Don't  trouble 
yourself  about  the  penny  for  a  stamp."  As  a  matter  of  courtesy  it 
is  as  well  to  keep  a  penny  by  you,  just  tor  the  sake  (entirely  pro 
forma,  as  it  won't  be  accepted)  of  producing  it  and  saying,  laugh- 
ingly (don't  forget  to  laugh),  "  I  lore  's  a  penny  for  a  stamp."  Men 
of  the  humblest  means  (only  it 's  just  as  well  tint  to  try  anything  of 
this  sort  on  men  of  the  humblest  means)  won't  accept  a  penny  for  a 
stamp.  Therefore,  unless  you  are  vain  enough  to  give  it  to  a  <  < 
ing  sweeper,  because  he  has  touebcd  his  hat  to  you,  or  to  buy  a  box 
ol  lights,  you  may  keep  that  penny  by  you  for  months  or  years. 

"  It  may  be  for  yarn  and  it  may  be  for  er»r ; 
Oh,  why  shouldnt  thou  leave  me  ? 
I  never  will  •  p;irt.'  " 

JTajipy  Thought.— Ode  to  My  Penny. 

In  the  meantime,  judging  by  the  jerky  character  of  my  notes, 
their  accumulation  in   note-books— on  looking  back,  I  fancy 


anil 
my 


Memory  must  have  had  rather  a  hard  time  of  it. 

Jti'nii/1.  —A  dream— a  fearful  nightmare,  ft  seemed  to  me  (asleep) 
that  for  hours  I  was  trying  to  remember  the  point  of  a  story  which 
I  knew  would  set  the  table  in  a  roar.  There  was  the  table  feverishly 
waiting  for  the  point  of  my  story.  It  wag  something  about  the 
Spanish  Ambassador,  and  somebody  behind  a  door,  laughing, — but 
what  at,  and  why,  and  who  was  the  other  person  (the  whole  thing 
on  Ami,  for  I  felt,  in  my  dream,  that  I  could  have  done 
without  the  Spanish  Ambassador),  I  couldn't  for  the  life  of  me 
recollect.  I  struggled— I  detained  the  audience,  I  implored  them  to 
hear  me  out— I  tried  the  story  over  and  over  again,  but  never  got 
beyond  the  Spanish  Ambassador  behind  the  door.  As  to  what  ne 
did,  or  what  he  would  have  done,  or  what  the  story  had  been  before 
it  got  into  my  dream,  is  still  a  pux/le  to  me.  I  have  tried  since  to 
account  for  it  oy  "  lobster  salad  and  a  curious  sandwich.  For  two 
days  that  dream,  or,  rather,  that  story,  bothered  me.  The  one 
question  with  me  was,  "  Why  did  the  Spanish  Ambassador  |get 
behind  the  door  P  and  what  was  he  laughing  at  ?  " 

Suddenly  it  occurred  to  me  that  this  might  be  an  incipient  form 

of well,  to  put  it  more  pleasantly,  I  ne.ld  a  consultation  with 

myself,  and  decided  that  the  symptoms  indicated  "Over-taxed 
mental  power." 

Happy  Thought.— Consult  Professional  Friend.  Prepare  one 
sovereign  and  a  shilling,  wrapped  up  in  paper  inside  an  envelope, 
doubled  up  in  my  waistcoat  pocket — easy  to  get  at  without  fumbling 
and  blushing  ;  and  then  practise,  alone,  putting  it  into  the  palm  of 
his  (Professional  Friend's)  hand,  or  leaving  it»  as  if  it  were  something 
I  had  forgotten  in  my  hurry,  on  the  corner  of  a  table.  Most  difficult 
thing  to  give  Professional  Friend  a  fee  gracefully.  One  idea  is  (only 
perhaps  it  is  a  trifle  too  much  like  a  conjuring  trick)  to  slip  it  under 
my  own  hat  on  the  table;  then,  on  leaving,  lift  up  my  hat,  and— 
there  it  is.  Only,  to  make  things  pleasant,  one  should  begin  this  by 
saying  to  the  Professional  Gentleman,  "You  see  there's  nothing 
under  this  hat,"  and  so  forth.  One  great  point  is  to  wrap  it  up  in 
as  many  little  bits  of  paper  as  possible — also  like  the  conjuring 
trick,  where  the  ring  is  lound  in  the  imallest  box  after  opening 
twenty  at  leart. 

The  In  terrific,— Medical  Attendant  is  puzzled.  ITe  asks  me 
what's  the  matter.  1  tell  him  about  the  Spanish  Ambassador. 
Medical  Attendant  meditates.  I  suggest  that  it  indicates  "Over- 
taxed brain."  H«  nods.  I  am  right.  Over-taxed  brain.  And,  as 
a  remedy,  I  suggest,  inquiringly,  "  I  think  I  want  a  little  change?" 
I  am  right  again.  My  diagnosis  of  my  own  case  was  perfect,  and 
only  required  this  professional  certificate — the  guinea  stamp,  in 
fact.  "Change  of  scene.,  air,  people,  ideas  P"  I  go  on  to  suggest,  as 
though  I  were  prescribing  for  him.  In  fact,  before  I  leave  I  do 
prescribe  for  him.  I  tell  him  what  medicine  7  think  best  in  certain 
.  I  tell  him  that  he  appears  to  me  to  be  overworked — that  he 
wants  change,  that  I  adrixc  him  to  go  away  and  take  a  holiday, — 
and,  jocosely,  "  «/" '•  his  patients  a  chance."  I  don't  think  he  likes 
this  last  piece  of  humour.  Rut,  at  this  point  the  guinea  comes 
in  —  softens  down  the  jest,  gilds  the  pill,  so  to  speak,  —  and  we 
shake  hands ;  the  best  of  friends.  It  is  evident  we  quite  under- 
stand one  another. 

On  quitting,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  taken  my  degree  in  medicine,  and 
it  seems  to  me  (with  the  exception  of  the  guinea)  that  I  have  just 
come  away  from  seeing  a  patient,  to  whom  I  have  been  of  the 
greatest  possible  benefit.  But  I  feel  I  must  take  a  holiday.  Go 
away.  Where 'r  Perfect  ohang<  tantinopleP  Too  far— and 

too  hot.  France  ?  Germany  P  Herzegovina  '< 

lluppy  Thought.— Ireland  or  Switzerland.  Wanted,  not  only 
change  of  scene,  but  change  of  manners  and  customs.  The  word 
"  customs"  suggests  the  douane,  and  search  at  the  frontier.  This  is 
against  Switzerland.  But — four  or  five  hours  sea  passage  to  Ire- 
land. 

Turn  it  over. 
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PLUSH  PROTESTS. 

,1,1m  THIIIHIXX  'iri'tli  /n/i</iii<t  siirnrinc).  I  say,  JI:\MIS 
what  do  you  think  of  this  'ere'r  (AV,,,A  f,;,,,<  "  >>•.•/.:- 
for.")  "'Flunkeys'  are  often,  nay  generally, 
guished-looking  persons.  With  a  slight  difference  m 
the  cut  and  colour  of  their  uniform,  they  would  do 
admirably  for  Field-Marshals  :md  Dukes." 

Jeames  '<•«//»/.'/  contemplating  his  calrts).  True,  though 
rni/thiT  trite,    that  Spectator  •eems  to  have  a  hi 

the  ilistiiiujili/. 

Tomntiix.  i  m  most  of  them  littery 

'"Hi  rs. 

./,-,nnrg  (loftily).  What  can  you  expect!      'Tain't  in 
their  line  at  all  (yincn    . 
Jn/,n  Tnninnix.  This  lobe  a  rayther  superior 

ips. 

//.    NO!     Wouldn't  be  so  dammed 
.  ,•  as  to  use  thoexprfssion"  Flunkeys"  if  he  'ad. 
\olilfmti-  iihlrfi/i-,  you  know.    Once  a  gentleman's  gentle- 
man, always  a  gentleman's  gentleman. 

.  The   feller   who  eould   look   at  your 
•r  my  whiskers  and  call  us  "  Flunkeys,"  would- 
haw — Woiild  begrudge  'Er  Most  Gracious  her  new  title  of 
Hem  press. 

Ji'iimi's.  Jealousy  is  always  inyidjus! 
J,,hn   Tommus.  \Vell,  one  thing 's  pretty  clear,  y  i 
couldn't  turn  it  t'other  way  about.     Precious  few  Fiel.l- 
Marshals  or  Dukes  would   do  for   "  Flunkeys."     They 
may  pass  muster  in  their  own  sphere,  where  build  and 
beauty  ain't  a  M'HW  /•  (/»</  win,  but  not  among  AIM. 
Jeamr*.   Haw!   haw!    haw!     Should  think  not,  in- 
'Tain't  the  uniform  as  does  it — it 's  the  man  inside . 
That's  where  «•<•  'ave  the  pnll  of  'em. 

./../<»  Tnmmux  (ymrniny,  thirstily).   Well,  supp 
now  'ave  a  pull  at  a  pot  of  the  Runnin"    Footman's 
Entire. 
J,  nines.  I'm  agreeable.  [Exeunt  aeenratngly. 


BAD    EXAMPLE." 

PajM  (A  propos  of  a  burning  Family  Oricvanee).    "  OH,  MY  DEAR  GAL,  DON'T 

TAI.K  OP   IT  !      HOW   ON    K.AUTH    YOUR   UNCLE  COULD  HAVB  BKBN  SDOH   A  D !" 

(Stops.     The  word  was  out  before  he  noticed  the  Child. ) 

Master  Tommy.    "Off,  DON'T  MIND  MB,  PA!     IT'S  AN  EXPRESSION  I  OFTEN 

MAKE  TTSE  OP   MYSELF  !  !  " 


Rinkita. 

THE  silvery  moon  is  winking, 

And  so  are  the  stars  up  there : 
Of  what  is  the  old  man  tninking 

As  ho  sits  in  his  old  arm-chair  '1 
He 's  thinking  that  he  'd  be  Kinking, 

If  Kinking  he  'd  only  dare  ; 
But,  as  he  can  not  dare  Kinking, 

He  sits  in  his  old  arm-chair. 


MEDICAL  OFKICEUS  ASKING  FOR  MORE. 

/;//  I'nii.o  BFMIIU:. 

THOSE  vicious  Medical  Poor  Law  Officers  arc  not  content  with 

finally  putting  their  employers  to  great  expense  by  prescribing 

superlluiti.  »  r  patients;  they  are  nowtrying  to  saddle  uswith 

•still  more,  br  demanding  relief  for  themselves.    They  beg  for  stiper- 

annuation  a&bwttnoei  on  retirement  after  a  long  term  of  continuous 

v.     The  President  of  the  Local  Government  Board,  in  reply  to 

a  deputation  of  Medieal  Men  who  waited  on  him  the  other  day  with 

modest   renucst,  told  them  he  "  thought  there  were  but  few 

inri-s"  of  sueh  long  terms.     Well  said.     Poor  Law  Doctors,  as  a 

rule,  drop  off  early;    for,  as  DR.  WICKHVM   I!  MINKS  unnecessarily 

vmarked,   they   are   "  hardly  worked  and  ill  paid."     Of   course. 

They  must  be  so  in  the  present  state  of  the  Medical  labour-market. 

.Nor  does  anybody  want  to  be  told  by  DR.  BARNES  that — 

'•  Tht'ir  duties  extended  over  many  hours,  and  there  was  no  certainty  when 

.  could  cull  any  time  their  own.     They  felt  it  was  but  right  that  they 

ilj  look  forward  to  a  time  when,  if  they  survived  their  arduous  labours, 

they  might  look  to  retire  ;  but  after  serving  thirty  or  fortyyears  they  had  to 

iTsign,  and  then  send  in  an  application  for  an  allowance.     This  was  generally 

r-d  by  the  Ctuanlians,  and  the  Medical  Officers  now  only  asked  that  the 

<:il  to  jtnint  an  allowance  of  this  character  should  come  be'foro  the  Govern- 

[tourd." 

In  short,  the  Oiinrdians  generally  refuse  what  in  fact  is  a  request 
for  out-door  relief.  Why,  they  think,  can't  superannuated  Poor 
Law  Medical  Officers  come  into  the  House  ? 

In  answer  to  Mi;.  Sri. ATKI;- Boom's  question  if  any  case  where 

•  rammation  allowance  after  thirty  or  forty  years'  service  had 

:i    refused   was   known,  DR.  BAUXKS  cited  the   ease   of  a   DR. 

WKSTALT.  of  the  Cookham  Union,  who  had  served  upwards  of  forty 

rears.     A    i'i  w  otli.  r  cases  were  adduced— among  them  that  of  a 

"  Medical  ( iffiet  r  of  Kingston-upon-Hull,  who  lost  his  health  after 

many  years'  service  in  combating  an  epidemic  fever,  and  was  left 


without  any  compensation."  vxnnbats  of  this  kind  save  the  great 
majority  of  Poor  Law  Medical  Officers  from  ever  wanting  any  super- 
annuation allowance  ;  and  the  House  can  accommodate  their  bereaved 
survivors.  Whatever  Poor  Law  Guardians  purchase  for  Poor  Law 
purposes,  they  are  bound  by  the  principle  of  parochial  economy  to 
buy  in  the  very  cheapest  possible  market— particularly  when  buying 
in  the  Medical  labour-market.  They  will  grant  superannuation 
allowances  when  the  state  of  that  market  obliges  them  to,  and  not 
till  then.  They  will  then  also,  and  not  till  then,  grant  their  Medical 
Officers  another  request— that  Union  drugs  shall  De  a  charge  on  the 
rates.  And  then  the  expense  of  drugs  will  be  greatly  increased. 
Now,  unless  the  Doctor  finds  it  merely  nominal,  he  is  a,  fool.  Any 
medicine  will  do  for  paupers  that  is  cneap  and  nasty,  if  only  nasty 
enough;  otherwise,  to  be  sure,  they  will  complain.  It  is  the  Doctor  s 
own  fault  if  Union  physic  costs  him  anything  to  speak  of. 

Some  Guardians  may  fear  lest  a  Medical  Men's  Union,  like  that  of 
the  Amalgamated  Engineers,  may  by-and-by  be  formed  to  dictate 
wages  and  other  terms  to  Poor  Law  Unions.  But  the  Medical  Pro- 
fession happily  contains  too  many  knobsticks  for  that.  Competing 
practitioners  eagerly  accept  medioal  offlcerships  at  the  lowest  hire 
m  order  to  procure  private  practice.  Ah,  but  that  is  the  worst  of 
it!  As  ratepayers  and  respectable  people,  for  ourselves  and  our 
families,  it  may  sometimes  be  disadvantageous,  in  case  of  dangerous 
illness,  to  have  no  more  skilful  an  attendant  at  hand  than  a  gentle- 
man whose  services  have  been  bought  at  the  lowest  price  in  the 
Medical  Labour  Market.  Parochial  Economy  exacts  a  personal 
sacrifice  when  it  obliges 'us  to  let  tho  Doctor  who  does  for  the  paupers 
do  for  us.  __^__ 

FSB   FOR  TITEK  AT  LAST. 

WE  trust  the  parties  of  Canadians  and  Iroquois  Indians  who  arc 
here  just  now,  will  play  one  double  match  of  "Lacrosse"  before 
they  go,  if  only  to  prove  that  there  is  some  use  in  double  Lacrosse 
Sticks. 
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SPARE    THE    ROD    AND    SPOIL    THE    CHILD!" 

Compassionate  Curate.  "  WHAT  's  THE  MATTER  WITH  LITTLE  BILLY,  MRS.  DODDER  ? " 

Suffolk  Mother  (who  has  been  correcting  her  Son).  "  MATTER  WUTH  'M  ?     THERE  's  ALLUS  SUFF'N  THE  MATTER  WUTH  'M  ! 
DEW  WRONG  A-HIDIN'  OF'M  !    IF  HE  BEAN'T  IN  MISCHEIF,  HE'S  JUST  A-GOIN'  IN,  THELSE  JUST  A-COMIN'  OUT!  !" 


You  CAN'T 


LOOK  BEFORE  YOU  LEND. 

(Song  for  the  Stock  Exchange.) 

IF  you  invest  in  foreign  funds,  brave  boys,  let  cash  be  lent 
With  sole  regard  to  int'rest — not  per  sentiment,  per  cent. 
The  man  who  talks  of  moral  wrong,  upholding  tyrant  rule, 
Aiding  aggression,  robbery,  war,  and  bloodshed,  is  a  fool. 

No  matter  if  you  should  suspect,  or  even  if  you  know 

You  're  laying  out  your  capital  to  help  a  foreign  foe 

With  iron-clads  and  monster  guns.    Ne'er  stick  to  lend  him  aid  ; 

Care  not  but  for  the.assuranee  that  you  '11  get  your  interest  paid. 

But  oh,  make  very  sure  of^that,  and  keep  a  weather-eye 

To  the  use  for  which  your  Despot  wants  the  funds  which  you  supply. 

You  can't  be  too  particular,  if  all  he  gets  he  spends 

As  well  upon  unrighteous  as  unprofitable  ends. 

Oh  lend  not  e'er  a  sixpence  to  be  so'much  money  lost 
In  wild  attempts  at  plunder  which  will  ne'er  defray  its  cost, 
Or  on  barren  speculation  spent,  and  sunk,  and  thrown  away ! 
Gauge  your  borrower's  means  of  payment ;  guess  how  long 'he 's  like 
to  pay. 

On  his  palaces  and  pleasures  if  he  simply  wastes  your  cash, 
When  he  no  more  can  borrow,  then  he  needs  must  go  to  smash. 
Meanwhile  he  has  but  paid  you  back  a  fraction  of  your  loan. 
Like  smoke  the  rest,  both  principal  and  interest,  is  flown. 

Lend  money  with  a  single,  not  a  purblind  eye  to  gain. 
Think,  will  an  o'ertaxed  people  bear  oppression's  further  strain  ? 
Blood  from  a  post  you  can't  extort  by  any  power  of  screw  ; 
And  hence  it  comes  that  dividends  are  oft  not  paid  when  due. 

In  venturing  an  investment  that  will  serve  immoral  ends, 
Mind  you  've  a  borrower  capable  of  cheating  him  who  lends. 
Whence,  mourning  love  of  lucre,  too  confiding  City  Gents 
Wish  they  had  been  contented  with  their  native  Three-per-Cents. 


MAGISTERIAL  'AUDACITY ! 

CHIEF  JUSTICE  GASCOIGNE  and  PRINCE  HENRY  have  been  "left 
nowhere,  like  Kisber's  opponents  in  the  Grand  Prix.  A  Duke's 
Steward  has  bowed  to  the  decision  of  a  bench  of  Magistrates !  Here 
is  the  account,  from  a  daily  contemporary  : — 

"FINING  A  DUKE.— The  DUKE  OP  PORTLAND  was  fined  £5  and  costs 
on  Monday,  at  the  Droufield  Petty  Sessions,  for  allowing  a  locomotive  engine 
to  travel  on  the  turnpike  road  without  having  provided  a  person  to  carry  a  red 
flag  '  not  less  than  sixty  yards  before  the  said  engine,'  as  required  by  law. 
When  MR.  CRIPPLE,  the  Duke's  steward,  who  appeared  as  his  Grace's  repre- 
sentative, heard  the  Magistrates'  decision,  he  said,  '  Gentlemen,  I  bow  to  your 
decision,  but  I  am  sure  that  the  Duke  will  be  very  much  dissatisfied."  " 

Good  Heavens !  why  did  not  ME.  CRIPPLE  say  as  much  before  ? 
Of  course  the  Magistrates  would  have  had  a  more  becoming  sense  of 
their  situation  than  to  have  fined  a  Duke.  Supposing  the  Duke 
were  not  only  to  be  dissatisfied,  but  vexed,  or  even  angry !  But  we 
forbear — such  possibilities  are  too  dreadful  to  contemplate. 


PHYSIOLOGY  IN,  FRANCE. 

AN  active  interest  in  the  Vivisection  Bill  now  before  Parliament 
is  taken  by  the  inhabitants,  especially  the  shopkeepers,  of  Boulogne. 
They  would,  it  is  said,  have  petitioned  the  House  of  Commons  for 
the  enactment  of  that  measure,  but  for  the  late  decision  according  to 
which  their  petition  could  not  be  received.  It  is  proposed,  should 
the  Government  Vivisection  Bill,  in  its  present  shape,  become  law, 
to  establish  at  Boulogne  a  School  of  Physiology,  which,  being  within 
convenient  distance,  will  be  easily  accessible  to  British  Medical  Stu- 
dents, desirous  of  obtaining  instruction  such  as  can  only  be  acquired 
under  conditions  of  unfettered  investigation ;  and  whereat,  also, 
British  Professors  will  enjoy  legal  facilities  for  practising  the 
experiments  needful  to  enable  them  to  prosecute  Physiological 
Researches  on  terms  of  equality  with  Continental  men  of  Science, 
and  without  being  liable  to  be  interfered  with  by  a  Policeman. 


Printed  bT  Ji »'ph  Smith,  of  No  SO,  Loraine  Road.  Holloway,  In  the  Pari»h  of  «t  Mary,  I<llniton,  in  the  County  of  Mlddlenex,  at  the  Printing  Offices  of  Mesire.  Bradbury,  Airnew.  &  Co.,  Lombard 
Bluet  in  the  Precinct  of  Whitefriare,  in  the  City  of  London,  «nl  published  by  him  at  No,  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  parl<h  of  St.  Bride,  City  of  London.— S»TU»niT,  June  21, 1876. 
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much  obliged  to  MB.  GOBST  (Common*,  Monday, 
June  19)  for  looking  after  the  case  of  the  Talisman, 
whose  Captain  and  Mate,  after  prolonged  ill-treatment, 
have  been  banished — Heaven  save  the  mark ! — by  the 
Peruvian  Government.  The  Mate,  like  a  sensible 
man,  is  thankful,  to  use  a  mild  term,  to  get  out  of 
Peru  on  that,  or  any  condition.  The  Captain,  very 
oddly,  declines  the  favour  of  banishment ;  and  now, 
o*v.  it  seems,  the  Peruvian  law,  as  it  is  called,  will  not 

allow  any  severance  of  the  cages.    Both  must  stay 

and  be  tortured,  or  go  and  be  banished.  We  are  glad  to  learn  that  even  LORD  DEBBY  8 
patience  has  been  tired  out  at  last — Patience  takes  longer  tiring  in  my  LORD  DERBY'S  snug 
room  at  the  Foreign  Office  than  in  the  fetid  cell  of  a  Peruvian  prison — and  that  he  has 
dispatched  an  ultimatum  requesting  what  is  called  by  courtesy  the  Peruvian  Government  to 
give  immediate  orders  for  the  Mate's  release. 

Adjourned  debate  on  LORD  SANDON'S  Education  Bill.  Question  lies  between  direct  and 
indirect  compulsion.  LORD  SANDON  takes  our  young  asses  to  the  water.  MR.  MUNDELLA  and 
his  friends  would  have  him  make  them  drink.  MR.  HARDY  doubts  the  possibility  of  the  feat, 
or  JOHN  BULL'S  willingness  to  put  up  with  the  attempt.  Punch  agrees  with  him.  So  does 
the  O'CONNOR  DON,  one  of  the  Royal  Commissioners.  MR.  KNOWLES,  on  the  other  hand, 
also  a  Royal  Commissioner,  maintains  both  the  need  and  the  practicability  of  direct  compul- 
sion. Even  SIR  JOHN  LUBBOCK,  however,  declined  to  oppose  Second  Reading.  So  did  MR. 
FORSTER,  while  supporting  MR.  MUNDELLA'S  Amendment.  LORD  SANDON  replied  on  the 
whole  debate.  His  Bill  steered  clear  of  extremes,  avoiding  alike  the  secular  Scylla  and  the 
clerical  Charybdis  •  and  in  time,  he  believed,  would  bring  about  what  everybodywanted— 
that  not  an  English  child  should  grow  up  without  the  rudiments  of  education.  The  House 
agreed  with  LORD  SANDON  by  309  to  163,  against  MB.  MUNDELLA,  and  when  Sra  CHARLES 
DILKE  insisted  on  dividing  against  the  Second  Reading,  by  356  to  78.  Let  friends  of  Education 
remember  that  to  them,  too,  applies  the  safe  Italian  proverb,  "  Chi  va  piano,  va  tano." 

Tuesday.— Vivisection  in  the  Lords.  Curious  contradiction— Protection,  by  the  Peers,  of 
Cat  (and  Dog) :  cutting  up  of  the  Cat  by  PETER  TAYLOR  in  the  Commons.  LORD  CARNARVON 
showed  his  sound  sense  by  the  modifications  he  accepted  in  his  Cruelty  to  Animals  Bill ;  in 
particular,  LORD  CABDWELL'S  extension  of  the  object  of  the  Bill  to  the  advancement  of 
physiological  knowledge.  A  cat  and  dog  fight  over  the  cat  and  dog  clause.  On  the  one  side 
it  is  to  be  extended  to  take  in  horses,  asses,  and  mules  ;  on  the  otner,  it  is  not  to  protect  a 
licensed  person  from  carrying  out  experiments  even  on  these  favoured  quadrupeds,  where 
necessary  for  the  study  of  disease  or  the  detection  of  crime.  A  new  clause  in  this  sense  is 
to  be  brought  up. 

In  the  Commons,  on  the  Commons,  in  the  morning.  MR.  CBOSS  holding  his  ground, 
generally,  against  all  Amendments  calculated  to  tie  the  hands  of  the  Commissioners.  In  the 

TOL.  LXX.  C  C 


evening,  PKTER  TAYLOR'S  fight  with  the 
( 'ut .  Common  sense  reserves  the  offensive 
animal  for  extreme  cases  in  the  Navy. 
Kight  out  of  30,000  men  were  (logged  last 
year,  and  only  one  of  the  eight  on  a  Home 
Station.  The  Cat  is  evidently  dying  of 
decline.  In  the  meantime,  who  nli]>]n-il 
this  into  our  letter-basket ;  eh,  SIR  W.  'f — 

Why  a  TAYLOK  would  fain  kill  the  Cat  appear* 

plain : 
The  ninth  part  of  a  man   has  some  ground  to 

complain, 
That  the  Cat  its  nine  lives  and  nine  tails  should 

retain. 

Wednesday,  —  Difficulty  in  getting  a 
quorum  to  listen  to  CAPTAIN  NOLAN  on  an 
Irish  Election  grievance  (which,  next  night, 
proved  to  be  none,  as  usual),  and  to  DR. 
CAMERON,  on  an  attempt  to  do  away  with 
marriage  by  Church's  banns  in  Scotland. 
We  had  always  thought  the  Scotch  Marriage 
Law  already  under  ban  of  all  thinking 
people,  and  so  did  not  anticipate  opposition 
to  tne  Doctor's  Bill ;  but,  for  a  wonder,  the 
Scotch  Members  had  not  squared  their 
differences  out  of  the  House,  so  the  Bill 
was  defeated  by  160  to  141, — the  Lord 
Advocate  maintaining  that  while  the  Scotch 
Marriage  Law  needed  mending  on  so  many 
more  important  points  it  was  hardly  worth 
while  tinkering  this  little  hole  in  it. 

Thursday.  —  MR.  DISRAELI,  applauding 
the  "  safe  forbearance," — "  he  would  even 
say,  the  patriotic  reserve," — with  which  the 
House  has  forborne  from  pressing  Her 
Majesty's  Government  for  answers  to  the 
Eastern  Question,  intimated,  in  answer  to 
MR.  BRUCE,  that  he  would  be  very  much 
obliged  if  the  House  would  bridle  its  curio- 
sity a  little  longer.  All  he  could  say  just 
now  was,  that  the  Great  Powers  had  agreed 
not  to  press  the  new  Sultan.  What  well- 
bred  person  or  Parliament  then  should 
press  the  Great  Powers?  Let  all  have 
time  to  look  about  them,  and  consider  how 
they  can  turn  the  situation  to  the  best 
advantage.  The  Leader  of  Her  Majesty's 
Opposition — albeit,  the  mildest-mannered 
man  that  ever  paused  for  a  reply — thinks 
the  time  has  come  when  it  would  be 
"  prudent,  as  well  as  politic,  to  make 
further  communication  to  the  House." 

"  Communication  "  is  one  thing,  "  Infor- 
mation" is  another.  For  the  one,  LORD 
HARTINGTON  is  free  to  press  ;  for  the  other, 
does  he  not  wish  he  may  get  it,  in  the  teeth 
of  the  Master  of  submissive  legions  f  Be- 
sides, who  knows  if  Ministers  have  any  P 

RYLANDS,  shallowest  of  self-satisfied,  and 
most  self-satisfied  of  shallow  men,  moves 
that  it  is  inexpedient  to  transfer  the 
management  of  our  Prisons  from  the  Local 
Authorities  to  the  SECRETARY  OF  STATE. 
MR.  RYLANDS  is  a  believer  in  formulae,  and 
Local  Self-Government,  a  famous  formula, 
stands  high  in  MB.  RYLANDS'  articles  of 
belief.  SIR  MASSEY  LOPEZ,  on  the  other 
hand,  went  into  elaborate  calculations  to 
prove  a  future  saving,  through  the  proposed 
change,  of  more  than  £100,000  a-year ; 
while  he  showed  that,  since  the  Act  of  1865, 
Local  Authorities  had  very  little  control 
over  the  prisons,  and  ratepayers  none  at  all. 
So  there  would  be  no  such  blow  struck  at 
Self-government  as  MR.  RYLANDS  seemed  to 
think. 

MR.  EVANS  (advanced  Liberal)  was 
heartily  in  favour  of  the  Bill.  SIR  W. 
BARTTELOT  (staunch  Conservative)  as 
heartily  opposed  to  it.  MR.  DODSON,  not 
liking  the  Bill,  recommended  at  least  ad- 
journment of  the  debate  till  after  Quarter 
Sessions  had  brought  the  light  of  magisterial 
wisdom  to  bear  upon  it.  Sra  H.  DBLirrX 
IUBETSON  backed  up  MR.  CROSS'S  calculation 
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DRIVING    A    BARGAIN. 

Economical  Drover.  "A  TEECK'T  TAB  FAA'KIRK." 
Polite  Clerk.   "  FIVE-AND-NINEPENCE,  PLEASE." 

firmer.  "  AH'LL  GIB  YE  FIVE  SHILLINGS  !  "          Cleric  (astonished).  "  EH  1  " 
Drmer.  "  "WEEL,  AH  'LL  OIE  YE   FIVE-AN'-THKIPPENCE,  AN'  DEIL  A  BAWBEE 
MAIK  !    Is  'T  A  BARGAIN  ? ! " 


MAN'S  PLACE  AT  MIDSUMMER. 


golden  sun  and  sapphire  sky 
Here  ambient  flowers  and  verdure  glow, 
To-day,  where  all,  some  months  gone  by, 

Was  cloud  above,  and,  under,  snow. 
'Tis  but  by  landmarks'  aid  I  ken 
That  I  am  now  where  I  was  then. 

"  "Where  then  you  were  you  now  are  not  "  — 
To  first  thought  second  thought  replied,- 
"  More  than  a  Tar  is  in  one  spot,  _ 

On  the  same  deck  though  he  abide, 
Throughout  his  transit  o'er  the  brine, 
From  freezing  Pole  to  burning  Line. 

"  The  shrouded  Sun,  from  Pisces'  fold, 
Frowned  on  another  point  in  space. 
Now  fiery  Cancer's  claws  infold 

Apollo's  broadly  beaming  face  ; 
Our  Earth  has  reached  another  clime  : 
So  we  move  on  in  Space  and  Time." 


Pleasures  of  Hope. 

SITTING  till  you  get  the  cramp  amid  the  rushes  on  the 
bank,  in  the  hope  of  catching  that  big  perch  which  is  seen 
once  in  a  twelvemonth  somewhere  in  your  neighbour- 
hood. 

Starting  off  with  energy  a  sentence  you  have  learnt  as 
a  beginning  to  your  speech,  in  the  hope  that  it  may  help 
you  to  think  of  something  a  propos  to  say  in  the  middle, 
and  finally  to  reach  a  conclusion. 

Accepting  a  bill  drawn  by  a  Jew  money-lender,  in  the 
hope  he  may  forget  it  on  the  day  of  payment. 

Hurrying  out  to  dinner  in  the  hope  to  be  in  time,  and 
finding  all  the  guests  assembled  and  glaring  hungrily 
upon  you  as  you  timidly  approach  them. 

Diversion  from  Drink. 

THE  Sabbatarian  section  of  the  foes  of  personal  free- 
dom rave  for  an  Act  of  Parliament  to  enforce  "Sunday 
Closing  "  on  the  community.  Instead  of  a  compulsory 
measure  for  Sunday  Closing  they  had  better  try  to  obtain 
a  permissive  one  for  Sunday  Opening — the  opening  of 
Picture  Galleries  and  Museums  on  Sunday.  This  Sunday 
Opening,  by  attracting  people  from  the  public-houses, 
would,  leaving  liberty  intact,  go  far  to  answer  all  the 
desirable  purpose  of  Sunday  closing. 


of  the  probable  saving  in  cost,  and  certain  improvement  in  system  that 
the  change  would  bring  about ;  and  finally  the  debate  was  adjourned, 
on  the  motion  of  the  LORD  MAYOR,  till  the  week  after  next. 

En  attendant,  the  weight  of  the  discussion  thus  far,  as  far  as 
Punch  can  estimate  it,  is  heavily  on  the  side  of  the  Government 
proposal.  If  the  Bill  is  carried,  we  should  be  inclined  to  rank  it  as 
about  the  best  piece  of  work  done  this  Session. 

Friday  (Lords).— Merchant  Shipping  Bill  launched  to  a  salvo  of 
doubts,  hopes,  fears,  good  wishes.  But  look  out,  PLIMSOLL,  or  the 
Lords  may  yet  undo  the  good  done  in  the  Commons.  Bill  read  a 
Second  Time. 

(Commons.)— Morning  Sitting  enlivened  by  the  little  game  of 
Obstruction,  played  by  the  Irish  Members,  to  keep  the  Irish  Judi- 
cature Bill  out  of  Committee.  MR.  O'CONNOR  POWER — we  need  not 
wish  more  power  to  him— divided  on  adjournment,  6  to  210,  and 
even  after  that  said  "  No  "  to  the  Speaker,  as  bould  as  brass. 

At  the  Evening  Sitting  CAPTAIN  NOLAN  delivered  a  carefully- 
prepared  lecture  on  the  organisation  of  the  British  Army.  Pity  it 
was  not  given  at  the  United  Service  Institution.  This  was  followed 
by  a  discussion  of  Mobilisation,  in  which  HOLMS  and  HARDY,  STAN- 
LEY and  BALFOITR,  LORD  ELCHO  and  HAVELOCK— all  the  military 
talent  of  the  House,  egad !— took  part.  Quite  a  field-night ! 

MR.  HARDY  means  to  give  the  Mobilisation  Scheme  a  fair  trial, 
and  promises  to  let  the  country  know  the  truth  about  its  working. 
He  can't  say  fairer ;  and  Punch  has  no  doubt  he  will  do  as  fairly  as 
he  says. 

PROPOSED  CHANGE  OF  NAME. 

MIDHAT  PASHA,  if  he  succeeds  in  his  plans  for  reforming  Turkey, 
to  be  called  "BESTHATT  PASHA." 

THE  WHEEL  OF  MISFORTUNE.— The  Treadmill. 


SEEING  THE  FLOWERS. 
(Royal  Botanical  Garden,  June  2lst,  1876.) 

AfrosiiifA.  We  shall  be  kept  waiting  here  for  hours. 

Edwin.  Well,  then,  we  can  walk  to  the  gate.  We  had  better  get 
out.  There  are  about  a  mile  of  carriages  before  ours. 

Angelina.  How  about  my  train  ? 

Edwin.  Oh,  it 's  quite  fine.  Everybody 's  doing  the  same.  You 
can  hold  it  up. 

Angelina.  We  can  never  cross  in  front  of  the  horses  heads  ! 

Edwin.  It  'e  all  right — the  police  arrangements  are  excellent. 

Angelina.  Here  we  are  at  last  I    What  an  enormous  crowd ! 

Edwin.  Yes.  You  know  the  last  was  put  off  on  account  of  the 
weather  ;  so  to-day  they  've  a  double  allowance  of  visitors. 

Angelina.  I  see.  Which  band  shall  we  go  to  ?— the  Blues  or  the 
1st  Life's  ?  Can't  you  get  me  a  chair  ? 

Edwin.  Impossible !    Look !     Every  seat  entails  a  pitched  battle. 

Angelina.  Well,  we  can  sit  here — on  the  grass.  The  toilettes 
remind  me  of  the  Bois — three  months  ago !  Well,  now  we  have  seen 
everything,  we  had  better  go  home.  The  Princess  went  away  hours 

;o. 

Edwin.  But  how  about  the  flowers  ? 

Angelina.  Oh,  it 's  much  too  hot  to  look  at  them  ! 
(Exeunt.) 


ago 


Hymen  v.  Low  Wages. 

"  At  a  recent  metting  of  Joiners  out  on  strike  in  Glasgow,  the  Chairman 
advised  young  men  in  the  trade  who  had  entered  into  matrimonial  engage- 
ments to  postpon*  their  execution  for  a  time." 

AFTER  giving  such  advice,  how  dare  the  Chairman  call  himself  a 
Joiner  ? 
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GOOD    NEWS    FOR    THE    HORSES. 

Is    IT   THE    DULNESS    OF   THE    SEASON,   OR    CAN    IT  BE  THAT  WE    ARE  GETTING 

SENSIBLE,  AT  LAST,  THAT  WE  SEE  so  MUCH  OF  THIS  SORT  OF  THINO  IK  THE 
PARK  ?  IF  ONLY  THEY  WOULD  DROP  THE  BEARINO-REIN  IN  HARNESS,  THE 
HORSES  WOULD  BE  ALL  RIGHT — BOTH  HEADS  AND  TAILS. 


ROUSED  AT  LAST! 

URGED  by  the  Deputation  from  the  Meeting  held  at 
Lambeth,  the  Authorities  propose  issuing  the  following 
Memoranda  for  the  public  guidance  in  the  event  of  a 
recurrence  of  flooding  by  the  Thames : — 

1.  When  an  extraordinary  high  tide  is  threatened  all 
male  persons  should  tuck  up  their  trousers.     In  the  case 
of  females  petticoats  should  not  be  worn  long. 

2.  Carpets  should  be  taken  up  :  by  the  police,  if  neces- 
lary. 

3.  During  the  continuance  of  the  flood,  anything  like 
ennui  may  be  dissipated  by  making  an  analysis  ol4he 
Thames  water.     Fishing  from  sitting-rooms  will  not  be 
forbidden.    No  extra  water-rate  wilfbe  charged. 

•I.  The  moment  the  water  is  seen  coming  out  of  the 
chimneys  it  is  time  to  leave  the  house. 

">.  I'  hit  Irons,  being  liable  to  sink,  should  ba  conveyed 
to  a  place  of  safety. 

6.  Drags  in  constant  readiness.    Office,  Charing  Cross. 

7.  Any  person  wanting    compensation  will  be   per- 
mitted to  want  it. 

8.  In   the    event   of   anybody's  Mother-in-law  being 
drowned,  the  Authorities  will  require  to  be  recompensed. 

9.  Children  in  arms  should  be  taught  to  swim. 

10.  The  best  method  of  accustoming  oneself  to  the 
effects  of  water  could,  no  doubt,  be  ascertained  from  SIR 
WILFRID  LAWSON.  gr  ORDEE. 


A  Moral  Converse. 

ANOTHER  American  gentleman  besides  MB.  WINSLOW. 
a  MK.  BKKXT,  wanted  by  his  country's  Police  for  alleged 
forgery,  has  had  to  be  discharged  from  custody  by  the 
Queen  s  Bench,  on  account  of  a  legal  disagreement  on 
the  part  of  our  Government  with  that  of  the  United 
States  about  the  joint  effect  of  the  Extradition  Treaty  of 
18-12,  and  the  Extradition  Act  of  1870.  Replying  to  the 
application  for  his  release,  the  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  stated 
in  Court  that : — 

"  The  two  Governments  had  been  engaged  in  a  correspondence 
on  the  subject,  and  had  not  succeeded  in  coming  to  an  agree- 
ment." 

The  old  proverb  runs—"  When  rogues  fall  out,  honest 
men  come  by  their  own."  It  would  seem  that  the  con- 
verse holds,  and  "  when  honest  men  disagree,  rogues 
come  by  other  people's." 


THE  CRUSADE  AGAINST  CEUELTY. 

DON'T  suppose  our  Crusade  will  but  check  Vivisection 
So-called.     We  propose  to  march  on  by  degrees, 

To  the  length  of  extending  the  shield  of  protection 
Over  all  living  things,  down  to  mites,  gnats,  and  fleas ; 

To  guard  them  not  merely  from  Med'cine's  professors, 

Or  physiological  students  alone : 
'Gainst  your  unscientific  and  common  transgressors, 

O'er  all  victims  as  well  shall  our  fegis  be  thrown. 

We  "re  determined  to  screen  the  live  eel  from  the  skinner ; 

Living  cod  we  '11  from  crimping  secure  by-and-by — 
Though  that  process  may  make  it  the  better  for  dinner  ; 

And  your  lobster,  before  your  cook  boils  it,  shall  die. 

And  your  oyster  shall  be,  in  its  native  condition, 
Consigned,  at  a  gulp,  to  your  epicure's  maw, 

Unscathed  and  unstung  by  the  painful  addition 
Of  pepper  and  vinegar— banished  by  law. 

And  the  gates  of  a  prison  your  butcher  we  '11  shut  on, 
If  without  anresthetics  to  yield  them  relief 

He  fit  lamb  for  mint  sauce,  reduce. live  sheep  to  mutton, 
Turn  calf  into  veal,  or  cut  ox  up  for  beef. 

Under  chloroform  save  when  the  patient  reposes, 
No  farrier's  blade  shall  prune  cattls  or  kine  ; 

Either  ether  shall  lull  pigs  when  rung  through  their  noses, 
Or  laughing-gas  make  it  but  fvin  for  the  swine. 

But,  as  for  your  sportsmen,  there 's  no  mitigation 
Of  pain  which  as  plea  for  their  acts  will  avail ; 

A  live  bait  could  scarce,  by  humane  legislation, 
Have  an  anodyne  ointment  applied  to  its  tail. 


We  won't  let  the  squires,  sensibility  blunting 
By  cruel  amusements  with  rod,  dog,  and  gun, 

Go  wantonly  fishing  and  shooting  and  hunting 
And  mangling  and  maiming  poor  creatures  tor  fun. 

Against  Vivisectors  the  victory  winning, 

By  the  facts  we  pervert,  and  the  "  crams  "  we  allege, 
The  fissure  we  '11  widen  from  that  small  beginning 

By  use  of  our  friend,  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge. 


Sayings  for  the  Marines. 

ONCE  a  Lieutenant,  always  (at  least  for  fifteen  years)  a  Lieu- 
tenant. 

Patronage  is  the  Mother  of  Merit. 

Take  care  of  the  Subalterns,  and  the  Field  Officers  will  take  care 
of  themselves. 

Promotion  has  no  laws. 

'Tis.  a  long  Military  career  (generally  over  twenty  years  service) 
which  has  no  majority  at  the  end  of  it. 

A  step  in  time  often  saves  nine  (husband,  wife,  and  seven 
children.) 

A  friend  at  Whitehall  is  worth  two  in  Somerset  House. 


A  Colourable  Pretext. 


at  £1,545,473;  Ust 


"Ijimoo.— This  year  the  indigo  iraporUd  wa«  valued 
year  in  the  »auie  p«riod,  £1,375,439." 

If  therefore  we  hear  from  Correspondent*  at  Glasgow  and  Dundee 
that  this  year,  in  comparison  with  the  year  gone  by;  things  are 
looking  more  generally  blue,  it  is  not  such  a  bad  sign — for  the 
indigo-importers. 
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A    FORLORN    HOPE. 

The  Dovxtgcr.  "Now,  YOU'VE  GOT  ALL  THE  GIRLS  OFF  TOUR  HANDS  so  SUCCESSFULLY,  EXCEPT  POOR  MARIA,  YOU  OUGHT  TO  GIVE 
HER  A  CHANCE." 

My  Lord,.  "  YES— A— GIVE  A  BALL— A— OR  A  GARDEN  PARTY— A " 

My  Lady.  "  OH,  POOR  MARIA'S  NOT  WORTH  A  BALL — NOR  EVEN  A  GARDEN  PARTY.     WE  MIGHT  GIVE  AN  APTERNOON  TEA!" 


THE  FOUNDER  OF  THE  COMMISSIONNAIRES. 

"  *  "Jj  "ot  knowi  CAPTAIN  'WALTER,  how  sufficient  honour  can  be  done  to 
you-  with  little  aid  you  hare  quietly  and  unobtrusively  opened  a  new  page 
for  the  soldier,  and  have  given  him  a  most  honourable  position  in  civil  life." 

LORD  NAPIER  OP  MAODALA. 

A  HAPPY  thought  that  touched  a  generous  mind 
With  strong  desire  the  old  soldier's  fate  to  alter : 

Such  the  good  work,  sore  needed,  that  we  find 
Adding  a  lustre  to  the  name  of  WALTEB. 

Hence  the  Commissionnaires  :  a  useful  race. 

We  Metropolitans  know  all  about  them ; 
And,  when  we  see  some  worn,  true,  fearless  face, 

Ott  wonder  how  the  deuce  we  did  without  them. 

They  have  fought  and  hied :  and  war 's  a  noble  trade 
When  nobly  waged  beneath  a  hero's  ken ; 

And,  though  we  wish  that  war  were  never  made, 
Yet  may  we  see  by  these  that  war  makes  men. 

It  made  these  veterans,  to  whose  well-bred  care 
We.  trust  to  shield  our  ladies  in  their  shopping, 

Our  letters,  messages,  nay  cash,  to  bear, 
Nor  fear  their  fing'ring,  dirtying,  or  dropping. 

'Tis  well  that  they  whom  battle's  brunt  and  soil, 
And  discipline's  hard  test,  prove  worthy  trust, 

should  nnd  retreats  of  honourable  toil, 
Nor  in  their  evening  lack  a  well-earned  crust. 

This  their  friend  felt :  Punch,  for  the  public,  thanks 
One  who  before  cold-shoulder  did  not  falter ; 

And  now  promotes  the  Captain  several  ranks,— 
Henceforth  Commissionnaires'  FIELD-MABSHAL  WALTEE. 


REASONS  FOR  NOT  SUBSCRIBING  TO  THE  HOSPITAL 
SUNDAY  FUND. 

SQUIRE  REDCOAT'S. — Because  now  all  the  Hospitals  are  given 
over  to  the  cruelties  of  Vivisection.  Because  no  English  gentleman, 
of  course,  could  think  of  subscribing  to  funds  devoted  to  brutality  to 
animals.  Because  after  the  charges  for  this  year's  fishing,  and  the 
keep  of  half-a-dozen  horses  (kept  for  fox-hunting,  &c.)  have  been 
paid,  there  will  not  be  much  margin  left  for  charity. 

Alderman  Sir  Benjamin  Bumble's. — Because  the  Charities  of 
London  are  the  pride  of  the  country.  Because  it  is  beneath  the 
dignity  of  the  Charities  of  the  First  City  in  the  World  to  ask  for 
voluntary  subscriptions. 

Mr.  Malthus  Grind's. — Because  the  Hospitals  are  intended  for 
the  poor,  and  Poverty  ought  not  to  be  subsidised. 

Mrs.  Prim's. — Because  some  of  the  Hospitals  may  not  be  ortho- 
dox. Because  she  feels  a  holy  call  upon  the  little  she  can  spare  to 
supply  the  Savages  of  Central  Africa  with  copies  of  Hymns  Ancient 
and  Modern  translated  into  their  native  languages. 

Miss  Peacock's. — Because  bonnets  and  dresses  cost  so  very  much. 
Because  her  allowance  is  so  ridiculously  insufficient,  that  she  really 
has  no  small  change.  Because  if  people  are  ill,  they  ought  to  go  to 
their  own  doctors,  without  bothering  about  Hospitals. 

Mr.  Bung's. — Because  if  'a  man  takes  his  fair  share  of  liquor, 
he  should  be  able  to  keep  his  health  without  assistance  from  his 
friends.  Because  paupers  have  the  Union  Infirmary  ready  to  hand. 
Because  the  Hospitals  do  not  increase  the  revenue. 

Mr.  Pump's. — Because  there  is  not  a  single  Hospital  in  London 
conducted  upon  Temperance  principles ;  and  if  people  can't  be 
cured  without  the  use  of  alcohol,  they  had  better  not  be  cured  at  all. 

Mr.  Sand's. — Because  trade  is  really  so  very  bad  this  year,  that 
the  Boys'  autumn  trip  (during  the  Long)  must  be  confined  to 
Europe.  Because  one  of  the  Girls'  horses  went  lame  in  the  Row, 
and  another  had  to  be  purchased  in  its  place.  Because  he 's  a 
self-made  man,  and  has  no  sympathy  "  with  them  as  isn't." 


PUNCH,  OU  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JULY  1,  1876. 


. . 


JUSTICE    TO  THE    RESCUE! 


"  STOP,  GENTLEMEN !     YOU  'VE  BOTH  OF  YOU  TOO  MANY  ROGUES  LOOSE,  TO  DO  WITHOUT  THAT !  " 
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AT    THE    OPERA. 

PRODUCTION  of  "  A'ida  "  at 
( 'tirent  Garden.  House 
crammed  and  brilliant. 
Temperature,  ninety  in 
the  draughts.  People 
having  determined  to 
arrive  punctually,  the 
carriages  at  8°30  are  in 
a  line  doicn  to  Leicester 
Square,  House,  at  first, 
about  a  quarter  full  — 
no  habitue,  except  the 
real  Opera-amateurs  in 
the  gallery,  liking  to  lie 
considered  as  excited  on 
any  operatic  subject 
whatever,  and  the  non- 
habitues  coming  late  in 
the  hope  of  being  taken 
for  habitues,  but  lament- 
ably  failing  in  their 
attempts  to  look  as  if  they 
knew  where  their  stalls 
trere,  and  soon  reduced 
to  ask  the  man  at  the 
door. 

The  Overture  commences. 
Elderly  Gentleman  (who 
has  arrived  early,  and  is 
seated  in  stalls  fourth  from 
the  entrance,  which  he  has 
taken  ."  because,"  as  he 
says,  "  he  can  get  out  so 
easily;"  he  finds  that  it  is  also  a  place  where  everybody  can 
come  in  easily,  and  consequently  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
short  Overture,  people  are  continually  passing  in,  treading  on 
his  toes  with,  or  without,  begging  his  pardon.")  Dear  me!  what 
a  remarkable  thing  it  is  people  can't  be  in  time.  (Tries  to  listen 
to  Overture.  Soft  music.  Enter  a  party  of  four,  including  two 
stout  Ladies,  over  his  toes.  Old  Gentleman  growls.  Then  pre- 
sently looks  along  the  row,  and  smiles.)  Ah  f  it  'a  all  full  now, 
thank  goodness.  (Begins  again  to  try  and  pay  some  attention  to  the 
Overture.) 

Lady  (enough  for  two  ordinary  Ladies.  One  of  the  party  recently 
passed  in).  My  dear  GEORGE  (to  her  son,  probably),  I  'm  afraid  we 
haven't  got  our  right  stalls. 

[GEOHOE  screws  his  head  round  and  '  refers  to  numbers.  Old 
Gentleman  groans.  Shall  HE  pass  out  so  as  to  leave  the 
way  clear  f  No :  for  the  four  stalls  between  him  and  the 
door  are  now  filled.  Overture  continues.  Fuss  at  the 
stall  entrance.  Excited  Gentleman  with  a  party  of  three 
gesticulating.  Stall-keeper  referring  to  numbers.  Stall- 
keeper  telegraphs  to  parties  in  wrong  stalls.  They  WON'T 
see.  Stall-keeper  begs  pardon  and  plunges  recklessly  in, 
over  old  Gentleman's  toes.  More  growls.  Overture  winding 
up.  The  stout  party  of  four  are  fetched  out  trying  to  ap- 
pear indifferent,  but  stepping  viciously  on  all  the  toes  they 
can,  in  their  march  past."  Entry  of  victorious  party, 
over  toes  as  before  ;  restitution  of  rights  to  the  lawful  owners. 
Growls  of  pain  and  dissatisfaction  from  the  old  Gentleman, 
who  wishes  he  had  taken  his  stall  right  in  the  middle.  Ap- 
plause. End  of  short  Overture. 

Elderly  Gentleman  (to  himself).  There 's  the  Overture  over,  and 
I  haven't  heard  a  note  of  it.  (Considers  that  this  is  at  least  twenty- 
five  per  cent,  of  his  money  lost  for  ever.  But  there  is  a  ray  of  com- 
fort— the  two  stalls  exactly  in  front  are  unoccupied,  and  he  has  a 
magnificent  view  of  the  stage.  He  feels  better.)  Ah!  a  very  fine 
scene.  Let  me  see,  who  are  these  people  ?  "Wonder  what  they  're 
saying?  (Refers  tobook.) 

(N.R.—  The  mise-en-scene  throughout  is  as  splendid  as  anything 
yet  seen  at  Covent  Garden.)  * 

Enthusiastic  Young  Gentleman  (here  for  this  night  only).  By  Jove  ! 
Splendid  !  (This  is  later  on,  when  the  stage  is  full.) 

Blase  Friend  (drawUng).  Ye-er  (he  means  "  yes  ")  not  bad.  But 
— ar— (slowly,  and  as  if  under  a  great  mental  strain),  it 's  nothing  to 
what  t'wa'  i'  Cair'.  (His  Friend  understands  him  to  mean  that^'  it 


go«s"  .  .  .  everything  that  can  be  "  popped.") 

Near-sighted  Lady  (determined  to  follow  every  word  in  the  book, 
and  looking  up  through  her  glasses  every  other  second  so  as  not  to  let 


'em  out  of  her  sight  an  the  stage  for  an  instant  longer  than  is  abso- 
lutely necessary — reads  to  her  hot  and  uninterested  Husband  from 
English  libretto).  That 's  NicoLlNl— he 's  saying— I  mean  he  'a 
singing  :— 

"  Round  thy  fair  brow  a  diadem  folding, 
Thine  were  a  throne  next  the  Bun  to  itand." 

Perspiring  Husband  (exhaustedly).  Horribly  hot  idea.  (A  mur- 
mur "  Here  's  PATTI  !  ") 

Elderly  Gentleman  in  the  fourth  stall  rubs  his  glasses,  adjusts 
thi'in,  mill  heartily  congratulates  himself  on  there  being  no 
one  in  front  of  him. 

Elderly  Gentleman  (to  himself).  Now  then  we  shall  see  how 
PATTI  looks. 

[Enter  lounqinqly  into  the  two  vacant  stalls  in  front  of  him  two 
very  tall,  broad-shouldered  Swells.  They  take  some  time 
in  tteft/ini/  ilnirn,  having  a  good  deal  to  do  icith  their  coat- 
tails,  gold-headed  sticks,  opera  hat.i,  programme*,  tooth- 
picks, books,  and  looking  round  the  house  generally.  Great 
applause  announcing  the  entrance  of  PATTI. 

Elderly  Gentleman  (in  despair,  anil  rainli/  endeavouring  to  catch 
a  sightofFnTll  between  the  shoulders  of  the  two  tall  and  restless 

Swells).    I  can't  see  PATTI.    What  a  nuisance  it  is  that (growls 

louder).    I  wonder  why  people  can't 

Persons  (about  him  wishing  to  catch  every  note).  Hah  ! — Hsh  ! 
Elderly  Gentleman  begins  to  wish,  more  than  ever,  that  he  had 
taken  his  seat  in  the  centre,  as  he  sees  in  front  O/THAT  seat 
only  a  little  boy  in  jackets.  He  wishes,  too,  that  tall  people 
were  not  allowed  in  the  stalls,  or  else  that  they  should  have 
a  row  to  themselves. 

Habitue  (with  glasses).  Why  the  doose  has  PATTI  made  herself  so 
hideous !  She 's  more  like  a  Red  Indian  than  an  Egyptian.  Why 
couldn't  she  have  got  herself  up  like  LUCCA,  in  L'Africaine  f  LUCCA 
looked  well. 

Just  and  Generous  Person  (his  Friend).  I  suppose  her'djfficulty 
was  to  avoid  being  like  Selika,  in  L'Africaine.  (They  think  over 
it,  while  the  Opera  continues.) 

Entrance  of  Royal  Party.  A  Sox  full.  Their  Royal  Highnesses 
with  the  children  in  Sailor  costumes.  The  Prince  in  the  cha- 
racter of  the  Royal  Paterfamilias.  Great  excitement  among 
the  Ladies,  specially  in  the  Soxes  above,  on  the  same  side, 
where  they  can't  have  any  view  at  all  of  the  Royal  Box. 
H.  R.  H.  nods  to  the  music,  and  keeps  time  with  his  book.  The 
children  are  much  interested.  Grand  Spectacle.  Enter  "  The 
King  of  Egypt,"  name  unknown,  but  alluded  to  in  the  book  as 
"one  of  the  Pharaohs."  Proposal  made  by  the  King  to  go  to 
Vulcan's  Temple.  Evidently  one  of  the  Pharaohs  has  been 
reading  "  Lemprii-re."  His  attendants  give  him  a  golden  stick 
with  a  splendid  golden  Goose  at  the  top.  Grand  Quintette, 
PATTI,  MLLE.  G INDEI.K  (the  new  Contralto)}  NICOLTSI,  CAPPONI, 
and  M.  FEITLINQEK  (the  Pharaoh).  Vociferous  recall.  They 
return  to  bow.  Difficulties  arise,  owing  to  "  one  of  the 
Pharaohs  "  not  clearly  seeing  how  to  dispose  of  the  confounded 
Golden  Goose,  while  he  holds  PATTI'S  hand  on  one  side,  and 
GUTDEIE'S  on  the  other.  Some  one,  "  a  Priest,"  or  "  a  Mes- 
senger," relieves  him  of  it  rather  angrily,  having  perhaps  been 
sent  on  hurriedly  by  the  Stage  Manager  for  this  purpose. 
Exeunt  Quintette. 

AIDA  sings  charmingly  an  appeal  to  the  "  Merciful  Gods,"  and 
exit,  applauded  to  the  echo.  Curtain  descends. 

Short-sighted  Lady  (who  has  been  most  carefully  following  the 
book).  Why  the  curtain  oughtn't  to  come  down  now.1  There's 
another  scene.  (Her  Husband,  still  perspiring,  is  puzzled,  but  says 
he  'II  go  and  ask  the  Stall-keeper.  He  departs,  and  does  not  return 
for  twenty  minutes,  with  just  the  .slightest  soup^on  about  him  of 
brandy  and  soda  iced.) 

Blase  Friend  (to  his  companion  who  is  disappointed  at  the  apparent 
mission).  They  had  'nother  scene  at  Cair' — Grand  scene. 

[Exit  Blase  Friend. 

Exeunt  several  knowing  people,  who  think  it's  the  end  of  the  Act. 
Elderly  Gentleman  sees  the  two  giants  depart,  and  once  more 
has  a  clear  view  of  the  stage.  He  is  well  repaid.  The  curtain 
rises  for  last  scene  of  Act  I.,  representing  "  The  Temple  of  Vul- 
can at  Memphis"  or  the  Egyptian  Court  at  the  Crystal  Palace. 
A  religious  service  is  going  on  in  which  the  Sallet  has  a  con- 
siderable part. 

Facetious  Friend  (to  Interested  Spectator).  I  snppose  the  Egyptian 
Priest  of  the  Temple  used  to  advertise  for  Ladies  of  the  Ballet, 
Wanted  for  Vulcan  s  Temple  ;  apply  at  the  Vestry-door. 
Facetious  Person  No.  2.    Yes  ;  the  Vestry  Virgins. 

Grand  spectacle.    Noisy  music.    End  of  Act. 
The   Entr'acte  is   employed    in   the   Refreshment   Saloon.     Timid 
people  are  trying  to  find  out  how  to  pronounce  "  A'ida  "  and 
''  (lindele."     Bold  people  are  calling  it  "Ida,"  and  the  ntw 
Contralto,  "  Gindefer.     Facetious  persons,  being  uncertain,  are 
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BY    SPECIAL    LICENCE. 

Paterfamilias  (impressively,  to  his  Coachman).  "  JARVIS  !    You  WILL  HAVE  TO 

DRIVE  US  FIRST  TO  THE  CHURCH,  THEN  BACK  HERE  TO  THE  WEDDING-BREAKFAST, 
AND  THEN  YOU  WILL   TAKE    MY   DAUGHTER   AND   HER    NEWLY-MARRIED    HUSBANl) 

TO  THE  STATION  AT  LONDON  BRIDGE  ;  BO  I  PARTICULARLY  WISH  YOU  TO  KEEP 

THOROUGHLY  SOBER  ALL  DA  Y  I  " 

Jarvis.  "  ALL  RIGHT,  SIR  !     BUT  I  SHOULD  LIKE  TO  TAKE  A  DROP  TOO  MUCH 
THIS  EYBNISQ,  SIR!" 


speaking  of  her  as  "  Gin-dealer,"  and  "  Mile.  Gin-gcrbeer."  Pcoplt 
who  know  all  about  everything,  are  setting  everybody  right,  and  giving 
opinions  generally.  People  who  want  to  talk  about  it  afterwards,  an( 
have  no  ideas  of  their  own  on  the  subject,  are  getting  as  near  the  known 
musical  critics,  or  musical  celebrities,  as  possible,  and  picking  up  opinions 
to  be  retailed  with  additions,  subsequently,  as  their  own  original  notions. 

ACT  II. — More  spectacle.  Grand  scene.  Apparently  Hall  in  an  Egyptiar 
Theatrical  Agent's  house  with  a  set  of  melancholy  people '  waiting  to  bi 
engaged  by  some  enterprising  Manager,  and  a  band  of  Nigger  boys  (who 
"  never  perform  out  of  a  Hall  in  the  Apartments  of  Amneris  '  ")  practising 
for  the  coming  pantomime. 

Enlightened  Audience  encores  the  nigger  dance  madly.      Opposition.     Row 

Nigger  dance  repeated,  while  slaves  condole  with   Mile.  Amneris  on  the 

bad  taste  of  the  British  public,  which  prefers  the  "break-doivn"  to  the  solo 

she  has  just  started  and  has  been  compelled  to  give  up. 

Habitue  (much  distressed].  It  really  is  a  pity  that  PATH  has  made  hersel 

such  a  red-brick-dust  fright. 
Facetious  Party  No.  I.  Yes!  look  here!  (points  to  book.}  See  what  Amneris  is 

saying  about  her  (reads). 
"Amneris  (fixedly    looking   toward*  Aida.    Aside).   Yon    deadly  pallor — her  bosom 
panting." 

She 's  panting  hard  enough,  but  I  '11  be  hanged  if  she  could  show  any  deadlj 

pallor,  unless  some  one  would  kindly  empty  a  Hour-bag  over  her.    However,  he 

singing  is  admirable. 

Act  continues.  More  magnificence^  and  at  the  end  of  the  scene  there  is  a  grea 
recall,  when,  instead  of  taking  it  all  to  herself,  PATTI  goes  off,  and  returns 
leading  on  HLLE.  GINDELE,  whose  hand  she  warmly  shakes.  Tremendou 
enthusiasm,  evoked  by  this  graceful  act,  and  on  we  go  to  Scene  III. 


More  magnificence.  Priests  'and  Testry  Virgins  in 
full  force.  Then  comes  the  already  celebrated  March 
(which  is  certain  to  be  popular),  played  by  an 
Egyptian  Brass  Sand  ("time  of  the  Pharaohs"), 
with  instruments  of  the  nineteenth  century.  Sat 
Habitues  are  accustomed  to  this  in  "  Semiramide," 
and  in  "  Norma,"  so  it  astonishes  no  one.'  Mare 
Golden  Geese,  carried  by  talented  "  Supers"^ 


direction  they  happen  to  be  marching.  But,  for 
an  extra  sixpence,  where  so  much  has  been  spent, 
the  Birds  might  surely  have  been  done  on  both  sides. 
They  only  have  one  gizzard-wing,  and  no  more  ;  but 
that,  as  carried,  is  effective. 
Triumph  of  the  Bold  Egyptian  Army.  Entrance  of 
captives,  apparently  wives  and  other  female  relatives 
of  the  conquered  Ethiopians,  who,  we  suppose, 
must  somehow  have  got  into  the  battle  by  mistake, 
and  so  hare  been  captured,  while  the  Ethiopian 
heroes  ran  away — which  is  just  what  the  ancestors 
of  the  Ethiopian  Serenaders  would  hare  done — 
at  least  from  what  we  know  of  them  by  Massa 
Bones,  and  "  Massa  Ginger,  sure,  who  play  de 
tambourine." 

Enter  SIGNOR  GRAZIANI  as  Amonasro,  King  of  Ethiopia, 
looking  blacker  than  Othello  or  the  above-men- 
tioned  Massa  Bones. 

Facetious  Person  No.  2  ( struck  In/  the  fact  of  his 
colour).  I  say,  he  's  supposed  to  be  Aida's  father.  He  's 
as  black  as  my  hat,  and  she 's  as  red  as  a  brick  wall. 
'.  say,  this  won't  do,  you  know. 

[Appeals  to  his  Friend,  who  can't  account  for  it 
himself,  but  suggests  writing  to  DARWIN  on  the 
subject. 

Magnificent  finale,  lirass  eve.ryivhcre,  voices  nowhere- 
Then  comes  Act  III.,  which  is,  as  an  Habitue  says,  "  a 
gem."  Charming  duett  between  PATTI  and  NICOLINI. 
Fine  scene,  musically  and  dramatically,  between  PATTI 
•ind  GRA/IANI.  Late  finish,  but  people  stop  to  the  end, 
ind  the  verdict  generally  is  success. 

From  Opera  to  Theatre. — Les  Danicheff,  at  the  St. 
James's,  is  well  worth  seeing.  Important  advice  to  late 
diners — on  no  account  miss  the  first  Act.  The  most 
dramatic  action  of  the  play  is  in  the  first  and  third 
Acts.  The  dialogue  in  the  second  is  very  good,  and 
admirably  delivered.  MADAME  FARGTTETL  is  of  course 
consummate,  but  the  part  is  by  no  means  a  strong  one, 
after  the  first  Act.  The  difficult  part  of  Ossip  is  admir- 
ably played  by  M.  MASSET,  and  HELENE  PETIT  in  Anna 
is  really. pathetic.  We  hope  to  return  to  Les  Danicheff. 
At  the  Criterion,  The  Great  Divorce  Case  is  very 
amusing,  and  is  capitally  played  all  round.  It  has  the 
advantage  of  a  good  company  of  eccentric  comedians, 
numbering  among  them  MR.  RIGHTON  (whose  sleepy 
old  man  is  excellent),  MR.  CLARKE,  and  MR.  CHARLES 
WYNDHAM,  whom  the  part  fits  like  a  glove.  The  Ladies 
are  all  pretty,  and  Miss  COVENEY  is  an  admirable 
Mother-in-law. — Avis  Important.  The  play  does  not 
begin  until  close  on  nine  0;  clock,  so  that  the  dinner-hour 
need  not  be  materially  disarranged,  and  a  good  laugh 
(which  is  certain)  is  a  first-rate  digestive. 


HAVING:  YOU  BOTH  WAYS. 

"  LAUNCHED  in  the  eclipse,  with  curses  rigged, "- 

If  e'er  craft  braved  the  sea. 
Or  puffed  along  the  stream  of  Thames, 
A  Steam-launch  it  must  be. 

Their  steam  distils  the  bitterest  drops 

In  the  Thames  rower's  cup ; 
And  yet  what  good  to  run  them  down, 

When  they  can  blow  you  up  ? 

And  why  should  they  your  curses  heed, 

Or  slack  speed  for  your  frown  ? 
What  good  is  it  to  blow  them  up. 

When  they  can  run  you  down  ? 


A  PATTERN  PROFESSOR.— When  is  MR.  MASKELYOT:, 
at  the  Egyptian  Hall,  like  a  Lecturer  on  Philosophy^— 
When  lie  is  "  floating  over  the  heads  of  his  audience. 
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ACADEMY  Echoes,  188 

Academy  Reforms,  S 

Actors  at  Home,  22 

Address  to  Animals'  Friends,  249 

Address  to  Ihe  Convocation  of  York,  71 

Admiralty  Maxim,  9:1 

Advice  lor  the  New  Year,  10 

Advice  on  the  Burials  Bill,  24 

jEsop's  Fable  (An).  83 

Alter  the  Academy— Dreaming  all  NigLt 

L  >ng.  200 
"Agriitler"   on   the    Bristol   Cathedral 

Images.  177 
A  la  Mode  do  France,  1 
"  Alias  "  Improved  (An),  152 
All  Aflojvt,  217 
American  Ci.usinhood.  fl3 
Anatomy  of  the  Turf,  230 
Ancient  Drinking  Customs,  87 
Angel  in  the  House  (The),  103 
Anglo-Dutch  Protest  (The),  118 
Antagonism  Extraordinary.  177 
Anti- Vivisection  Movement  (The),  105 
Apis  Orthogrnphica,  171 
Apotheosis  of  Engineering  (The),  ISO  . 
Appeal  of  the  Pious  Pounder  (1  he),  232 
Apprehended  Outrage  at  Hammersmith, 

117 

Apropos  Title  (An),  121 
A  Question  to  be  Asked,  139 
Asi  m  .My stories,  146 
Astronomy  Royal,  143 
As  You  Wear  1  57 
Atalauta  in  England,  188 
At  the  Drawing-Room,  208 
At  the  Flower  Shvw  of  the  Season,  264 
At  the  Opera,  269 
Auriukular  Confessions,  99 
Australian  Eden  i  An),  172 
Awkward  Ultimatum  (An),  34 
BEAMS  in  the  Balance,  74 
Baring  and  Over-bearing,  106 
"  Benefits  Fornot,"  V52 
Best  Lifts  for  Hospitals,  251 
Big  Fish  (A),  207 
Biid  Question  (The),  64 
Birds  and  Fowlers,  30 
Birds  for  the  Bonnets,  154 
Bitter  Disappointment  (A),  178 
Bob's  Penance,  178 
Books  and  Brain- Work,  237 
Brahmitito  Benjamin  (A),  111 

Bright  Suggestion  (A),  126 

British  Army  ol  the  Future  (The),  105 

Brittle  Seal  (A),  152 

Brutes  in  and  Out  of  Boots,  23 

CABINET  Question  (A),  146 

Candid,  72, 166 

Catechiser  Catechised  (A),  4 

Cause  and  Effect,  156 

Caveat  Navigator,  27 

Celestial  Cruelty,  93 

Chairs  behind  Counters,  78 

Chance  for  "  Ouida  *  (A),  183 

Change  of  Name,  118 

"Charming  Fellow  "  (A),  13 

City  Chimes  (The),  251 

Clerical  Intelligence,  57 

Clubs  !  Clubs  1  162,  238 

Clubs  are  Trumps,  107 

Collision  Extraordinary,  87 

Colourable  Keasous,  139 

Common  Clerical  Scandal  (A),  S3 

Conclusion  of  a  Cheesemonger,  28 

Conservative  Notions,  116 


Contradiction  In  Terms  (A).  240 
"  Cool  "—an  Ascot  Idyll,  259 
Corn  in  Egypt,  142 
"  Cover  your  Heads  !  "  IS 
Crack  I  96 

Cred  it  Jnda-as  1 "  57 
Credit  for  Cannon,  2S7 
Critici-m  and  Defamation,  160 
Cruel  Clause  (A).  193 
Cruelty  to  our  Kind,  540 
Cruiade  against  Cruelty  (The),  2(5 
Culinary  Scholarships,  46 
"  Cut-rite  Servi,"  24 
DEARTH  of  Army  Doctors,  61 
Death  in  tbe  Dose,  161 
Do  Dickey-Birds  nil  nisi  Bonum,  71 
Defence  of  Hackney  Downs  (The),  58 
Definition  (A),  64 
Degrees  for  Women,  30 
Delicate  Situation  (a),  84 
Derby  and  Joan.  227 
Derby  Stand-Points,  233 
Desecrated  Reverend  (The),  33 
Diggings  in  Spain,  Itil 
Diocese  in  British  Diggings  (A),  176 
Disabilities  of  Woman,  176 
Disappointed  of  Dana,  169 
Disbarred,  64 

Dish  Re-christened  (A),  104 
Disinterested  Diamatists,  11 
Doctrine  and  Drink,  155 
Dowagers  Developed,  117 
Drawing-Room  Dresses,  125 
Dream  of  a  Spelling-Uee,  20 
EARNEST  Hint  to  Siguor  Rossi  (An),  172 
East  and  West.  81 
Easter  Eggs  a-hatching,  Ac.,  159 
•'  Ecce  nos  Rursum,*'  24 
Ecclesiastical  Article  (An),  199 
Echoes  from  the  Park,  249 
Economy  in  a  Mess,  51 
Educational  Northern  L<ght  (An),  118 
Eltgy  on  a  lately  Deceased    Whistling 

Oyster,  190 

Elementary  Education,  117 
Eleventh  Commandments,  203 
Eligible  Tenements,  140 
"  Empress  "  v.  "  Queen,"  83 
England's  Board  Schools  and  Beef,  23 
England  v.  Greece,  217 
Enigma  (An),  117 

E.  Payson  Weston's  Perpetual  Motion,  73 
Epicure's  Expostulation  (An),  I'.' 
Essence  of  Parliament,  55,  65,  j  5,  &c. 
Everyday  Occurrence,  SO 
Experiment  in  Street-Cleaning,  57 
FASHION'S  Last  Conquest,  171 
Fast  Flowers,  127 
Fatal  Twenty-Ninth  (The),  83 
Festive  Economy,  240 
Fine  Opening  for  a  Young  Man,  28 
First  Cabinet  Council  of  the  Year  (The),  29 
Flattering  Invitation  (A),  171 
Flattering  Tale  (A),  196 
Fog  Signals,  95 
Folly  at  Folkestone  (The),  73 
For  the  Council  of  the  R.  A. ,  190 
Founder  of  the  Commissionnaires  (The), 

266 
From  "Church    and   State"  to  "Irish 

Church  Disestablishment,"  57 
Fruitless  Visit  (A),  119 
GAMGEE  to  Celia,  106 
|  Gamp  c.  Pecksniff,  138 
Geese  that  will  never  Save  their  Capital,  23 


Genius  of  the  Kiug  (The),  183 

Geology  and  the  Stock  Exchange,  161 

Girl  who  Bees  (The),  152 

Going  too  Far,  152 

Gone  Wrong,  115,  US,  138,  *e. 

Grace's  Coup  de  Grace  (A),  53 

Great  Bargain  (A),  80 

Great  Divide  (The).  106 

Great  Meeting  at  the  Zoological  Gardens, 

184 

Greengrocers  v.  Butchers,  255 
Guinea  for  Jack's  Hospital  (A),  64 
"  HACKNET'D  "  Subject  (A),  18 
Sappy  Couple  (A),  195 
Happy  Thoughts,  259 
Happy   Thoughts   of    a    Distinguished 

American  Engineer,  16i 
Hard-Boiled  Eggs,  83 
Hard  Measure,  67 
1 1  ard-up  Horticulturists  (The),  77 
Having  you  both  Ways,  270 
Head-Quarters  of  Health  .(The),  172 
Hibernian  Toast  and  Sentiment,  126 
Hint  from  tbe  Hour  (A),  48 
Hints  to  Imbeciles,  2i8 
Historical  Questions,  237 
Historical  Title  for  Government,  145 
Hi-tory  of  a  Sensation  (The),  261 
Homeless  Husbands,  159 
Horace  and  Lydia  on  tbe  Rink,  63 
Horatiau  Motto  for  a  Board  of  Guardians, 

72 

Horrible  Extravagance,  227 
Hospital  Sunday— June  18,  2^2 
How  to  Float  the  "  Vanguard,"  163 
Hundred  Years  Hence  (A),  196 
Hymen  v.  Low  Wages,  264 
Hymn  to  Victoria,  74 
IMPORTANT  Official  Inquiry,  239 
Important  to  Divers,  151 
Inhabited  House  Duty,  117 
Inscription  fur  the  Khedive's  Door-Mat, 

149 
Inscription   for   the    Laboratory  01   La 

Grande  Chartreuse,  40 
Instruction  for  the  Universe.  13 
Irish  £4- Householder   to   John    Bright 

(The),  187 

Ismail  Micawber,  151 
Italy  on  France,  118 
JACK  to  John,  10 
Jenkins  v.  Jenkins,  76,  149 
John  to  Jonathan,  151 
Journeys  "  Performed,"  40 
Just  What's  Wanted,  140 
LADIES  on  their  Legs,  196 
Lady  of  the  Lake  Loquitur,  34 
L-Mi'l  and  the  Landlord  (The),  54 
Largest  Piece  of  Porcelain  in  the  World 

(The),  20 

Last  Sensation  (The).  155 
Latest  Creed  (The),  28 
Lawson  and  Liberty,  54 
Law  under  the  Rejected  Act,  201 
Leap  Year  Reading  of  an  Old  Proverb,  87 
Legend  for  the  Lords,  128 
Leo  Loquitur,  21 
Les  Cceurs  Brisks,  20 
Light  Blue  for  Ever  !  153 
Lines  picked  up  at  the  Brixton  Rink, 

161 

"  Links  with  the  Past,"  110 
Literary  Felicity,  187 
Little  Logic  (A),  251 
Little  (too)  Busy  Bee  (The),  137 


Logical  Demonstration,  243 

London  Improvements,  19 

Look  before  you  Lend,  26J 

"  L'ird,  send  us  a  guid  Conceit  o'  oursels, " 

M 

Loveliness  by  Limelight,  95 
Lunar  Vagarlen.  73 
Lu-.ua  Xatuise  (A),  57 
MAGISTERIAL  Audacity,  S62 
Make  Your  Game  1  139 
Mammon's  Metamorphosis,  29 
Man's  Place  at  Midsummer,  264 
Marriage  Memories,  64 
Martial  in  London,  195 
Mary  Anner  on  the  Rampage,  100 
M  ay  &  la  Mode,  199 
May  Meetings,  205 

Medical  Officers  Asking  for  More,  261 
Medical  Partner  (A),  201 
Member's  Lament  (A),  60 
Mercy  to  Animals,  81 
Mere  Metaphor,  103 
Modest  Advertiser  (A),  178 
M.  Offenbach  In  America,  221 
Monday  Night's  Dream  (A),  189 
Monitor  of  the  Opposition  (The),  13 
Moral  Freedom  in  Spain,  '01 
Moral  Suasion  for  Sots,  127 
"  More  Haste  the  Worse  Speed  "  (The), 

118 

More  Panics,  249 
Mottoes  for  the  Times,  246 
Motto  for  the  Drury  Lane  Pantomime,  10 
Motto  for  tbe  Manager  of  the  Co-operative 

Credit  Bank  34 

Motto  for  the  Poste  Rcstante,  51 
Motto  for  the  Royal  Titles  Bill.  172 
Mr.  Punch's  Own  Man  at  the  Boat- Race 

184 
Mr.  Punch  to  a  very  Pretty  Young  Lady 

of  Fashion,  175 

Mrs.  Gamp  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  165 
Mrs.  Panmgton  Protests,  217 
Music  and  Cookery,  76 
Music  of  the  Future,  84 
My  Ouly  "  Crossed  Checks,"  1(8 
NEATLY  Turned,  128 
Nemesis  of  History,  143 
Ne  Quid  Simla,  91 
New  Baconian  Essay  (A),  143 
New  Battle  of  Limerick  (The).  169 
New  "  Imperial  Measure "  (The),  143 
New  Novel,  78 

New  Rhyme  for  the  Nursery,  54 
New  Shakspeare  Beading  (A),  84 
New  Song  (A),  111 
New  Titles.  110 
Nobody,  166 
No  More  Knifeboys,  54 
No  Rest  for  the  Royal,  802 
Not  a  Bad  Interpretation,  73 
Note  on  Saval  Estimate!,  121 
Nothing  like  Lucidity,  239 
Notice,  86 

Novel  Sensations  for  the  Blase1,  196 
OFFICIAL  Communication,  177 
Oh.  Horrible !  177 
Old  Rhyme  (An).  76 
On  a  Political  Zotlus,  84 
On  Guard  I  SI 
Only  Natural,  34 
On  Opposite  Sides,  27 
On  the  Old  Ways,  7 
Open  Bridges  or  Open  Spaces  t  251 
Orpheus  and  bis  Loot,  166 
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Our  Correspondence,  140 
Our  Couple  of  Crazes,  107 
Our  Lev-lie,  98 
Our  New  Novel,  93 

Our  Representative  at  Cambridge,  244 
Our  Representative  in  India,  2,  17,  31,  &c 
Our  Spelling  Bte,  19 
Our  William's  Last,  10T 
Out  at  Last ;  or,  Dizzy's  Odd  Trick,  122 
Out  ill  the  Cold,  255 
Oxford  Mixture  (An).  119 
Oxford  Soothing  Syrup,  332 
PARLIAMENT  of  Londou  (A),  255 
Parish  Relief,  241 
Parochial  Progress,  149 
Patiuage,  111 
Patriotic  if  you  Like  !  161 
Paving  the  Way,  89 
Per  Contra,  160 
Performances  in  Lent,  118 
Personage  iu  St.  Pancridgo  (A).  252 
Philadelphia  and  Fratorni'y,  200 
Philadelphia  Exhibition  (Tiie),  165 
Philology  "in  Sport,"  76 
Philosophers  at  Fight,  63 
Philosophy  of  Smoke  (The),  162 
Physiology  In  France,  'JC^ 
Piping  Times,  ISO 
Plague  (Xte).  28 
Pleasures  of  Hope,  264 
Plural  and  Singular,  28 
Plush  Protests,  261 
Poetry  and  Pronunciation,  143,  177 
Poetry  and  Prose,  181 
Political  Difficulty  (A),  68 
Pope  and  the  Pretender  (The),  76 
Positive  Negative  (A).  188 
(Possible)  May  Meetings,  1876,  184 
Post  et  Propter,  53 
Praise  from  the  Pope,  240 
Premier's  Portfolio  (The).  161 
President  Ciucinnatus,  119 
Prince  at  Ceylon  (The),  10 
Prince  of  Wales's  Feathers  (The),  199 
Prince's  Welcome  Home  (The).  200 
Principle  for  the  Press  (A),  188 
Problem  (A),  241 

Proceedings  of  Learned  Societies,  89 
Property  and  Commons,  239 
Proposal  to  Parliament,  117 
Proposed  Old  Style  for  New  Title,  175 
Punch  at  Portsmouth,  181 
Punch  on  a  Forei/n  Actor,  175 
Punch  Opens  Parliament,  44 
Punch's  Dream  ot  the  Derby,  228 
Punch's  Play-Bill,  54 
Punch  to  B.  D.,  137 
Punch  to  the  Blackcoats,  71 
QueiNtt  Curling  (The),  28 
Question  in  Rule  of  Three,  76 
Questions  for  any  Number  of  Bees,  120 
Questions  of  the  Day,  215 
Quiet  Day  on  the  Thames  (A),  249 
Quite  in  their  Line,  28 
HAIK  and  the  Races  (The),  227 
Random  Rejections,  128 
Real  "  Fasting  Girls,"  82 
Real  Thing  at  Last  (The),  207 
Reasons  for  not  Subscribing  to  the  Hos- 
pital Sunday  Fund,  268 
Recommended  for  Imitation,  3 
Recreation  for  the  Insane,  105 
Refuge  for  Ritualism  (A).  52 
Rejected  of  Rome  (The),  86 
Relief  and  Reaction,  9 
Right  Again  I  232 
Rinkita,  261 
Rinkomauia,  67 
Rinkomaniacs,  159 
Ritualistic  Novelty  for  Easter,  159 
Robbin'  Cock  Robin,  72 
Royal  Titles,  151 
Rum  "Uns  from  Romsey,  87 
Rus  in  Urbe,  68 
SANITARY  Sangradoiflm.  131 
Sansculottes  at  Limerick,  67 
Sayings  for  the  Season,  215 
Scholastic  Intelligence,  21 
School  of  Cookery.  58 
Science  Show,  South  Kensington  (The). 

234.  256 

Sea-Fight  of  the  Future  (A),  176 
Seeing  and  Hearing,  194 
See-Saw  Song,  237 
Shadows  of  the  Coming  Session,  39 
Shakspearo  against  the  Burials  BUI,  34 
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PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


I  HAD  been  looking  over  KELLY'S  last  and  greatest  of  Aunuals,  and  had  become  absorbed  in  thought  over  that  Business 
Man's  Bible.  Took}-  Street  had  been  the  last  street  under  my  eye,  and  its  famous  Three  Tailors  the  last  thought  in  my 
miml.  Thon — did  I  sleep  and  dream,  or  was  I  spirit-rapt  a  la,  SLADE,  or  levitated  a  la  GUPPI  ?  I  know  not,  but  there  I 
found  myself  by  Golden  Horn,  instead  of  Thames,  with  the  Three  Ta  lors  of  Tooley  Street  transfigured  into  the  Nine  Tailors 
of  Stamboul,  in  full  Conference ! 

The  Nine  Tailors  looked  pale  and  puzzled;  every  brow  was  dark  with  doubt  and  distrust.  But  at  sight  of  PUNCH 
they  brightened. 

"  Land  at  last !  "  shouted  IGNATIEFF,  the  heartiest  and  halest  of  the  Nine. 

"  A  Beacon,  when  our  own  BEACON'S  FIELD  is  in  utter  darkness,"  exclaimed,  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  the  young  man  from 
Salisbury — the  last  taken  on  for  the  job. 

"  Une  Ponche  jlamboyante  !  Ah  que  nous  en  avont  besoin — cTun  flambeau!  "  whispered  the  cautious  CHAUDOKDY  to 
the  serene  DE  BOURGOINO. 

"  Wit  a  und  Blitzcn  !  "  c-jaculated  BARON  WEETHEK,  as  if  he  saw  a  way  out  of  his  Sorrows. 

"  Himmel  und  SchiJn-irctter !  "  sighed  COUNT  Zicar,  the  embarrassed  but  amiable  mouthpiece  of  Austria,  to  BARON 
DE  CALICE,  his  chum. 

"  Benvenuto ! "  burst  out  BARBOLANI,  with  Italian  brio,  but  musically  as  an  Italian  organ  should,  and  does  at 
Stamboul,  whatever  it  may  in  London. 

Xi  vor  did  a  gang  of  Tailors  on  an  East-End  Sweater's  shop-board  more  joyfully  hail  the  advent  of  a  foaming  pewter, 
than  this  untuneful  Nine  of  the  Stamboul  Conference-room  the  apparition  of  PUNCH. 

"  You  have  come,"  exclaimed  IONATIEFF,  "  to  help  us  in  cutting  out " 

"  Anything  but  each  other,1'  I  replied,  significantly. 

"  Please,  if  you  'd  tell  him  you  know  he  thinks  of  nothing  but  cabbage "  Querulously  whined  the  Mis-Repre- 
sentative of  Great  Britain. 

The  new  hand  from  Salisbury  shut  him  up  with  a  grave  but  authoritative  look  of  remonstrance. 

"A  truce  to  recriminations  !  "  I  cried.  "  We  've  had  a  great  deal  too  much  of  that  sort  of  thing  already.  You  Ve  a 
job  in  hand,  my  good  fellows,  that  might  puzzle  the  sharpest  set  of  diplomatic  dodgers  that  ever  paraphed  a  protocol." 

"  You  may  well  say  that,  moil  cher,"  growled  IGNATIEFF,  holding  up  a  nondescript  garment,  to  whose  "  looped  aud 
windowed  raggedness"  it  would  be  vain  to  seek  for  a  parallel  in  the  rags  of  Ireland  as  they  used  to  be,  or  the  tatters  of  Scare- 
crowdom  as  they  are. 

"  The  Ottoman  Empire  !  "  chorussed  the  Nine,  as  I  held  to  the  light  this  unsavoury  ruin,  this  rotten,  moth-eaten, 
and  vermin-haunted  garment,  that  had  once  been  stout  in  stuff,  bright  of  colour,  rich  with  embroidery,  and  heavy 
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with  gold    lace.      "  And   they  expect  ?«   to    make  a  job    of  it !  "  chorussed  the  Nine,  each  taking  a  tug  in  a  different 
direction  nt  the  rotten  abomination,  which  I  thought  would  have  been  rent  to  pieces  in  my  hand. 

"•      "  Cut  it  into  lists,  to  nail  up  the  shoots  of  the  Panslavonian  family-tree  with  " — shouted  IGNATIEFF,  who  seemed  to 
take  the  lead  among  his  Nine  confreres. 

"Ditto  to  you!"  shouted  the  reticent  old  Prussian,  who  seemed  to  have  no  mind,  or  at  least  showed  no  hand, 
of  his  own. 

"  There !  You  see  his  little  game  : — Divide  and  appropriate.  Trust  him  with  the  mending  of  this  poor  dear 
old  coat ! "  groaned  the  unhappy  ELLIOT. 

"  Which  you  've  been  helping  to  botch,  till  it  will  botch  no  longer,"  interrupted  the  new  hand  from  Salisbury, 
turning  on  him  sharply. 

"  If  only  you  'd  respect  its  integrity  ! "  groaned  the  sorely  snubbed  ELLIOTT,  while  the  Austrian  tailors  whispered  ; 
when  suddenly  a  great  noise  was  heard  outside — cannons  and  trumpets,  cheers,  and  acclamations. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  I  asked  IGNATI-EFF 

"  Only  MIDHAT  blowing  another  bubble,"  remarked  the  Russian,  with  pei'fect  composure.  "  Bless  you,  we  're  used  to 
it.  They  've  been  at  that  game  for  the  last  forty  years.  The  Gulhani  bubble  was  quite  as  big  as  this,  and  they  shouted 
quite  as  loud  over  it.  But  what  came  of  it  and  the  dozen  they  *ve  blown  since,  but  dissolution  into  empty  air,  after  serving  to 
set  Europe — with  England  at  its  head — agape,  while  the  sharp  Osmanli  swell-mob  picked  their  pockets." 

Just  then,  SAFVET,  a  Turkish  tailor,  popping  his  head  in  at  the  door,  begged  them  to  come  out  and  look  at  MIDHAT'S 
beautiful  constitution.  He  was  shortly  and  sharply  dismissed  with  a  flea  in  his  ear. 

"  Don't  you  agree  with  me,"  resumed  IGNATIEFF,  "  that  the  old  coat  is  past  patching,  and  that  the  best  thing  would  be 
to  cut  it  up  into  little  garments  for  the  Young  Turkeys  I  hope  to  hatch  one  day,"  and  he  winked. 

"  The  best  thing  you  can  do,"  I  said,  "  would  be  to  chuck  this  filthy  old  rag  into  the  dust-hole,  with  all  the  moths  and 
other  vermin  that  have  harboured  in  its  foulness,  and  cut  out  another  garment  for  Turkey  of  sound  strong  Government  stuff 
— the  only  one  to  wear  well.  But  you  must  see  that  your  measures  are  carefully  taken,  and  above  all,  if  you  mean  the  coat 
to  fit,  you  must  send  your  own  foremen  to  see  it  tried  on,  and  keep  the  old  vermin  out  of  the  new  garment." 

Here  a  renewal  of  the  row  outside  interrupted  the  applause  that  greeted  my  allocution.  This  time  it  was  MIDHAT  who 
burst  in  on  our  deliberation. 

"  Who  talks  of  a  new  coat,  and  of  sending  giaours  of  Frankish  foremen  to  try  it  on  ?  The  old  coat  is  quite  good 
enough  for  us,  when  ice  've  mended  it,  as  we  mean  to  do — arrange  it  afresh,  in  fact,  from  skirt  to  collar,  on  the  latest  French 
pattern.  Besides,  after  all,  the  more  patches  the  better  shelter " 

"  For  the  vermin,"  interrupted  the  young  man  from  Salisbury,  sternly  ;  "  not  for  the  wearer.     MIDHAT,  mizzle  !  " 

Thus  roughly  apostrophised,  the  Pasha  first  scowled,  then  fquared,  on  which  the  young  man  from  Salisbury,  seizing 
the  scruff  of  his  neck  with  one  hand,  twisted  the  other  in  the  waistband  of  his  voluminous  nether  garments,  and,  before  I  could 
interpose,  MIDHAT  was  flying  through  the  window  towards  the  blue  waters  of  the  Golden  Horn. 

"  The  poor  devil  shan't  drown,  if  I  can  help  it !  "  I  shouted,  rushing  to  the  window. 

"  He  '11  only  pull  you  under,"  remonstrated  IGNATIEFF  ;  and  there  11  be  two  drowned  instead  of  one." 

"  Let  me  go  !  "  I  exclaimed.  "  Have  I  not  my  life-raft  ?  "  and,  shaking  him  off,  I  flung  up  the  window.  A  struggle,  a 
shout,  a  sheer-down  dive,  an  irrepressible  up-shoot  to  the  surface,  and  I  was  floating  on  my  own  insubmergible  bottom,  and 
holding  up  MIDHAT  by  the  slack  of  his  very  loose  inexpressibles.  The  Turk  was  saved,  for  rescuer  and  rescued  together  rode 
the  blue  billows  of  the  Boaphorus  on  the  buoyant  pages  of 
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"ALL  (AVAX)WOllK  AND  NO  PLAY,"  &c. 

THE  annual  pio-nic  given  by  MESSES.  TUSSAUD  to  their  company 

oil'  us  usual  at  Weybridge  on  the  19th  vilt.    The  Press  may  in- 

t'orm  us  that  the  company  was  made  up  of  the  employ  fs  of  the  Firm ; 

but  Punch  knows  better.    He  sat  for  an  hour  the  other  day  ne.xt  to 

Old  Con  n  KIT,  who  told  him,  between  his  pinches  of  snuff,  all  about  it. 

The  fact  is,  that  sitting  or  standing  in  the  same  position  for  a 
year,  night  and  day,  and  listening  to  the  vapid  ejaculations  of 
country  cousins  and  critical  foreigners,  has  a  deadening  effect  upon 
the  spirits  even  of  waxworks :  and  a  day  in  the  country,  once  a 
year,  is  not  a  day  too  much  to  freshen  them  up  a  little. 

Three  large  vans  conveyed  the  revellers,  not  to  Weybridge,  but 
to  Lcatherhead,  and  thence  to  Box  Hill. 

MR.  COBBETT  assured  us  that  the  party  in  his  van  got  over  their 
usual  stiffness  very  soon,  and  MKS.  MANNINO  turned  out  a  most 
i  iii:ilile  companion,  informing  the  party  that  she  had  begun  life  as 
,M  iss  KiKJKwoKTir,  and  had  only  taken  the  name  and  dress  of  MAX- 
NINO  because  ANNE  BOLEYN,  who  was  going  off,  had  parted  with 
her  head  rather  than  stay  a  year  in  the  Chamber  of  Horrors. 

A  good  deal  of  chaff  (some  said,  bran)  was  dropped  on  the  road, 
and  FIESCHI,  who  had  chosen  a  creaking  van.  was  a  good  deal 
twitted  about  his  infernal  machino.  MARAT  declared  it  would  have 
i  tar  better  had  they  gone  to  Brighton  for  a  dip ;  but  the  CHIEF 
.M  SUCK  hinting  that  he  should  have  thought  ht  had  had  enough  of 
his  bath  in  the  Chamber  of  Horrors,  MAHAT  resented  the  remark 
as  personal,  and  was  with  difficulty  smoothed  down  by  bis  old 
comrade,  COUNT  I>E  LOKGK. 

The  Claimant,  who,  during  the  ride,  trod  on  everybody's  corns,  re- 
membered well  the  day  when  he  was  DANIEL  LAMBERT.  Now  he  had 
more  wax  than  ha'pence,  and  was  looking  forward  to  melting'down 
when  his  original,  "  the  unhappy  nobleman,"  returns  from  Dartmoor. 

The  CIIIEK  ,|ISH<E  said  ho  'did  not  know  that  ARTHUR  and  the 
Doctor  were  coming  in  the  some  van  with  him,  or  he  should  have 
gone  by  a  different  conveyance,  though  it  were  in  company  with  the 
Ladies  of  HENRY  TIIK  EIUHTH'S  Court.  He  had  tried  to  persuade 
MAIUMK  in:  SUM  .\MVRA.\TMK  t«>  j"in  them  ;  but  she  persistently 
refused  to  wake,  and  lie  left  her  labouring  under  her  usual  difficulty 
of  breathing  and  general  ereakiness  of  the  internal  organs. 

The  employfa  of  the  Firm  of  TUSSAUB  were  much  to  be  praised  for 
the  skill  with  which  they  got  their  Pic-nickers  out  of  the  vans  on 
their  return,  and  re-distributed  them  in  their  regular  positions; 


though  one  or  two  of  the  Kings  of  England  were  inclined  to  be 
unsteady,  and  nothing  would  persuade  MR.  LISTON,  in  the  costume 
of  Paul  Pry,  to  stand  erect  on  his  feet.  Except,  however,  for  an 
unwonted  glassiness  in  their  stare,  and  a  slight  derangement  of 
drapery  here  and  there,  the  casual  visitor  to  the  exhibition  on  the 
following  day  would  not  have  suspected  that  any  change  had  for  a 
brief  moment  disturbed  the  fixity  of  the  stars  who  daily  and  nightly 
shine  in  the  Baker  Street  Bazaar. 


THE  SEVEN  WONDERS  OF  THE  SOCIAL  WORLD. 

1.  A  Box  of  Figs,  or  a  Pottle  of  Strawberries,  with  the  biggest  at 
the  bottom. 

2.  A  Railway  Guard  or  Porter  who  will  decline  to  take  a  tip,  on 
the  ground  that  all  gratuities  are  rigidly  forbidden  by  the  bye-laws 
of  the  Company. 

3.  An  advertised  Plain  Cook,  whose  plainness  prevents  her  having 
any  followers. 

4.  Tour  own  Umbrella  in  its  stand,  after  some  good  friend  has 
borrowed  it. 

5.  A  Keeper  of  a  Lodging-house  who,  if  you  complain  of  fleas, 
can  refrain  from  a  loud  protest  that  you  must  have  brought  them 
with  you. 

6.  A  Costennonger  or  Cabman  who,  defiant  of  street-chaff,  has 
the  pluck  to  wear  an  eye-glass  or  a  pair  of  spectacles. 

,  7.  A  Young  Man  ot  the  Period  who  never  calls  things  "  awful 
baws,"  or  talks  about  "  the  Governor." 


Sentiment  v.  Science. 

THE  Collective  Wisdom,  before  passing  the  Vivisection  Bill 
as  it  came  down  from  the  Collective  Sentiment,  will  perhaps  assert 
itself  by  attending  to  the  Memorials  of  the  Senate  of  the  Uni- 
vei>ity  of  London,  and  of  the  General  Medical  Council,  urging 
"that  the  limitation  of  all  experiments  to  registered  places  would 
tend  seriously  to  ulotruet  IT'  inline  s.-ientitie  inquiry."  A  •_ 
deal  has  bei  n'said  lately  on  l»  iia'u  ..I  the  "Endowmi  ; 
liesearch."  Surely  the" majority  of  the  representatives  of  a  rational 
people  are  not  going  to  confirm  without  amending  an  enactment 
which,  unamended,  will  effect  a  hindrance  of  research  in  Physiology, 
Medicine,  and  Surgery. 
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OKE   Eastern    Questions    were    asked    (Lords,    Monday, 
June  26)  than  answered. 

THE  DUKE  OF  ARGYLL  wanted  to  know  what  the 
Government  knew  about  alleged  wholesale  massacres  of 
Christian  village  populations  in  Bulgaria,  reported  cir- 
cumstantially in  the  Daily  News. 

LORD  DEHBY  believed  it  was  merely  that  the  Bashi- 
Bazouks  in  Bulgaria  had  been  exceeding  the  usual  limits 
of  Bashi-Bazouk  brutality  till  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT  had 
had  to  remonstrate,  that  was  all. 

Then  EARL  DELAWARE  wanted  to  know  if  the  Govern- 
ment knew  anything  about  the  intentions  of  Servia. 

LORD  DERBY,  with  some  acerbity,  declined  to  answer 
for  Serb  intentions.     The  Serb  Government  has  called 
out  all  its  forces,  regular,  militia,  and  reserves.    But  arming  did  not  necessarily  mean  fighting. 

Then,  after  an  Educational  divertissement,  in  which  a  pas  tie  quatre  was  'executed,  on  the  theme  of  English  Endowed  Schools  and 
Irish  National  School  Teachers,  to  a  languid  House  evidently  thinking  of  other  and  more  exciting  matters,  by  EARL  FORTESCUE,  BISHOP 
TEMPLE,  VISCOUNT  GOUGH,  and  the  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND,  their  Lordships  hurried  back  to  the  Eastern  Question.  The  questioning  by 
both  amateur  and  professional  diplomatists  (LORD  STRATHEDEN  AND  CAMPBELL,  LORD  HAMMOND,  and  LORD  NAPIER  AND  ETTRICK),  was  a 
good  deal  fuller  than  the  answering  by  the  EARL  OF  DERBY,  but  with  more  of  the  Turk  about  it  than  was  pleasant. 

The  Foreign  Office  motto  is  "The  least  said  soonest  mended,"  and  LORD  GRANVILLE,  for  Her  Majesty's  Opposition,  cannot,  it  would 
seem,  suggest  any  bettor  thus  far. 

But  LORD  DERBY  did  condescend  to  indicate  our  general  line  ot  action— we  would  gladly  reconcile,  if  we  could,  the  Porte  and  its 
insurgent  provinces.  But  we  have  no  right  to  take  part  in  an  internal  quarrel.  Even  that  rule,  however,  is  not  one  to  be  laid 
down  as  absolutely  binding  under  all  circumstances.  We  have  been  and  are  in  communication  with  other  Powers  and  the  Porte  with  a 
view  to  offer  such  counsel  as  seems  to  us  usfeul ;  and  we  don't  mean  to  back  Moslem  against  Christian. 

Altogether,  LORD  DERBY  is  playing  the  cautious  and  non-committal  game.  JOHN  BULL  does  not,  as  yet,  sec  whatother  game  is  to  be  played. 
Meanwhile,  he  is  happy  in  knowing  that  BRITANNIA'S  ducklings  have  taken  the  water— their  native  element  on  which  they  may 
be  trusted,  he  thinks,  to  give  a  good  account  of  themselves,  and  anything  afloat  they  may  come  in  contact  with.  (See  Mr.  Punch's 
Cartoon.)  So  he  puts  his  trust  in  Providence,  and  looks  to  ADMIRAL  DRUMMOND  to  keep  his  powder  dry — should  the  worst  come  to  the 
worst,  and  the  Servian  dogs  of  war  slip  their  couples,  or  drag  their  Ruski  /m/wi/r  after  them,  collars  and  all.  But  he  is  unwilling 
to  face  that  contingency  till  it  is  forced  on  him  ;  and  he  irou/d  like  to  know  something,  if  the  Government  can  tell  him. 
(Commons.)— After  a  good  deal  of  questioning  and  answering  (including  the  Eastern  Question  of  the  day,  put  by  MR.  FORPTER,  to 
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which  MR.  DISRAELI  answered  much  to  the  same  effect  as  LORD  DERBY 
"in  another  place"),  CAPTAIN  Pm  chose  the  very  inopportune  moment 
of  the  strongest  muster  of  English  iron-clads  the  world  has  ever  seen 
in  Besika  Bay,  to  haul  our  Navy  and  Naval  Administration  over  the 
coals.  If  the  lire  of  our  Fleet  be  not  destined  to  damage  the  enemy 
more  than  CAI>TATN  PIM'S  fire  damaged  our  Fleet,  Heaven  help  us, 
and  our  iron-clads,  turrets,  and  monster  guns.  It  hardly  needed 
the  ramming  power  of  REED,  WARD  HUNT,  and  GOSCHEN  combined 
—to  say  nothing  of  plucky  young  LORD  C.  BERF.SFORD,  R.N.,  in- 
telligent amateur-sailor  BHASSEY,  and  smart  official  A.  EGKRTON— 
to  sink  poor  CAPTAIN  Pm's  very  clumsy  craft,  even  when  backed  by 
the  Big  Ben  galliot,  always  ready  to  exchange  broadsides,  double- 
shotted,  with  the  Admiralty  and  its  ships. 

On  Naval  Estimates  RYLANDS  the  Ilaspcr  distinguished  him- 
self, in  his  peculiar  style,  by  a  proposal  to  reduce  the  Dockyard 
vote  by  £250,000.  "  The  practical  man  of  business  "  came  out  strong 
on  the  occasion  against  all  deferred  payment  in  the  shape  of  pension 
— the  one  thing  that  secures  steady  and  well-conducted  labour  to 
our  Dockyards.  It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  The  Rasper  did  not 
obtain  a  single  backer.  Even  Big  BEN  was  ashamed  of  him,  and 
declined  the  game  of  "  follow  my  leader." 

In  the  Poor  Law  Amendment  discussion,  which  followed  Naval 
Estimates,  ME.  WALTER  (speaking  on  SERGEANT  SIMON'S  Amend- 
ment allowing  man  and  wife  above  fifty-five  to  live  together  in  the 
Workhouse)  informed  the  House  that,  from  inquiries  at  two  large 
Metropolitan  Unions,  he  had  found  that  not  only  had  the  house 
authorities  never  had  an  application  from  two  old  people  to  live 
together,  hut  they  had  often  had  expressions  of  satisfaction  from  such 
couples  that  they  were  allowed  to  live  separate  I  ("  The  wretch  I  " 
was  Judy's  exclamation  over  this  very  ungallant  anecdote.) 

Tuesday. — In  the  Lords,  Vivisection  Bill  passed  Third  Reading, 
with  the  thanks  of  LORD  SHAFTESBURY,  who  had  accepted,  with  much 
reluctance,  the  words  permitting  Vivisection  "  for  the  promotion  of 
physiological  knowledge."  May  his  kindly  Lordship  never  have  to 
call  in  the  aid  of  Vivisection  of  the  gullet  from  the  effects  of  swal- 
lowing a  camel. 

LORD  DELAWAUB  asked  a  great  many  more  questions  than  it  is 
likely  Government  would  find  it,  or  think  it,  expedient  to  answer, 
about  the  armament  of  Malta.  Probably,  LOBD  DELAWABR  will  see 
the  advisability  of  his  satisfying  his  patriotic  curiosity  on  such  a 
matter  at  such  a  moment  by  private  inquiry  at  the  proper  sources. 

The  Government  having  suggested  Amalgamation  of  the  Royal 
Irish  Academy  and  the  Royal  Dublin  Society,  LORD  O'HAGAN  pro- 
tested against  any  such  coupling  of  cart-horse  and  thoroughbred, 
and  still  more  against  obliging  the  Irish  Academy,  which  has 
hitherto  spent  its  own  poor  little  grant  much  to  its  own  satisfac- 
tion, to  disburse  it,  henceforth,  via  South  Kensington. 

(Commons.)— A.  vehement  protest  against  the  Scotch  Poor  Law 
Amendment  Bill,  which  proposes  to  enlarge  the  powers  of  the  Board 
of  Supervision,  at  the  expense  of  those  of  the  Local  Authorities — and 
may  be  none  the  worse  for  that,  if  Scotch  Local  Authorities  are  like 
English.  .But  there  is,  and  ought  to  be  (according  to  MR.  GRANT 
DTJFF),  a  very  strong  feeling  against  the  Bill  among  Scotch  borough 
Members.  The  Lord  Advocate,  SIR  G.  MONTGOMERY  and  MR.  ORE 
EWING,  are  as  strong  in  its  favour.  It  is  a  very  pretty  quarrel  as 
it  stands.  All  Scotch  quarrels  in  the  House  are,  and  should  no 
more  be  interfered  with  by  outsiders  than  rows  between  man  and 
wife.  The  debate  was  adjourned. 

ME.  RICHARD,  more  power  to  him,  made  a  high-toned,  and  of  course 
Quixotic,  appeal  to  the  House,  on  the  subject  of  our  relations  with 
China,  and  the  opium  trade  in  particular. 

What  an  odd  element  a  Quaker  Member  contributes  to  Parliament 
will  be  apparent  from  one  quotation  out  of  ME.  RICHABD'S  speech, 
in  which  he  av9wed  his  belief  that  "  a  righteous  God  ruled  on  the 
earth,  and  that  if  we  persisted  in  the  course  we  had  hitherto  pursued 
towards  China,  outraging  the  great  principles  of  truth,  justice,  and 
humanity,  in  spite  of  our  enormous  resources  and  our  might  by  sea 
and  land,  we  should  be  crushed  like  an  egg-shell  against  a  granite 
rook."  Happy  the  nation,  a  fraction  of  whose  Collective  Wisdom 
can  iind  a  hearing  for  such  a  denunciation  of  the  national  conduct ! 

MR.  BOTOKE  for  the  Government  admitted  that  our  treaties  with 
China  would  be  the  better  for  revision.  We  were  in  communication 
with  the  other  Treaty  Powers  on  the  subject.  As  to  Opium,  it  was  a 
very  objectionable  source  of  revenue.  "  Olet"  might  be  admitted. 
But  how  else  was  £8  000,000  to  be  raised  in  India  ?  The  Chinese, 
he  believed,  objected  to  the  importation  of  Missionaries  even  more 
than  of  Opium. 

Wednesday.— A.  gallant  fight  over  the  Second  Reading  of  ME. 
POTTER'S  Bill  for  dispensing  of  intestates'  real  estate  in  the  same 
way  as  their  personal.  Fancy  a  Potter  trying  to  get  even  the  thin 
end  of  the  wedge  into  our  venerable  system  of  Feudal  Land-owning ! 
X'  i  wonder  BEKESFORD  HOPE  should  shriek,  GOLDNEY  growl,  and 
HKXLKY  hum  and  ha!  They  assail  the  Bill  as  one  for  the  extinc- 
tion of  the  small  landholder.  But  has  the  venerable  system  saved 
him  ?  We  thought  ho  was  being  improved  off  the  earth  pretty  fast, 


by  force  of  circumstances,  Feudal  Land-holding  law  to  the  contrary 
notwithstanding.  SIR  W.  HARCOURT  reminded  the  House  that  there 
was  no  magical  distinction  between  land  and  personalty.  If  it  was 
just  that  the  law  should  distribute  the  one  between  all  members  of 
the  family,  it  would  be  hard  to  show  why  it  should  not  parcel  out 
the  other  on  the  same  principle.  Perhaps.  But  the  truth  is  that  JOHN 
BULL  does  not  feel  the  injustice  of  primogeniture,  and  does  feel 
that  it  tends  to  hold  properties  together,  and  to  strengthen  younger 
sons  by  throwing  them  on  their  own  resources.  These  advantages 
in  JOHN  BULL'S  eyes  are  too  solid  to  be  shaken  by  any  injustice 
there  may  be  in  making  elder  sons.  Probably  he  doubts  if  there  be 
any.  At  all  events,  there  is  none  that  will  reconcile  him  to  MR. 
POTTER'S  thin  end  of  the  wedge  :  210  to  175  was  a  less  majority 
than  Punch  should  have  expected  on  the  question. 

Thursday  (Lords). — The  first  Innocent  massacred — poor  Bank- 
ruptcy Bill  is  no  more.  LORD  DERBY,  in  answer  to  LORD  GHANVILLE, 
admitted  he  had  little  hopes  that  War  can  be  averted.  This  is 
strong  from  so  cautious  a  mouth ;  and  if  MR.  DISRAELI  was  more 
reticent,  his  utterances  weigh  less.  All  he  could  say  (Commont),  to 
comfort  the  MARQUIS  OF  HARTINGTON  was,  that  the  Servian  troops 
had  not  moved. 

Debate  on  Ms.  BUTT'S  Bill  for  converting  Irish  landlords  into 
rent-chargers,  begun  by  LAW — see  the  irony  of  Parliamentary 
chances  —  ending  in  A.  MOORE  —  a  very  barren  Moor  too — with  a 
Division  of  200  to  56.  That  BUTT  won't  hold  water. 

Friday  (Lards). — Intemperance  temperately  treated  by  the  Bench 
of  Bishops,  the  PRIMATE  for,  and  PETERBOROUGH  against,  the  Per- 
missive Bill.  The  latter  had  the  courage  to  reassert  his  old  con- 
fession of  faith :  "  If  I  must  choose  between  freedom  and  sobriety, 
give  me  freedom."  SALISBURY  said  ditto  to  PETERBOROUGH.  Here 
is  the  dilemma,  whose  horns  are  respectfully  offered  by  their  Lord- 
ships to  SIR  WILFRID  and  his  backers  :  If  intemperance  be  a 
national  vice,  drastic  legislation  against  it,  being  in  the  teeth  of 
public  opinion,  will  provoke  reaction.  If  public  opinion  be  prepared 
to  accept  drastic  legislation,  then  such  legislation  is  needless." 
Their  Lordships  granted  a  Select  Committee  to  inquire  into  habits 
of  intemperance,  and  the  manner  in  which  "these  have  been  affected 
by  recent  legislation  and  other  causes."  Much  good  may  it  do  them 
and  us. 

(Commons.) — A  spirited  Debate  on  ME.  BUTT'S  Motion  for  a  Select 
Committee  to  inquire  into  the  grounds  of  the  demand  for  an  Irish 
Parliament.  P.  J.  SMYTH  tears  the  mask  off  Home  Rule,  and  shows 
Repeal  of  the  Union  under  it.  Irish  eloquence  is  familiar  to  the 
House;  but  the  "blend,"  of  Irish  eloquence  with  truth  electrified 
the  House,  and  no  wonder !  SMYTH'S  is  the  speech  of  the  Session. 


NOTHCOOKS    ENOUGH. 

REPORT  of  a  Meeting  held  in  the 
"Demonstration  Room"  of  the  School 
of  Cookery,  South  Kensington,  has 
found  its  way  to  85,  Fleet  Street. 
Mr.  Punch  is  unable  to  say  by 
whom  it  was  sent  or  by  whom  it  was 
written.  All  he  knows  about  the 
matter  is  this — the  proceedings  were 
jotted  down  on  the  backs  of  menu 
cards,  and  that  this  novel  sort  of 
"copy"  carried  into  Mr.  Punch's 
sanctum  a  very  pleasant  odour  of  the 
kitchen.  Having  said  this,  Mr. 
Punch  allows  the  Report  to  speak  for 
itself  :— 

MEETING  OP  THE  SOCIETY  FOR  THE 
PREVENTION  OF  CRUELTY  TO  VEGE- 
T\i',i,i-:s  AND  VIANDS. 
A  Meeting  of  this  Society  was  held 
at  South  Kensington  shortly  after  the 
annual  gathering  of  the  National 
Training  School  for  Cookery  had 
taken  place.  The  room  was  crowded, 
and  many  influential  Vegetables  and 
Popular  Dishes  were  present  on  the 
platform.  SIR  LOIN  DE  ROAST  BEEF 
was  unanimously  voted  to  the  Stove 
as  President  of  the  Association. 
The  PRESIDENT  said  that  ho  was  delighted  to  see  so  goodly  a 
company  around  him.  It  showed  that  there  was  a  genuine  interest 
taken  in  the  cause  they  all  had  so  much  at  heart — the  cause  of  good 
Cookery.  Good  Cookery  would  benefit  alike  consumer  and  con- 
sumed. The  consumed  in  the  hands  of  an  efficient  cook  would 
reveal  qualities  that  would  be  utterly  lost  under  less  favourable  cir- 
cumstances. ("Hear,  hear!")  And  as  for  the  consumers,  their 
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very  existence  defended  upon  wholesome  food  properly  prepared. 
Nay,  more — he  might  say  that  Art  owed  everything  to  Cookery. 
How  many  a  noble  poem  had  been  suggested  by  a  pood  dinner !  how 
many  a  (treat  picture  had  been  thought  out  in  the  pauses  of  a  wisely- 
seleoted  breakfast!  Digestion  might  be  said  to  be  the  twin-sister 
of  Civilisation.  (Cheers.)  They  doubtless  all  of  them  knew  what 
had  occurred  that  day  in  that  place.  Her  Royal  Highness  the 
I'UINTKSS  I, orisK  --(/mill  r/ii'i-rx) — had  been  pr<  scut  at  the  third 
Annual  Meeting  of  the  National  Training  Si  hi.nl  I'm-  < 'ookery,  and 
he  (the  President)  wished  to  say  that  that  training  school  was  well 
\\nrtliy  lit'  HIT  Royal  Highness' s  patronage.  ("  Jlcur,  /m/r.'") 
The  h'rst  year  of  its  teaching  had  been  connected  with  the  name  of 
MK.  l!n  KM  isirii.  '.l:'i,//nixiiixfir  chirring.)  He  was  glad  to  hear 
that  applause,  tnr  Mi;.  l.n'KMASTER  deserved  well  of  his  country. 
He  had  carried  Cookery  into  the  homes  of  the  poor  far  and  near. 
(Clii'i'm.)  lie  had .come  as  a  messenger  of  peace.  At  his  will  dirt 
and  poverty  had  disappeared.  Like  a  good  magician,  he  had  waved 
his  cookery-hook,  and  a  miscellaneous  mess  of  meat  and  vege- 
tables had  suddenly  been  turned  into  an  excellent  and  substantial 
dinner.  ("  //.•«/•,  lit-ar .'  ")  They  would  be  sorry  to  learn  that  the 
National  Training  School  for  Cookery  Wanted  funds,  and  was  seeking 
for  Government  support.  lie,  for  one,  thought  that  both  Rulers 
and  Penple  should  be  generous.  He  spoke  feelingly,  because  he 
knew  that  in  bad  hands  even  "  the  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England  " 
might  degenerate  into  mere  rags  and  bones.  (Cheers.) 

The  POTATO  wished  to  add  his  testimony.  He  came  from  Ireland, 
and  Ireland  was  a  down-trodden  country.  (Interruption.}  He 
would  be  glad  it'  any  one  present  would  tread  upon  the  rind  of  his 

mat. 

The  PRESIDENT  ruled  that  the  Honourable  Vegetable  WM  out  of 
order. 

The  POTATO  said  that  same  was  true.  He  was  very  much  out  of 
order  until  Mil.  BCCKMASTKK  taught  people  how  to  treat  him.  Now 
he  got  into  hot  water  as  often  as  he  pleased,  without  any  fear  for 
the  consequences.  (Laughter.)  He  would  take  off  his  coat  that 
very  moment  were  it  not  that  MR.  BUCKMASTER  had  told  him  lie 
ought  to  be  boiled  with  his  jacket  on.  (Laughter.)  Would  they 
come  on  ?  He  was  worth  any  dozen  of  them,  and  they  knew  it. 
(I. /mil  iniiriniir.1.) 

Mit.  OMO.V  (who  seemed  to  be  suffering  from  great  emotion)  was 
pained  to  be  present  at  such  a  scene.'  He  knew  MR.  POTATO  well— 
they  had  often  met  in  an  Irish  stew,  and  he  must  say  that  his  friend 
was  a  very  pleasant  neighbour.  They  got  on  famously  together. 
("  Ifi'itr,  hetir  .'  ") 

Tin:  PRESIDENT  remarked  that  there  was  no  Resolution  before  the 
meeting. 

Miss  CHARLOTTE  RFSSE  (who  was  loudly  cheered)  said  that  she  did 
not  know  much  about  the  homes  of  the  poor.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
she  had  never  been  in  a  poor  man's  house  during  the  course  of  her 
existence.  However,  noblesse  oblige.  She  believed  that  the  school 
was  a  blessing  both  to  rich  and  poor  (especially  to  the  latter),  and 
she  consequently  begged  to  move  that  the  school  is  worthy  of  State 
aid.  ("  Hear,  hear  7?1) 

MIL.  POT-AU-FETJ  asked  permission  to  speak  as  a  foreigner.  He 
was  a  Frenchman,  but  had  relations  in  Scotland  and  Spain.  Thanks 
to  MK.  BUCKMASTER,  he  had  been  naturalised  in  England.  He  felt 
that  he  was  becoming  a  favourite  with  the  poor,  and  thus  thought 
he  might  represent  them.  He  begged  to  second,  on  their  behalf, 
tin  Resolution  proposed  by  his  sweet  and  aristocratic  neighbour. 

The  Resolution  was  then  put  to  the  meeting  and  carried  unani- 
mously. 

Mit.  MINT  suggested  that  a  deputation  of  the  meeting  should  wait 
upon  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  to  ask  for  his  support.  That 
was  a  really  good  idea,  and  a  great  contrast  to  the  feeble  suggestions 
to  wliieh  lie  had  listened,  not  without  impatience,  that  evening. 

MIL  SA<;I:  (who  sat  beside  MR.  ONION)  angrily  asked  if  they  were 
lambs,  that  they  should  be  treated  to  MR.  MINT'S  sauce  ?  ("  Hear, 
MOT  •' ")  The  Cabinet  were  too  busy  to  attend  to  any  culinary 
allairs  other  than  their  own.  The  Estimates  required  a  great  deal  of 
cookery,  and  nearly  every  Member  had  a  hash  of  his  own  to  look 
after.  A  deputation  would  be  of  no  earthly  use.  They  would  have 
only  to  appear  before  the  PKKMIKK  to  be  gobbled  up  at  once.  He 
would  propose  that  the  only  way  to  attract  the  attention  of  the 
Government  and  the  Public  would  be  to  petition  their  dear  and 
valued  friend,  Mr.  Punch  tfong,  loud,  mid  icitd/y  enthusiastic 
ektirtng),  to  take  the  matter  up.  If  his  (MR.  SAGE'S)  honoured  con- 
nection, the  Sage  of  Fleet  Street,  would  only  help  them,  their 
gncci  ss  would  be  certain.  (Loud  cheering.) 

THE  PRESIDENT  undertook  the  task  of  sending  a  report  of  the 
meeting  to  the  proper  quarter,  and  after  the  customary  com- 
plimentary vote  of  thanks,  the  proceedings  were  brought  to  a  con- 
clusion. 

NTIAI  EDUCATION.— Teaching  the  young  idea  how  to  Cook. 


MR.    OLDFANQLE'S    OPINIONS. 


re,"  said 
bves 


MR.   OI.DFAMJI.E,   who 
in    a  quaint   old    Eliza- 
bethan house  in  .Wesser,  adds 
daily  to  his  library,  loves  elioire 
books,  and  likes   to   dogmatise, 
"  I  have  some  strong  opinions. 
One  is  in  favour  of  quill 
I  hate  your  steel  abominations." 
"Gold,   Sir,"  modestly  sug- 
gested his  hearer. 
"Gold!    Mammon— 

"  '  Mammon,  the  least  erected  «pirit 

that  fell 
From  heaven  :  for  ev'n  in  heaven 

his  looks  and  thoughts 
Were     always    downward    bent, 

admiring  more 
The  riches  of  heaven's  pavement, 

trodden  gold, 
Than  aught  divine  or  holy.'  " 

MK.  OLDFANOLE  rolls  out  his 
Miltonic  quotations  with  magni- 
oonant  rotundity  of  speech. 

"ICo,  Sir,"  he  proceeds.  "No- 
thing can  equal  the  grey  goose- 
quill.  You  must  cut  it  yourself, 
with  blade  of  keenest  steel,  and 
suit  it  to  what  you  are  about  to  write.  A  canzonet  to  a  lady  requires 
quite  a  different  pen  from  a  cartel  to  an  enemy.  How  can  the 
unvarying  steel  or  gold  be  adapted  to  the  ever  varying  themes  on 
which  letters  have  to  be  written  'i  Cut  a  pen  to  write  a  letter  to 
your  stockbroker,  ordering  him  to  sell  Turks  :  would  the  same  pen 
do  to  write  to  a  lady  a  pleasant  nonsensical  reminder  of  a  Richmond 
dinner  ?  The  thing  is  absurd.  I  am  an  old  boy.  Sir,  but  I  would 
not  desecrate  a  letter  to  a  friend  or  a  lady  by  using  the  same  pen 
which  I  used  for  business,  until  its  foul  fringe  were  cut  off  from  it." 
"  And  you  always  seal  your  letters,  ME.  OLDFANOLE." 
"  Always,  the  seal  is  older  than  the  signature.  My  crest  and 
motto  are  older  than  my  name.  There  was  Sans  Dieu  Rien  upon 
my  coat  of  arms  before  ancestor  of  mine  could  do  more  than  make 
his  mark.  And  consider  this — when  you  seal  a  letter,  the  great  re- 
collection of  your  forefathers  is  brought  before  you  in  leisurely 
fashion.  Is  what  you  have  written  worthy  of  the  crest  and  motto 
just  fixed  on  the  red  wax  ?  If  not,  for  the  honour  of  your  ancestry, 
tear  up  the  epistle,  and  think  again.  Sealing-wax,  Sir,  is  a  great 
check  to  epistolary  rashness.  I  hate  this  hasty  age  of  adhesive 
envelopes  and  steel  pens." 

"  As  to  Turkey,  Sir,"  said  MR.  OLDFANGLE,  flying  off  at  a  tangent, 
as  such  ancient  gentlemen  will,  "  I  am  tired  of  Mahomet.  We  Jiave 
tolerated  the  impostor  too  long.  We  have  heard  of  Ireland  for  the 
Irish,  and  the  Scilly  Islands  for  the  Silly  Islanders— hut  I  say, 
Christendom  for  the  Christians,  and  the  sooner  the  better.  These 
heathens  should  have  been  driven  from  Europe  long  ago." 

MR.  OLDFANGLE,  having  thus  spoken,  drank  a  glass  of  old  port, 
after  looking  long  and  lovingly  at  the  beeswing. 


ATTRACTION  FOR  ARMY  SURGEONS. 
(Wanted.) 

TAIKING  of  Vivisection,  people  are  apt  to  forget  what  an  amount 
of  it,  operated  by  projectiles  and  other  weapons  of  war,  happens  in 
a  battle  to  men  as  well  as  horses,  and  how  much  more  has  to  be 
performed  on  the  former  afterwards  with  surgical  instruments. 
Such  vivisection  as  amputations  and  the  like  proceedings,  necessi- 
tated by  lacerated  wounds  and  shattered  bones,  is  remedial,  and 
prevents  greater  pain  by  inflicting  less.  Therefore  it  requires 
skilful  operators ;  of  whom,  if  a  war  broke  out  just  now,  there  would 
be  a  sad  deficiency,  according  to  the  British  Medical  Journal,  in 
which — 

"  It  is  stated  that  such  is  the  present  state  of  the  Army  Medical  Department, 
owing  to  the  growing  deficiency  of  Medical  Officers,  that  leave  of  absence  in 
several  of  the  home  district*  has  been  peremptorily  stopped,  and  that  at 
Woolwich  every  Medical  Officer  has  extra  duties  imposed  upon  him." 

How  much  the  reverse  of  pleasant  i»  the  present  state  of  things 
may  be  estimated  from  the  fact  that  whilst  there  is  a  growing  de- 
ficiency of  Army  Surgeons,  we  hear  of  no  falling  off  at  all  in  the 
supply  of  Medical  Officers  to  Poor  Law  Unions,  although  their  work 
is  laborious  and  their  pay  beggarly.  If  the  service  of  the  Nation  is 
so  much  less  attractive  to  Medical  Men  than  that  of  the  Union,  what 
must  the  former  be  ? 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI 


[JULY  8,  1876. 


A    DOUBLE    DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Stern  Hostess  (who  is  giving  Private  Theatricals').  "You  ARK  VERY  LATE,  MR.  FITZ  SMYTHE.     THEY'VE  BEGUN  LONG  AGO!" 
Languid  Person  of  Importance  (who  abominates  that  particular  form  of  Entertainment).   "  WHAT  !     You  DON'T  MEAN  TO  SAY  THEY  'RE 

AT  IT  STILL  !  " 


A  DAY  IN  THE  KINTBA. 

No  appeal  is  needed  to  procure  the  enjoyment  of  a  "  Day  in  the 
Country,"  at  least  for  the  fortunate  children  at  present  receiving  an 
eleemosynary  education  in  the  various  Sunday  Schools  at  merry 
Jedburgh.  A  pic-nic  held  annually  affords  them,  more  completely 
perhaps  than  even  Rosherville  can  the  excursionist,  "  a  happy  day." 
The  next  of  these  joyous  gatherings,  to  include  all  the  Sunday 
Schools,  was  fixed,  at  a  meeting  of  Sunday  School  Teachers,  held 
the  other  Monday  evening  in  the  Vestry  at  Blackfriars  Church,  for 
the  12th  of  July.  Arrangements  made  for  the  proposed  festivities 
will  render  the  treat  provided  for  the  poor  children  a  quite 
uncommon  one.  The  pic-nic  is  to  be  held  in  the  Dovecote  Park  at 
Hartrigge,  whither,  before  starting,  they  are  first  to  be  regaled 
with  an  address  delivered  in  one  of  the  Churches.  Then  they,  the 
scholars  of  (1)  the  Free  Church,  (2)  Blackfriars  Church.  (3)  E.  U. 
Church,  (4)  Established  Church,  (5)  High  Street  U.  P.  Church,  will 
march  in  that  order  of  procession  to  the  scene  of  revelry — the  order 
to  be  reversed  on  their  return  home,  which  will  probably  not  be 
deferred  till  morning.  These  points  having  been  settled,  then,  says 
the  Jedburgh  Advertiser : — 

"  The  next  point  taken  up  was  the  proceedings  at  the  field,  and  it  was  first 
resolved,  after  a  lively  discussion,  that  dancing  be  entirely  prohibited,  and 
that  the  band  play  no  dance-music." 

The  discussion  which  resulted  in  a  determination  of  such  remark- 
able liveliness,  must  have  been  "lively"  indeed.  Dancing  and 
dance-music  haying  been  prohibited,  with  a  view  still  more  effectu- 
ally to  promote  innocent  mirth — 

'The  next  suggestion  was  that  no  prizes  be  given  for  racing,  &c.,  the 
gentleman  who  made  the  proposition  alleging  that  the  games  had  a  demoral- 
ising eflect,  and  were  just  preparing  the  callants  for  the  sports  on  the 
1)  union." 

Unfortunately,  the  Jedburgh  Advertiser  does  not  enable  Punch 
to  reward  this  particularly  canny  Scottish  gentleman  with  the  cele- 


brity he  deserves.  But  even  that  perfervid  Scot  was  put-Scottcd^in 
the  fervour  of  purely  virtuous  and  beneficent  solicitude.  The 
wisdom  and  goodness — even  the  common  sense  of  his  proposal  may 
have  had  questioners ;  but — 

"A  good  deal  of  discussion  having  taken  place,  this  motion  was  also 
carried.  It  was,  moreover,  insinuated  that  the  presence  of  the  lemonade  and 
soda-water  stalls  afforded  cover  for  fugitive  tippling  in  stronger  liquor,  and 
consequently  it  was  determined  to  banish  them  likewise." 

No  dancing.  No  dance-music  even.  No  encouragement  of  racing:. 
No  refreshing  drinks,  lest  they  should  afford  cover  for  the  "  fugitive  " 
— the  Teachers  of  course  meant  surreptitious — tippling  of  "  whusky." 
Quite  a  climax  in  cutting  off  occasions  of  peccadillo — rather  than 
sin,  as  a  chiel  o'  wrath  might  say.  But  the  Jedburgh  Sunday  School 
Teachers  in  council  over  a  contemplated  pic-nic  have  shown  to  what 
a  pinnacle  of  piety  Scottish  Calvinists  can  climb  in  prescribing  the 
restriction  of  pleasure.  Perhaps  they  are  capable  of  climbing  higher 
still.  An  improvement  on  banishing  lemonade  and  soda-water  from 
the  drinkables,  would  be  the  banishment  from  the  eatables  allowed 
at  the  children's  pic-nic  of  all  luxuries  more  sumptuous  than 
"bannocks"  and  parritch."  Moreover,  to  inspire  the  children 
with  thoughts  and  feelings  befitting  an  occasion  evidently  designed 
to  be  a  solemn  festival,  the  band  interdicted  from  dance-music  might 
be  further  instructed  to  accompany  the  procession  of  the  joyous 
youngsters  to  and  from  their  banquet  with  a  funeral  march.  It 
may  be  hoped  that  the  existing  regulations  for  their  delight,  how- 
ever, will  abundantly  suffice  to  impress  their  young  hearts  with  a 
sense  of  what  a  day  they  are  having ;  and  at  its  conclusion  their 
considerate  entertainers  will  naturally  lay  their  heads  on  their  pil- 
lows with  the  solace  of  an  approving  conscience — and  aiblins  a 
nightcap  of  extra  "  toddy." 


POETRY  AND  FINANCE. 

AMONG  all   the  quotations  in  all  the  Money  Market  and  City 
Articles  who  ever  met  with  a  line  of  verse  ? 


PUNCH,  OR  THK  LONDON  ('MAIM VAIIL— .It  i.v  s,  1876. 


. . 


COUNTING   HER  CHICKS! 


SCENE— Besika  Say. 
BBITANXIA.  (to  tl,e  Old  Hen}.  "DON'T  FLUTTER  YOURSELF  '.-THEY'LL  TAKE  CARE  OF  THEMSELVES!" 


Jn.v  8,  1876.] 
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OUR    REPRESENTATIVE    IN    THE    CITY. 

(11  in'.   ,,•,'•  and  of(r»  his  advice  gratuitously.)* 


SIR, 

IN  these  dull  yet  most  shaky  times,  when  investors  are  shy, 
and  investments  are  still  shyer,  when  most  of  the  foreigners  ought 
to  be  put  in  their  own  foreign  Stocks,  it  is  indeed  necessary  for  you, 
Sir,  who  are  the  embodiment  of  Honesty  (which  is  the  best  policy, 
nftiT  nirj.to  send,  in  the  interest — the  ten  per  cent,  interest — of  the 
Outside  Public,  a  genuine,  thorough-going,  uncompromising;,  trust- 
worthy business  man  (who  shall  be  nameless  at  present)  into  the  City, 
for  the  benefit  of  all  those  whom  Providence  has  blessed,  not,  indeed, 
with  affluence,  but  with  a  small  certainty,  which  has  to  be  turned 
over  and  over  again  by  its  possessor,  until  it  gathers  that  golden 
moss  which  is  denied  to  the  rollingstone.  Let  Railway  Shareholders 
adorjt  the  adage,  and  pause—"  A  Rolling  Stock  gathers  no  moss." 

Ji'ou  know  oy  this  time — no  one  better — that  I  am  above  bribes. 
You  know,  Sir,  that  even  at  school  I  had.  at  an  early  age,  earned 
the  sobriquet  of  "Incorruptible  TOMMY,  t  May  I  long  live  to 
deserve  the  title ! 

I  do  not  mention  my  whereabouts  now,  or  the  place  would  he 
crowded  by  people  coming  to  me  for  advice.  Let  the  public  find  me 
out — if  tin  i/  ,-ini.  \  MIII  not  the  one  to  stoop  to  advertisement  need- 
lessly. Just  over  the  door  is  a  transparency  representing  Honesty 
giving  change  for  a  sovereign,  while  Commerce  deducts  one  per 
cent,  commission  on  the  transaction.  On  one  of  the  side-glasses  of 
a  triangular  ^US-lump  is  written,  "  Stock  Exchange  Basinets  done 

*  We  feel  ourselves  compelled  to  say  that  we  never  were  more  astonished 
in  the  whole  course  of  our  editorial  life  than  we  were  on  receiving  th 
from  the  gentleman,  who,  we  admit,  up  till  now  has  executed  certain  com- 
missions for  us  as  representing  our  interests— or,  r.ithcr,  the  interests  of  the 
public — on  various  occasions.  But  we  do  not  remember  ever  having  authorised 
him  to  go  into  business  in  the  capacity  of  Our  Representative.  He  has  no  sort 
of  authority  from  us  -at  least  in  think  not :  tlumuli  should  he  be  able  to  show 
us  our  oii-n  handwriting  to  this  effect,  we  would  cheerfully  accept  the  respon- 
sibility up  to  a  certnin  point.  Till  he  so  proves  his  case,  we  are  bound,  while 
consenting  to  publish  his  letter,  to  place  the  public  on  its  guard.— ED. 

t  This  may  have  be*>n  so,  but  Our  Correspondent  was  not— m  think—* 
schoolfellow  of  ours,  and  therefore  we  cannot  allow  ourselves  to  be  appealed  to 
in  the  matter  of  what  his  nickname  might  have  been.    If  he  ii  the  - 
vie  recollect,  he  was  known  as  "  Truthless  TOMMY."     But  we  can't  be  sure. — 
ED. 


IK  n  from  10  to  4.   ADVICE  GRATIS."    On  another,  "  Commissions 
(./•«»/,(/  at  the  shortest   notice  and    lowest  prices.     SAVINUS   AMI 

Hi:i'()Slrs  CAREFULLY  LOOK  K  I>  A)  •  n  II.      AVM-CHMANON   Till:    I'liKMISES 
AIX  NlOHT,      >Vr;r<7/  <:u<l  /),  -*]>iit<  !i.     \n  Inininms,  no  /<•<>."     On  the 
third,  "  l-'nreiijn  (,'i'iil/i-nn-n  ntt,'n<I,-<l  <it  tlnir  mrti  prirnlr  n-.W. 
- 


i>nc<'  pirenfor  aid  Ntock*,  and  Mont'ij  advanced  nn  mi;/  x<:rt  of 
rtfy,  _/rom    Toothpicks  upwards.     Kitjlil   I'ortrr  in  nlfi-in!  • 
/!•  *t  Reference*  required." 

The  extent  of  the  business  is,  as  you  see,  unlimited  ;  and,  besides 
tins,  there  are  money-boxes  all  along  the  walls,  to  receive  subscrip- 
tions for  every  charity  in  or  out  of  London.  These  cannot  lie  opened 

with  my  master-key. 

The  <  hitside  Public  is  saying,  "  Horw  can  we  invest  our  money  '-  " 
"  How  can  we  get  seven  per  cent.  without  risk  '•  "  The  private  and 
moderate  investor  can  come  here,  it  he  likes,  and  in  our  ante- 
room (1  Ve  got  a  partner  in  the  luisincHR.  but  he  doesn't  np 
till  I  tell  him)  lie  can  have  a  chop  or  a  lobster,  a  bit  of  smoked 
salmon  and  salad,  with  as  good  bread-and-butter  as  he  could 
get  for  miles  round,  only  our  boy  will  have  to  take  the  money 
t»r  1!»  bwr  or  spirits,  the  licence  not  yet  having  been  granted. 
Your  Representative  ean  give  him  a  first-rate  cigar  and  an 
easy-chair,  and  the  client  can  give  what  he  likes  to  the  waiter, 
or  i  all  for  a  bottle  of  champagne  for  the  good  of  the  house.  Thus 
business  becomes  a  pleasure  ;  and  when  I  have  concluded  an  advan- 
tageous contract  with  a  well-known  West-End  hairdressing  firm, 
and  secured  the  freehold  of  the  leads  outside  for  the  formation  of  a 
small  aquarium  and  a  Turkish  bath,  I  do  think  that  I  ihall  be  able 
to  offer  my  clients  such  facilities  for  doing  business,  as  will  he  un- 
equalled, for  some  time  to  come,  either  in  this,  or  in  any  other 
metropolis  of  the  habitable  globe. 

I  propose  issuing,  weekly,  a  Bullitin  and  a  Beoritin  for  the 
guidance  of  friends  at  a  distance. 

I.nti-xt  Adrice»(inmy  Weekly  liull-and-Bear-it-in).  —  The  present 
disturbed  state  of  Turkey  has  had  a  marked  effect  on  Wick's  Patent 
Candles,  the  shares  in  which  are  now  quoted  at  10  dis.  instead  of 
•2:>  prcm.  as  a.  few  days  ago.  The  fall  in  Wick's  Patent  Candles 
throws  a  considerable  amount  of  light  on  the  Oriental  and  Millwall 
I  'iidi'rgrnund  2'unnrl  Shares,  which  can  now  be  bought  at  12|.  I 
merely  hint  at  this  price,  and  shall  be  glad  to  do  business.  Of 
course  it  is  difficult  to  advise  a*  to  a  certainty  ;  but  investors  who 
want  to  realise  quickly,  could  do  worse  than  put  a  few  hundreds  into 
The  Venetian  Street  Asphalte  Tramway  Co.  The  shares  will  be 
brought  out  at  42  ;  each  share  to  he  paid  for  at  the  time  ;  and 
should  the  Company  not  come  out  before  April  1st,  the  money  will 
be  returned  to  the  subscribers  after  that  date,  hearing  5  per  cent. 
interest  for  its  use.  The  coming  over  of  the  Lacrosse  players  from 
the  Dominion  of  Canada  has  sent  Scotch  Guanos  (lim.)  up  to  5&. 

PRINCE  BISMARCK'S  sudden  fit  of  sneezing  (by  private  wire  yester- 
day afternoon)  caused  a  severe  fall  in  Little  Pedlington  Sidings 
(down  to  22J),  but  the  news  that  the  Spanish  Minister  had  ordered  a 
new  hat  and  a  pair  of  gloves,  gave  the  markets  generally  a  firmer 
tone.  Later  in  the  day  (from  an  authentic  and  private  source)  I 
learnt  that  on  the  hatter  and  glove-maker,  respectively,  presenting 
their  accounts  at  the  Spanish  Minister's  house,  they  had  been  told 
by  His  Excellency's  servant  that  His  Excellency  was  not  at  home 
at  that  moment,  but  would  call  and  settle  with  them  in  the  course  of 
the  afternoon.  Acting  upon  this,  I  operated;  but  when  the  news 
was  generally  known,  Consolidated  Yorkshires  had  gone  up  to  135. 
and  as  for  Shoreham  Oyster-Bed  12  per  cent.  Mortgage  Loan  (third 
series),  you  couldn't  get  anything  done  under  140?.  My  clients 
were  thus  able  to  realise  enormously. 

A  client—  whose  name  I  will  not  give,  hut  suffice  it  to  say.  that  he 
is  perhaps  the  most  reverend,  and  very  nearly  the  most  exalted  per- 
sonage in  the  United  Kingdom—  came  in  to-day.  "  I  made  a  few 
thousands,"  says  he,  "  last  night  at  cribbage,  with  C  -  L  M  -  o, 
D-N  ST-NL-T.  and  a  few  others.  What  shall  I  invest  in  ?  "  "  Your 
Grace,"  I  replied,  "  go  in  for  Staffas  and  lonas."  "  What  's  that  P  " 
le  asked.  "Suspension  Bridge  Co.,"  I  returned.  "Suspension!" 
;xclaimed  my  distinguished  customer.  "  The  Co."  I  explained, 
"  suspends  a  bridge—  it  never  suspends  payment."  He  smiled  in 
his  reverential  manner.  "  What  are  they  at  ?"  he  asked.  "The 
news  from  Moravia,"  I  returned,  "  has  sent  Staffas  down  to  14  ;  but 
:here  '11  be  intelligence  from  Zanzibar  within  three  hours'  time. 
which  '11  send  'em  up  to  190."  "  Xo  !  "  says  he.  "  Yes,  your  Grace  !  " 
says  I.  "But."  says  the  Archb-sh  -p.  utterly  staggered,  "how  on 
?arth  can  the  Danubian  Provinces  or  Zanzibar  affect  the  Suspension 
Bridge  Tramway  Co.  between  Staffa  and  lonaP"  (This,  my  dear 
3ir,  you  see,  is  what  we  in  the  City  have  to  contend  with—  i.  e., 
gnorance  in  the  Outside  Public  :  ignorance  of  cause  and  effect.) 
Supposing,"  I  said  to  my  Reverend  client  —  explaining  the  whole 
itlair  as  succinctly  and  as  clearly  as  possible  —  "supposing  the 
EMPEROR  OF  ZANZIBAR  had  a  difficulty  about  taxation  with  his  sub- 
ects  ;  well,  the  EMPEROR  appeals  to  the  EMPEROR  OF  RUSSIA,  who 
it  once  sends  an  armed  intervention  :  the  Zanzibarites  appeal  to 
jermany.  BISMARCK  sends  an  armed  intervention  :  the  two  inter- 
ventions meet  ;  they  can't  settle  matters  :  they  appeal  to  Holland. 
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SATISFACTORY!" 

Mistress.  "  WELL,  JESSIE,  I  'M  GOING  INTO  NAIRNE,  AND  WILL  SEE  TOUR 
MOTHER.  CAN  I  GIVE  HER  ANY  MESSAGE  FROM  YOU?" 

Jessie  (her  first  "place").  "  Ou,  MEM,  YE  CAN  JUST  SAY  I'M  UNCO  WEEL 
PLEASED  wi'  YE  !  !  " 


Holland,  not  being;  strong  enough,  appeals  to  Spain,  who  sends  another  armed 
intervention  to  Zanzibar,  vi&  Belgium.  Belgium  protests ;  Spain  protests  ; 
Holland  protests  j  BISMABCK  protests  ;  Russia  protests  ;  Zanzibar  protests  ;  and 
all  send  armed  interventions  to  Turkey."  "  Why  Turkey  ?  "  asks  my  very 
clerical  but  unbusiness-like  friend.  "Because,  in  every  European  difficulty 
everyone  sends  an  armed  force  to  Turkey,  which  is  the  key  of  India."  "But, 
says  my  esteemed  client,  "Turkey  isn't  the  key  of  Scotland,  and  how  does  all 
this  affect  the  shares  in  the  Staffa  and  lona  Suspension  Bridge  ?  "  "  Patience, 
my  respected  client,"  says  I.  "  Events  march  rapidly  :  what  I  take  minutes 
to  tell,  would  not  take  seconds  to  be  worked  in  the  World  of  Commerce,  of 
which  you,  my  very  dear  Sir — excuse  me— appear  to  me  to  be  lamentably  igno- 
rant. Well,  to  resume :  the  forces  are  at  Constantinople :  all  the  different 
nations  apply  to  ROTHSCHILD  for  loans  to  carry  on  a  war.  ROTHSCHILD  comes 
across  to  me,  and  says,  '  Shall  it  be  done  ?  Will  it  pay  ? '  In  two  minutes 
we  decide.  '  Yes."  Immediately  we  issue  a  loan  on  condition  of  the  United 
European  Powers  taking  shares  in  the  Staffa  and  lona.  Up  go  Staffas  and 
lonas.  Staffas  and  lonas  (stamped  coupons)  go  all  over  the  world.  Russians, 
Germans,  French,  Turks  —  all  want  to  know  what  the  security  is,  and  then 
comes  the  rush."  "The  rush!  "  says  my  friend:  "where  to?"  "To  Scot- 
land," I  answer.  "  Up  go  Northern  Railways — Northern  Railways  are 
always  going  up— it  is  their  nature  to.  Thousands  of  people  cross  the  new 
Suspension  Bridge  of  Staffa  and  lona — articles  in  the  papers — shares  up  to 
something  fabulous— we  all  sell— all  make  fortunes ;  ROTHSCHILD  retires,  for 
the  two-hundredth  time,  with  a  fortune  of  1,700,000,  and  from  that  time 
forth  Staffas  and  lonas  can  look  after  themselves."  "  Good !  "  says  my 
mitred  friend ;  "but  what  becomes  of  Zanzibar?"  I  can't  help  smiling  a' 
him,  for,  like  all  clerical  speculators,  he  is  a  perfect  baby  in  these  matters 


got  the  whole  thing  up.  We  (myself  and  the  Baron)  didn't  appear  in  i 
personally ;  but,  your  Grace,  who,  do  you  suppose,  pulls  the  strings  ?  Lor'  bless 
you  !  allez  done  !  get  out!  " 

He  was  so  impressed  that,  after  a  first-rate  lunch,  he   sent  out  my  clerk 
to  buy  30,000  Staffas  and  lonas,  and  wrote  off  to  L — D  C N  to  do  the  same 


.  pointed  out  to  him  that  the  stamp  duty,  the  assigna- 

ion,  the  re-duplicating,  and  the  fees  at  the  Crown  Office 

or   my   clerk  s  swearing  in  person  before   the   LORD 

IAYOR,  would  amount  to  something  considerable,  not  to 

peak  of  brokerage,  which  (as  I  explained  at  length  to 

um)  was  just  25  per  cent,  more  on  that  particular  day, 

ind  at  that  particular  time,  than  ordinarily.    But  he 

was  entcte.    So  my  revered  client  plunged  for  Staffas 

and  lonas.    I  regret  to  say  that  I  have  been  obliged  to 

write  since,  and  point  out  that,  in  consequence  of  news 

rom  the  North  Pole,  Staffas  and  lonas  have  gone  down 

<o  next  to  nothing.    He  is  not  a  bold  man,  and  returned, 

by  letter,  that  he  would  rather  lose  £17,000  than  the 

whole  £30,000.  -  So,  expressing  myself  to  the  effect  that 

lad  he  held  on,  and  waited  for  the  rise,  he  would  have 

made  hundreds  of  thousands,  I  sent  him  back  £17,000, 

ninus  £750  for  the  re-brokerage,  for  unswearing  before 

he  LORD  MAYOR  after  office-hours,  for  unstamping  at 

Somerset  House,  &c.,  &c.    So  that  he  got  out  of  it  well ; 

and  it  wasn't  such  a  very  bad  day's  business  for  yours 

,ruly,  eh '(    Not  much,  of  course,  but  still  not  bad.    Of 

sourse  I  had  to  keep  the  transaction  secret.     At  part- 

ng  he    whispered,   "  Don't  mention  any  little  flutter 

ike  this  when  you  're  calling  on  MRS.  T.  at  L-mb-th. 

rlope  we  shall  see  you  for   a  week  or  so  at  our  little 

)lace  in  Kent."    "  Mum!  "  said  I,  with  my  finger  to  my 

ips ;  and  I  let  my  archiepiscopal  client  out  by  the  back 

way  in  the  absence  of  my  boy,  who  had  just  run  down 

to  the  House  to  depreciate  some  Stock. 

I  just  mention  these  little  operations  to  show  you 
what  I  am  doing,  to  inspire  your  readers  with  con- 
idence,  and  to  place  you  cm  courant  with  all  the  best 
noves  now  on  the  tapis.  A  propos  of  "  tapis,"  there's 
SIR  H— Y  J — s  just  tappy-ing  at  my  door.  He  has  come 
;o  ask 'me. about  some  foreign  loans  ;  but  1  can't  give  him 
more  than  five  minutes,  as  I  must  go  with  a  cart  full 
of  specie  to  the  Governor  of  the  Bank.  But  look  out 
'or  further  important  news  from 

YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE 
(MI  the  City). 

EPICURUS  .ESTIVUS. 

(His  Midsummer  Musings.) 

UNDER  a  dense  lime-alley's  pleasant  shelter 
We  see  the  Heidsieck  cooling  in  its  ice, 

And  moralise,  "  By  Jove  !  to-day 's  a  melter : 
Sweet  weather  this  to  give  the  world  advice." 

Comes  through  the  foliage  delicious  hay-scent : 
Roses  fade  slowly  in  the  sun's  strong  flame. 

We    read   our    Times.     The    QUEEN    has    Knighted 

DASENT, — 
Wit  well  deserves  a  handle  to  its  name. 

Servia  is  arming. — Oh  this  sunset  opal ! 

Herzegovina 's  madly  boiling  up. 
Russia  be  hanged !     Confound  Constantinople ! 

Mark  the  blue  borage  in  the  claret-cup. 

Three  R.'s  to  Boards  of  Guardians  we  abandon, 
And  hope  they  will  illumine  what  they  touch. 

Well,  he 's  a  very  fine  young  fellow,  SANDON, 
And  folk  who  have  to  work  may  learn  too  much. 

SIR  ROBERT  PEEL  is  making  "lively  speeches : " 
AVe  need  not  listen  to  his  jokes,  thank  Heaven ! 

Alas,  it  is  not  yet  the  time  for  peaches  ; 
But  try  fresh  strawberries  with  cream  of  Devon. 

Ha !  there 's  the  nightingale !    AMANDA  fairest,— 
Through  what  weird  notes  the  wondrous  bird  can  run ! 

Yet  of  all  music  woman's  voice  is  rarest — 
Sing  some  sweet  madrigal  while  sinks  the  sun. 


Spurgeon  from  a  Novel  Point  of  View. 

AVnAT  will  MUDIE  say  to  MR.  SPUHOEON'S  indignant 
assertion  that  there  are  novels  "  he  would  not  like  tc 
carry  with  a  pair  of  tongs  to  the  fire  "  ?  MR.  DICK  would 
have  asked,  "  Are  there  any  novels  you  would  like  to 
carry  with  a  pair  of  tongs  to  the  fire  ?  "  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, MR.  SPTJRGEOX  has  a  literary  auto-da-fe  from  tim< 
to  time  at  which  this  mode  of  feeding  the  fire  is  resorted 
to.  We  recommend  MESSRS.  MTTDIE  to  make  him  an 
honorary  subscriber  to  their  Library  if  they  would  stop 
the  progress  of  the  Index  Ex-Spurgeon-atorius,  which 
seems  to  be  already  in  course  of  compilation. 
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CANTERS    OVER    THE    COURSE. 

(Being  Questions  and  Answers  for  J.  P.'s  of  a  Sporting  Turn.) 


Q.  What  do  you  think 
of  Cribbage  at  the  "  Mag 
pie  and  Mustard-Spoon  " 

A,  A  sadly  vicious  prac- 
tice, requiring  the  most 
stringent  police  super- 
vision of  a  paternal  Go- 
vernment. 

Q.  State  your  view  of 
Baccarat,  as  carried  on 
nightly  at  the  Piccalilli 
Club? 

A.  An  agreeable  delasse- 
ment,  which  promotes 
good-fellowship  and  en- 
riches the  tobacconists. 

Q.  How  would  you  treat 
GEOKOE  GREEN,  sawyer, 
and  JOHN  STUBBS,  green- 
grocer, if  you  caught  them 
backing  a  plater  for  half  a 
sovereign  ? 

A.  A  month  on  the  Mill 
would  be  a  lenient  punish- 
ment for  so  atrocious  a 
pastime. 

Q.  Would  you  object'to 
accompany  LORD  DEUCE- 
ACE  to  TATTERSAXL'S  ? 
A.  Certainly  not,  as  he  might  put  mo  on  to  a  good  thing. 
Q.  Do  you  ever  bet  ? 

A.  Not  with  my  inferiors — unless  regular  bookmakers  or  persons 
otherwise  professionally  connected  with  the  Turf. 

Q.  What  are  the  cardinal  virtues  of  your  Club  companions  ? 
A.  Knowing  the  right  horse  to  back,  the  right  card  to  play,  and 
the  right  man  to  pay  up. 

Q.  What  are  the  characteristic  vices  of  the  low  gambler  ? 
A.  .Risking  hard-earned  means  on  the  chances  of  horse-racing, 
playing  with  greasy  cards  for  sixpences,  and  aiding  and  abetting 
welchers. 

Q.  Give  a  summary  of  the  deserts  of  this  most  mischievous  class. 
A.  Imprisonment  with  hard  labour  in  this  world,  and  the  prospect 
of  a  warm  corner  in  the  next. 

Q.  Where  do  you  think  you  will  go  to  ? 

A.  Having  lost  two  thou.  at  Bac.  last  night,  or,  rather,  this 
morning,— to  bed.  ___ 

MAEY  ANNER  TO  THE  EESCUE  ! 

"  He  (Mn.  SPURGEON)  thought  a  little  encouragement  was  a  very  fine 
thing.  .  .  Some  of  the  girls  staggered  him  when  he  thought  of  how  by 
imprudent  marriages  they  threw  themselves  into  poverty,  and  became  subjects 
of  unkind  treatment.  .  .  Many  were  too  fond  of  reading  stupid  novels.  .  . 
For  his  part,  he  could  not  benefit  by  reading  fiction.  .  .  He  would  recommend 
them  to  learn  a  text,  and  let  it  He  on  the  tip  of  the  tongue  all  day,  like  a 
lozenge,  so  that  when  things  went  wrong  with  them  they  could  think  of  this 
text,  thus  enabling  them  to  pass  their  lives  away  pleasantly." — MR.  SPURGEON 
on  Servants. 

DEAE  SUSAN  JANE, 

I  'VE  'alf  an  hour  to  spare— no  thanks  to  Missis ! 
If  ever  a  sitivation  was  a  reglar  grinder,  this  is. 
It  ain't  my  young  Man's  evening  out,  worse  luck,— who'd  be  a 

"Slavey"?— 

And  I  've  read  that  last  instalment  of  the  Mysteries  of  Selyrary, 
And  so  I  takes  my  pen  once  more,  as  doesn't  need  much  urging, 
But  burns,  like  me,  to  have  a  shy  at  that  there  MB.  SPURGING. 
Not  that  he  's  half  a  bad  sort,  SUE,  as  means  well  in  admonishin  , 
But,  bless  yer  'art,  the  rubbige  that  he  talks  is  jest  astonishin' ! 
Which  mere  outsiders,  I  maintains,  can't  never  do  no  other, 
For  all  their  sly  eonnivering  round  and  kicking  up  a  bother. 
I  giv  that  MR.  READE  a  rap  as  shut  him  up  dehshus, 
And  now  here  comes  a  Parson,  jest  as  toohsh  and  offishus, 
Who'd  have  us  gals  shun   marriage,  'cos  it  leads  to  'omes  like 

'ovels, 

And  pass  our  leisure  learning  texts  instead  of  reading  novels ! 
A  very  pretty  program,  SUE  !    I  'd  like  to  sec  him  trying  it : 
To  work  like  Niggers,  live  like  Nuns,  looks  nice,  there's  no  deny- 

mg  it. 

WTiich  texts  is  very  proper  things,— there 's  one  or  two  I  knows  on 
Might  iind  out  where  the  corns  is  bad,  if  dropped  some  people's 

toes  on— 


But  Servant  Gals  ain't  "book-v..  •.  ;s"  quite,  nor  yet  "  illumer- 

nations  "  : 

They  'd  better  brinir  ••  '  •  o  till  sech  sitivations. 

And  if  Saints  sla  „,,  and  hadn't  no  more  larkses, 

I  guess  th'  .AEON'S  plan  'ud  squeneh  their  wital 

Kerniends  seems  this, — what  wonder  gals  finds 

''  -1  weal,  and  never  take  no  salt  with  it. 

It 's  >  —he  does  come  down  a  cropper 

On  Mississes  ...  .    inuul  nagging  proper— 

(Ah !  if  he  know'd,  pei  ^ '  n  the  ' '  rampage  "  or  the  ' '  f  urrage  " 

meant !) — 

And  says  a  friendly  word  or  two  on  giving  gals  "  encouragement." 
But  silver  medals,  texts,  and  sech,  ain't  au  as  Nature  craves  for, 
Even  among  them  Mississes  as  thinks  we  're  made  their  slaves  for  ; 
And  Ministers  theirselves  ain't  proof  'gainst  matrimonial  urgings — 
I  've  heard,  SUE,  of  a  MES.  S.  and  several  youthful  SPURGINGS — 
While,  if  all  Servants  frowned  on  chaps  as  weren't  right  down 

"  relijus," 

Good  gracious,  SUE,  the  number  of  Old  Maids  'ud  be  perdijus ! 
For  novels — well,  there 's  good  and  bad,  as  so  there  is  of  tracks  too, 
Which  some  I  've  read  does  anythink  but  stick  the  sober  facks  to. 
SpURfiiNn  himself  can  spin  a  yarn,  and  pile  it  up  like  winking, 
And  Sermons,  for  "  sensation,"  may  beat  Stories,  to  my  thinking. 
/likes  a  tale.    If  SPURGING  iinds  more  fun  and  ease  in  joking, 
Or  telling  traveller's  tales  at  home,  or  mild  Havannahs  smoking, 
(Which  last  I  've  heard  he  'a  partial  to,)  he  'a  free  to  spend  his  leisure 
In  patronising,  pious-like,  his  own  pertikler  pleasure. 
He  doesn't  feel  no  sort  of  call— no,  SUE,  I  '11  bet  my  head  on  it ! — 
To  chuck  away  a  choice  cigar,  and  suck  a  text  instead  on  it. 
Let  him  remember  gals  is  gals,  and  no  more  Cherrybimses 
Than  other  folks ;  as  most  of  us  does  have  our  fads  and  whimses. 
If  lives  is  dull,  and  work  is  hard,  and  Mississes  is  rileing, 
We  sometimes  longs  for  more  than  "texts  "  to  cheer  us  in  our  tiling. 
My  gracious !    There  'a  SAM'S  whistle,  SUE.     No  blackbird  couldn't 

beat  him ; 
He 's  round  by  the  back  garding  gate  :  I  '11  jest 'slip  down  and  meet 

him — 

I  may  have  time  for  half  a  word.    Oh,  SUE,  he 's  got  sech  whiskers ! 
Wonder  how  Swells  would  like  to  do  their  courting  so  promiskus ! 
There !    there !    I  hears !      Young  Artful,  to  pop  on  me   in    this 

manner ! 

And  so  no  more  jest  now,  dear,  from  your  loving      ,, 

'         '          J  MAEY-ANNEB. 

AT  LORD'S. 

What  a  Young  Lady  says. — I  do  so  like  cricket  matches,  they  are 
so  pretty,  and  I  am  quite  learned  about  them.  But  do  tell  me,  why 
are  they  running  after  that  ball ;  and  is  it  really  necessary  to  put 
three  bits  of  stick  near  the  bowlers  with  their  bats  ?  You  didn't 
know  I  knew  so  much  about  it,  now,  did  you  ?  Thank  you  so  much, 
I  will  take  a  little  more  champagne  cup.  No  raised  pie,  thanks — I 
have  got  some  lobster  salad.  Oh,  da  smoke.  I  am  awfully  fond  of 
the  smoke  of  a  cigar  in  the  open  air !  And  now,  you  must  tell  me 
all  the  news. 

What  a  Dowager  says. — I  shall  certainly  keep  my  umbrella  up, 
in  spite  of  shutting  out  the  view  from  a  carriage-load  behind  me.  I 
really  must  think  of  myself  in  this  hot  weather  a  little ! 

What  n  Young  Man  says. — Really  too  bad  of  that  old  woman  to 
put  up  an  umbrella,  eh  ?  Can't  be  any  good  to  her,  don't  you 
know.  Nonsense  to  think  she  wants  to  keep  her  complexion.  Got 
no  complexion  at  all,  don't  you  know  ?  Hasn't  had  one,  I  should 
think,  for  the  last  twenty  years,  eh,  don't  you  know  ? 

What  an  Old  School-fellow  says. — Hallo,  my  boy,  why  it 's  you  ! 
Haven't  seen  you  for  twenty  years !  How  fat  you  've  got !  Why, 
what  used  we  to  call  you  ?  Oh.  "  Nosey,"  to  be  sure  ! 

What  Angelina  says. — My  dear  EDWIN,  you  don't  mean  to  say 
you  were  ever  called  Nosey ! '  How  you  have  deceived  me ! 

What  Edwin  says. — Hang  that  fellow ! 

What  a  Good  Buy  says. — My  dear  father,  this  is  a  very  painful 
sight !  It  grieves  me  to  see  two-and-twenty  young  men  spending 
in  recreation  time  that  might'be  so  usefully  employed  in  study ! 

lt'/nit  a  Sad  Boy  soys.— Look  here,  old  man,  let's  give  the 
guv'nor  the  slip,  and  have  some  more  grub  ! 

What.  Ererylody  says. — Capital  way  to  spend  a  summer's  day 
pleasantly. 

And  re/nit  the.  Umpire  says  (especially  at  1  p.m.). — Over ! 


Is  there  such  a  Thing? 

WE  extract  this  from  a  country  paper,  in  case  such  a  rara  tin's  is 
to  be  caught,  and  will  give  the  address  when  it  is  caught: — 

WANTED,  a  Country  GIRL  (Church),  tall  and  strong,  about  16,  with- 
out a  Chignon,  to  help  in  a  family  of  two  ;  man  kept. — Address,  &c. 
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S.    AND    B. 

Or  the  X/iiin/!/  nt  Hi  i'  Nii/ii  nf  "  The  Laurel."    As  narrated  l»j  n 
ri'nj  rii/i/iti-  Byttattder  tn  it  Fi'llow-Philixtini'. 

ou  know,  my  dear  WIL- 
LIAM, that  house  at  the 
foot  of  the  two-headed 
Hill? 

Well,    a-passing    it    late 
t'other  night  I  droppec 
in  for  a  sweet  little  mill 
Leastways,  when  I  call  i 
a  mill,  I  should  say  tlia 
it  ended  in  jaw. 
And  no  doubt  the  P.  R 
would   pooh-pooh  it  ai 
nothing   but   lingo    am 
law. 

It  isn't  a  Pub  I  much  pa- 
tronise. Rather  too  up- 
pish for  me. 

The  landlord's  a  chap  callcc 
A.    POLI.EB  —  the  poet's 
peculiar  L.  V. 
It  sa  sort  of  a  Swell  House- 
of-Call  for  your  Bards. 
Critics,  Artists,  and 
such— 
The  noisest  parties  I  know  when  they've  once  had  a  little  too 

much. 
They  give  theirselves  uppercrust  airs,  and  look  down  upon  pewter 

and  beer  : 
A  stuff  they  call  Nectar  's  their  "tap  ;  "  never  tried  it  myself,  Bin- 

no  fear  ! 

But  judging  by  what  I  have  seen  of  the  fruits  of  the  liquor,  I  think 
A  chap  doesn't  lose  very  much  who  eschews  that  particular  drink. 
It  appears  that  a  couple  of  parties,  we  '11  call  'em  for  short  S.  and  B. 
(It  stands  for  a  blend  that  they  love)  had  been  making  a  little  too 

free 
With—  I  'd  rather  not  give  it  a  name,  .  BILL—  they  call  it  poetic 


Folks  would  use  plainer  English,  no  doubt,  if  it  came  over  chaps  of 

our  stains. 
In  what  's  called  a  '  pseudonymous  '  way  I  made  out,  it  had  been  an 

old  quarrel. 

For  B.  had  thought  fit  to  suggest  that  the  singing  of  8.  was  immoral  ; 
AVhile  S.,  who  is  well  up  in  insects,  had  hit  on  the  neat  tit-for-tat, 
Of  holding  up  B.  to  the  public  as  only  a  sort  of  B  flat  ! 
Lor"  !  how  they  pitched  into  each  other  —  in  language,  you  "11  ple£ 

understand, 
For  Poets,  like  Females,  in  shines  make  more  use  of  the  tongue  than 

the  hand. 

In  fact,  B.  and  S.  in  their  battle  reminded  this  party,  for  one, 
Of  a  couple  of  Billingsgate  fish-fags  a-slanging  each  other  like  fun. 
The  names  they  exchanged  I  'd  not  mention  in  hearing  of  persons 

polite, 
For  poetical  cursing  and  swearing  beats  'Gate  slanging  clean  out  of 

sight. 
Then  they  quoted  each  other's  worst  lines,  and  if  poetry  's  all  such 

as  t  lirirs, 
"  From  being  a  Bard  Lord  deliver  us!  "  ought  to  be  one  of  our 

prayer-. 
For  it  seems  that  the  sum  and  the  substance  of  what  they  call 

"  glorious  song  " 

Is  meanings  amazingly  weak  put  in  language  uncommonly  strong. 
But  at  last,  when  I  thought  that  the   shindy  must  end  in   the 

punching  of  heads, 
They  took  and  they  called  in  the  lawyers  to  settle  the  case  in  fists' 

steads  ; 
\VlnYh  of  course  it  was  nuts  to  the  bar-chaps,  and  didn't  they  poke 

fun  and  chaff  ! 
Out  of  love-letters  read  in  full  Court  'AuET  'Aw  KINS  ne'er  got 

such  a  laugh. 
Well,  so  far  as  I  twigged  it,  the  verdict  was,  "  Bad  as  are  B.  and 

his  verse, 
MK.  S.  and  his  Songs  and  his  slanging  are  one  ami  a  half  per  cent. 

worse." 
Though  I  must  say  if  /  had  been  called  on  to  sum  up  the  rights  of 

the  pother, 
My  tip  would  have  been  "  Pot  and  Kettle—  six  one  and  half-dozen 

the  other." 
BILL,  my  boy,  you  will  never  fiud  me  liquor  up  at  the  sign  of  "  The 

Laurel," 
Nor  try  that  A.  POLLER'S  best  bitters  which  beats  gin  at  breeding 

a  quarrel. 


The  tap  of  Parnassus  be  blowcd !  if  it  oversets  stomach  and  brain 
As  bad  as  the  best  Hamburgh  Sherry,  and  worse  than  petroleum 

Champagne. 
I  always  ranked  poets  as  duffers,  but  blest  if  I  thought  'em  such 

muffs  • 

As  to  cry  "  Stinking  fish!  "  in  that  fashion,  in  chaff  taking  refuge 

from  cud's. 
But  if  B.  and  S.  and  their  brethren  would  trust  to  Philistine's 

advising, 

They  'd  cover  their  sewerage  up  out  of  sight,  after  deodorising. 
They  may  tell  us  that  that's  the  manure  for  poetry's  lilies  and 

roses, 
What  I  know  is,  that  all  who  go  (hut  way  keep  handkerchiefs  held 

to  their  noses. 


JUSTICE  TO  IRELAND. 

THK  following  paper,  picked  up  in  the  passage  between  the 
Underground  Railway  and  the  Clock  Tower,  and  evidently  relating 
to  the  Irish  Land  Question,  appears  to  be  founded  on  the  give  and 
take  principle  (give  everything  to  the  Tenant,  take  everything  from 
the  Landlord),  and  is  likely  to  snfisfy  even  the  demands  of  that 
mysterious  ;i-semlily  the  Metropolitan  O'Donnel  82  Club.  It  is 
accompanied  by  a  short  note,  as  under: — 

|ii  \K  FVTHER  PAT, 

HUTT  is  a  bosthoon  :  his  Bill  is  all  milk  and  water.  I  enclose 
a  rough  sketch  of  what  might  be  worked  into  a  good  Tenants'  Bill. 
I  will  be  glad  to  nvt  any  hint  you  may  have  to  offer.  Don't  spare 
the  Landlords.  In  haste,  Yours  ever,  O'C.  P. 

FATHER  PAT  MULLIGAN,  Ballinrobe,  Co.  Mayo. 

1.  Landlords  to  be  offered  99-year  Leases  of  their  estates  ;  renew- 
able for  ever  on  remission  of  one  year's  rent  to  the  Tenants. 

2.  Fair  Rents  to  be  fixed  by  a  competent  tribunal:  such  as  a 
Committee  of  Three,  consisting  of  the  Parish  Priest,  the  Curate,  and 
a  Tenant-Farmer,  holding  not  less  than  ten  acres,  and  the  bona-f.de 
owner  of  at  least  one  pig. 

3.  All  improvements  to  be  allowed  for:  on  the  principle  that  in 
consideration  of  every  pound  laid  out  by  the  Tenant  ten  per  cent, 
shall  be  deducted  from  the  rent. 

4.  Absentee  Landlords  to  pay  a  tax  of  twenty-five  per  cent,  on 
the  gross  rental. 

5.  Any  absentee  for  five  consecutive  years  to  forfeit  his  estate, 
which  shall  be  divided  amongst  the  rightful  owners  of  the  soil,  that 
is  to  say,  the  small  Farmers.    N.B. — Small  Farmers  to  be  denned  as 
holders  of  not  more  than  thirty  acres. 

6.  Evictions  to  be  totally  abolished ;   except  in  cases  where  no 
rent  has  been  paid  for  ten  years,  at  the  end  of  which  period  an 
ejectment  can  be  served.    The  ejectment  must  however  be  cancelled 
on  payment  of  arrears  for  a  term  not  to  exceed  six  months. 

7.  The  descendants  of  the  original  proprietors  of  estates  confiscated 
within  the  last  two  hundred  and  fifty  years  to  be  entitled  to  claim 
the  said  estates  ;  and,  on  proof  of  their  descent,  possession  shall  be 
gigen  up  by  the  present  nolder.    Compensation  to  an  amount  not 
exceeding  one  year's  rent  to  be  given  by  the  incomer.    In  cases 
where  litigation  arises,  the  costs  shall,  whatever  the  result,  be 
charged  on  the  estate. 


Floating  Slums. 

FEOM  some  resolutions  lately  passed  by  the  Rugeley  Ruri-Decanal 
Conference,  it  seems  that  the  condition  of  the  Canal  Population  is 
very  deplorable,  and,  especially,  that  children  are  living  in  eanal- 
Doats  under  most  unwholesome  conditions.  The  charity  bestowed 
on  Gutter  Children  might  be  extended  to  Canal  Children ;  for,  as 
!or  the  unfortunate  little  ones  there  is,  we  much  fear,  little  to  choose 
Jetween  the  Canal  and  the  Gutter. 


"What's  in  a  NameP" 

NOT  long  ago  there  was  a  discussion  as  to  the  suitability  of  th  • 
lames  given  to  Her  Majesty's  ships.  If  the  discussion  had  extended 
o  the  fitness  of  the  names  of  officers,  Mr.  Punch  would  not, 
>erhaps,  have  had  the  pleasure  of  congratulating  a  ME.  JAHES 
THKMBLE  on  his  appointment  as  Staff  Surgeon  to  the  J'error  .' 


THE  END  or  THE  LONDON  SEASON.— Disappointment. 


Tm:  WESTKKX  DIFFICULTY.— The  Block  at  Hyde  Park  Corner. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


HETHEB  Russia  have  found  a  head,  as  well  as  sinews  of  war, 
for  the  Servian  army,  is  more  than  LORD  DEEBY  knows,  or,  at 
least,  is  disposed  to  tell  LOED  CASirEBDOWN  (Lords,  Monday, 
July  3).  LOED  STANLEY  OF  ALDEELEY,  who  seems  to  keep  his  own 
little  bird  in  most  of  the  public  Offices,  moved  a  vote  of  censure 
on  LORD  CARNARVON  for  not  bestowing  more  attention  on  the 
affairs  of  the  Malay  Peninsula  between  January,  1874,  and  October,  1875.  (Nothing  like  being  exact  in  the  dates  of  an  indictment.) 
LORD  CAENABVON  defended  his  policy  in  the  Straits.  The  country  was  ten  thousand  miles  in  extent.  Annexation  was  out  of  the 
question,  and  the  best  course  was  to  appoint  Residents — (Punch  does  not  envy  them  their  "residential  occupation"  under  the  circum- 
stances)— to  act  in  concert  with  the  native  chiefs.  Discords  will  occur  in  the  best-conducted  concerts.  He  had  rapped  SIK  W.  JEBVOIS 
over  the  knuckles  as  hard  as  was  fair  to  an  energetic  Governor.  It  was  a  choice  of  difficulties  in  a  case  of  Straits,  and  he  had  tried  to 
choose  the  least.  LOKD  KIMBEELEY  backed  up  his  successor.  LOED  LAWEENCE  pointed  out  that  this  was  a  case  where  the  Government 
had  ventured  upon  a  dangerous  step,  after  getting  rid  of  the  native  Indian  force  which  would  have  enabled  them  to  take  it  without 
danger.  A  hint  to  the  economists  a  outrance. 

More  Eastern  questions  from  EABL  DELAWABE  and  LORD  GEANVILLE,  who  asked  when  the  papers  would  be  published  that  would 
inform  Parliament  as  to  the  Eastern  policy  of  the  Government.  LOKD  DERBY  promised  the  papers  as  soon  as  possible.  War  having 
broken  out  there  was  no  objection  now  to  show  the  steps  that  had  led  to  it. 

(Commons.} — After  a  variety  of  important  Home  questions,  e.g., — how  to  get  people  who  fall  off  the  Embankment  out  9f  the  water ; 
the  trial  and  sentence  of  JAMES  TIMONY,  an  injured  youth  of  seventeen,  at  Belfast ;  the  limits  of  Lords-Lieutenant's  right  of  inter- 
ference at  Elections ;  Bathing  in  the  Serpentine  ;  the  Prosecution  of  the  owner  of  a  rotten  ship  at  Liverpool ;  the  closing  of  the  National 
Gallery  in  the  height  of  the  season ;  the  Statistics  of  Traffic  at  Hyde  Park  corner ;  British  Museum  Salaries  ;  education  of  children  in 
canal-boats  ;  wound  up  by  a  personal  explanation  between  SIB.  E.  WATKDT  and  SIB  ROBEET  PEEL — in  which  the  latter  made  one  state- 
ment, with  which  Honourable  Members  heartily  agreed — that  he  had  been  too  long  a  member  of  that  House— the  MABQTJTS  OF  HABT- 
TNGTON  took  the  liberty  of  asking  the  Sphinx  at  the  head  of  Her  Majesty's  Government,  when  the  papers  that  would  throw  light  on  the 
Government  policy  in  the  Eastern  Question  would  be  published.  "  As  soon  as  possible,"  said  the  Sphinx. 
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'THALASSA!     THALASSA  !  ! » 

Brown  (to  (he  old  Family  Servant).  "  THERE,  NURSE  !    WHAT  DO  YOU  THINK  OF  IT  ? " 

Old  Nurse  (she  came  from  West  Suffolk,  and  had  ruver  seen  tht  Sea).   "  LOB',  MB.  CHARLES,  DO  IT  ALLTJS  KEEP  A  MUDDLIN"  ABEAODT 

LIKE  THAT  ?  " 


Which  answer  of  the  darkling  Sphinx, 
Unsatisfactory  to  GINX, 
Brought  up  that  bold,  bald  Baby's  face 
To  beard  B.  D.  in  pride  of  plaue. 
Let  the  House  howl,  GINX  blenches  not, 
In  spite  of  HERVEY'S  sauce  all  hot : 
The  House  may  hold  his  question  rude, 
But  with  a  Motion  he  '11  conclude. 
"  What '  Our  Own'  at  Vienna  knew 
Was  no  more  than  the  House's  duo. 
'Gainst  asking  this  there  stands  no  law — 
That  asked,  his  Motion  he  'd  withdraw." 
Whereon  the  SPEAKER,  crustily, 
"  I  told  the  Member  for  Dundee 
His  speech  must  closed  by  Motion  be, 
And  now  his  Motion  he  withdraws ! — " 
Then  GINX,  "  I  own  the  House's  laws, 
And  move  the  Adjournment  of  the  Houi  e." 
Whereon  blithe  BIOOAR  hat  did  dowse, 
And  begged,  kind  friend,  to  second  GiNXt 
Upon  his  legs  this  brought  the  Sphinx, 


Who,  after  due  contempt  conveyed 
Of  GINX,  that  questioner  undismayed, 
"JHoped  no  anonymous  '  Our  Own 
Would  in  the  House's  face  be  thrown : 
Let  the  House  wait  a  few  short  hours, 
Till,  with  consent  of  the  great  Powers, 
The  published  papers  could  make  known, 
Not  the  1'imet'  wisdom,  but  OUR  OWN." 
Then  BRIGHT,  large-looming  on  the  field, 
Threw  over  GINX  his  ample  shield  : 
No  Baby  he,  a  veteran  wight, 
With  more  than  thrice  ten  years  of  fight. 
"  The  Session  wanes,  the  papers  wait ; 
Short  grows  the  season  for  Debate ; 
The  country  frets,  as  well  as  GINX. 
Needs  thrice  five  minutes  for  the  Sphinx 
To  utter,  calm,  condensed,  and  cl«ar, 
What  House  and  Country  yearn  to  hear. 
The  Oracle  no  longer  dumb, 
E'en  if  the  bad  to  worst  should  coma, 
The  House  would  know  its  steersman's  star, 


And  shape  a  course,  not  drift,  to  war. 
But  of  this  let  the  Sphinx  beware, 
One  thing  Old  England  will  not  bear— 
Our  might  ranged  with  the  Turks  along, 
'Gainst  those  who  rise  against  their  wrong.' 
Then  FAWCETT  struck  into  the  fight — 
His  war-cry,  "  Ditto  to  JOHN  BRIGHT  ! " 
And  e'en  the  Doctor  braved  disdain, 
And  dashed  the  dew-drops  from  his  mane, 
And,  midst  a  laugh  that  shook  the  hall, 
Foretold  that  "  Turkey  needs  must  fall." 
Till  HARTINQTON,  the  Doctor's  foil, 
Poured  on  the  waves  his  smoothing  oil : 
"  The  House,  no  doubt,  would  gladly  learn- 
For  information  needs  must  yearn — 
But  papers  policy  declare  ; 
And  papers  ask  time  to  prepare. 
Then  let  us  wait ;  put  question  by, 
Till  papers  lend  us  wings  to  fly, 
If  need  be,  in  the  Sphinx's  face, 
And  his  who  holds  '  another  place.'  " 


(Punch  asks  pardon  for  rhyming ;  but  the  ancient  Oracles  were 
always  asked,  and  answered,  in  verse.) 

The  Second  Reading  of  the  Prisons  Bill  followed;  every  man 
fighting  for  his  own  hand ;  a  knot  of  the  bucolicals  refusing  to  dis- 
mount from  their  hobby,  Visiting  Justiceship.  But  CROSS  wins  in  a 
canter.  The  Quarter  Sessions  Benches  have  pronounced  for  the 
Bill  bv  a  large  majority,  and  Second  Reading  was  carried  by  the 
overwhelming  majority  of  295  to  90. 

Tuesday  (Lords).— Union  of  Benefices  Bill  reported,  and  Bill  for 
Improving  the  Dwellings  of  the  Poor  in  Whitechapel  and  Limehouse 
district  got  into  Committee.  LORD  SnAFiEsnuRr,  as  by  right, 
rejoiced  m  the  advent  of  this  the  first  (he  hoped)  of  a  long  series  pi 
Bills  for  the  improvement  of  the  dwellings  of  the  working  classes  in 
JUT  London  slums.  But  he  warned  the  promoters  not  to  go  too  fast 
in  pulling  down,  till  they  had  seen  j  to  the  intermediate  housing  of 


those  whom    improvement  ousted.     A  wise   and   much  wanted 
caution.    Pull  down  the  rookeries,  but  don't  forget  the  rooks. 

(Common*.)  Morning  Sitting. — There  are  some  questions  more 
awful  than  even  the  Eastern.  Such  was  WHALLET'S  this  morning. 
Had  MR.  DISRAELI  made  due  inquiry  into  CHIEF  JUSTICE  WHITE- 
HEAD'S  statement  that  the  POPE,  and  not  the  QUEEJT,  exercised  para- 
mount authority  in  Ireland  in  certain  cases  ?  MR.  DISRAELI  may 
oppose  a  stony  and  Sphinxian  silence  to  the  interrogatories  of  the 
House  about  the  Turkish  war,  but  he  knows  better  than  to  trifle  with 
the  interrogatories  of  WHALLEY.  He  said  he  had  come  down  five  or 
six  times  to  the  House  prepared  to  answer  the  question — if  he  could. 
But  he  could  not  attach  a  definite  idea  to  it.  But  as  far  as  he 
could  understand  the  question— (the  rogue !  he  understands  it  well 
enough) — he  should  say  that  if  a  person  had  such  confidence  in  the 
POPE  that  he  is  determined  to  obey  him,  he  didn't  see  how  the 
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QUERY. 


Is  IT  AN  ADVANTAGE  THAT  TALL  PEOPLE  LOOK  TALLER,  AND  SIIOKT 
PEOPLE  SHOKTEK  ON  THE  RINK  ? 

Government  was  to  prevent  him.  (Doesn't  he,  Indeed  P  As  if  he 
couldn't  begin  by  putting  down  the  Jesuits,  who  now  swarm  in  the 
Legislature,  the  universities,  the  Public  Schools,  the  liberal  pro- 
fessions, the  School  Boards,  the  public  departments,  the  establish- 
ments of  the  nobility,  and  elsewhere.)  He  declined  to  be  responsible 
for  the  observations  of  Judges  in  Ireland.  (We  should  think  ne  did.) 

It  was  awfully  hot  and  choky  in  the  House,  and,  as  iced  drinks 
are  not  allowed  to  be  handed  round,  as  in  the  American  Hall  of 
Congress,  Members  were  awfully  bored  by  SCLATER-BOOTH'S  long 
statement  of  local  indebtedness  and  income.  After  all,  the  total  of 
local  debt  is  only  between  £90,000,000  and  £100,000  000 ;  the  income 
about  £60,000,000.  Is  this  bagatelle  the  sort  of  thing  to  be  bothered 
about  in  such  weather  ?  But  if  they  tried  to  burk  SCLATER-BOOTH 
by  not  listening,  they  absolutely  kicked  against  FAWCETT'S  amend- 
ment, touching  the  unfair  incidence  of  local  taxation  on  occupiers  as 
against  owners ;  and,  with  all  the  help  of  GOSCHEN,  CHILDERS,  and 
the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER,  just  contrived  to  shunt  the 
Bill  into  Committee  and  left  it  there. 

SIR  HEJTRY  JAMES  tried  to  get  Members  into  working  gear  again 
over  the  Appellate  Judicature  Bill.  He  said  the  business  in  the 
Courts  was  at  a  regular  dead-lock. 

Much  the  sweltering  House  cared  for  that!  The  sitting  was 
suspended  at  seven,  and  then,  when  the  House  should  have  met  for 
business  again  at  nine,  it  didn't,  and  MR.  BIGGAR,  useful  ior  once, 
had  the  House  Counted  Out  before  doing  a  stroke  of  work.  Too  hot. 

Wednesday.— CowpER-TEirpLE  moved  Second  Reading  of  his 
Bill  for  admitting  Ladies  with  Foreign  Medical  Degrees  to  Practise 
in  England. 

LORD  SANDON  said  Government  was  prepared  to  take  up  MR. 
RUSSELL  GURNET'S  Bill  for  enabling  the  Medical  Corporations,  if 
they  liked,  to  admit  Women  to  Practise.  On  which  MR.  COWPER- 
TEMPLE  withdrew  his  Bill,  preferring  a  side  entrance  to  practise, 
even  with  a  Medical  Beadle  stationed  at  it,  to  the  back  door  he  had 
proposed  to  open. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  Commons  Bill  for  Second  Reading,  re- 
commended by  the  DUKE  OF  RICHMOND  as  carefully  framed  in  the 
interests  of  Owners.  From  what  MR.  CROSS  said  for  it  in  the  Com- 
mons Punch  had  thought  it  was  framed  in  the  interests  of  the 
Public.  Let  us  hope  that,  for  once,  they  are  identical. 

(Commons.'}—  The  Second  Reading  of  the  Cambridge  University 
Bill,  mildly  moved,  in  a  hot  and  sleepy  House,  by  MR.  WALPOLE. 
The  House  dull  over  it.  Even  DILKE  did  not  wake  them  up  in  his 
new  character  of  a  maintainer  of  the  status  quo.  Like  LOWE,  he 
has  faith  in  "  idle  fellows,"  and  does  not  much  believe  in  Professors 
and  the  Endowment  of  Research.  Xor  does  MR.  FORSTTH.  But  he 
is  strongly  opposed  to  Fellowships  for  life.  Of  course,  as  the  Ladies' 


man  for  _Mari-le-bon  par  excellence  he  ought  to  be  opposed  to  such 
an  abominably  celibate  institution. 

DR.  PLATFAIH  imported  a  momentary  animation  to  the  debate  by 
puffing  the  Scotch  Universities  at  the  expense  of  the  English,  and 
contriving  to  tread,  with  singular  ingenuity,  on  all  English  Uni- 
versity men's  toes,  however  wide  apart,  defending  the  increase  of 
the  Professorate  as  a  corrective  of  the  evils  of  competitive  examina- 
tions, and  clerical  fellowships  as  a  means  of  liberalising  the  clergy. 

This  brought  MR.  BERESFORD  HOPE  into  the  ring ;  and  that  "friend 
of  the  brave  in  peril's  darkest  hour "  .dealt  the  Scotch  Chicken 
several  heavy  counters.  He  was  followed  by  that  lively  light- 
weight, LORD  E.  FITZMAURICE,  who,  on  the  whole,  supported  the 
Bill.  After  him  arose  the  encyclopsediac  Member  for  the  Elgin 
Burghs,  and  served  out  one  of  those  elaborate  concoctions  of  Duff, 
in  which  the  plums  bear  so  small  a  proportion  to  the  suet  that  only 
the  strongest  Parliamentary  digestion  is  equal  to  them.  His  picture 
of  Oxford-wants — in  the  shape  of  Professorships  yet  to  be — was 
appalling.  That  rising  y9ung  man,  MB.  MARTEN,  recalled  the  dis- 
cussion to  earth  and  practicabilities. 

MR.  GOSCHEN  took  very  much  the  LOWE  line  on  the  Endowment  of 
Fellows,  as  against  that  of  Professors;  while  SIR  W.  HARCOURT 
chaffed  the  Bill  all  round,  and  declared  that  the  endowment  of 
research  would  probably  lapse  into  the  research  of  endowments. 
(If  it  wasn't  SIR  WILLIAM  who  made  that  joke  it  ought  to  have 
been,  for  it  is  sharp,  as  well  as  chaffy,  and  so  quite  in  SIR  WIL- 
LIAM'S way.) 

MR.  HARDY  wound  up  the  evening  with  a  pleasant  conciliatory 
comment  on  what  was  really  one  of  the  best  debates  of  the  Session, 
allowing  for  the  weather.  The  Chelsea  Baronet  withdrew  his 
Amendment,  and  the  Bill  passed  Second  Reading. 

Friday. — LORD  GHANVILLE  will  take  up  Extradition  next  Thurs- 
day, notj  a  day  too  soon.  Shoals  of  rogues  are  already  rushing  both 
ways  through  the  torn  net  across  the  Atlantic. 

(Commons.) — Morning  Sitting — and  snoozing.  LORD  SANDON'gave 
a  sketch  of  the  amendments  he  proposes  in  Committee  on  his  Educa- 
tion Bill.  The  Member  for  Bradford  will  not  be  ashamed  to  own 
himself  their  foster-father.  Long  lawyers'  talk  on  Appellate  Juris- 
diction. Wants  strengthening^  What  are  so  few  judges  among  so 
many  F  Consensus  of  lawyers  in  favour  of  more  judges.  Vous  etes 
orfevre,  Maitre  Josse,  "Nothing  like  Horse-hair,"  quoth  the  wig- 
wearers.  But  suppose  we  were  content  with  fewer  judges  on  bane  ? 
Are  three  big  wigs  absolutely  wanted  to  split  one  straw  ?  Spread 
thinner  they  11  go  further,  like  the  schoolboy's  butter. 

Evening  Sitting. — While  MR.  DILLWTN  was  talking  about 
Lunatics  some  wise  and  weary  Member  had  the  happy  thought, 
"  What  lunatics  we  are  to  be  sitting  here,  a  dozen  of  us,  when  we 
might  be  in  bed ! "  and  got  the  House  Counted  Out,  for  the  second 
time  this  hot  week,  at  ten  minutes  after  ten. 


JOHN  AND  JONATHAN. 

THE  Sanctum  had  been  newly  decorated.  The  curtains  were  now 
of  silk,  and  represented  stars  and  stripes.  A  batch  of  books  had 
been  added  to  the  library,  with  backs  lettered  "LONGFELLOW," 
"  BRETT  HARTE,"  and  "  B[OLMES."  Everything  had  been  done  that 
could  be  done  to  give  the  room  a  transatlantic  appearance.  The 
chairs  ran  on  tramways,  the  bells  worked  by  electricity,  and  com- 
munication was  maintained  with  the  floor  above  and  the  floor  below 
by  means  of  cleverly  concealed  lifts. 

"  Now,  let  me  see,"  said  Mr.  Punch,  looking  round  his  apartment 
with  great  satisfaction,  "  is  everything  ready?  " 

Toby  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Then,"  murmured  the  Sage,  "I  don't  think  that  our  American 
Cousin  can  find  anything  in  the  room  at  which  to  take  offence. 
Stay,  Toby,  you  may  take  Martin  Chuzzlewit  out  of  the  bookshelves. 
It  is  a  very  excellent  novel,  but  it,  is  just  possible  that  our  visitor 
may  not  care  to  see  it.  Mind  you  put  it  back  when  he  has  gone. 
And,  of  course,  turn  that  caricature  of  '  Uncle  Sam  '  with  its  face  to 
the  wall." 

The  Best  of  Dogs  obeyed  his  master  with  his  customary  willing- 
ness. 

"  And  now  to  admit  them,"  said  Mr.  Punch,  touching  a  nob  near 
the  mantelpiece.  "  We  must  get  JOHN  into  the  room  first." 

He  had  scarcely  finished  speaking  when  a  secret  door  flew  open 
and  a  rosy-cheeked,  curly-headed  gentleman  in  the  very  prime  of 
life  walked  out. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Punch,"  said  the  new  comer  with  a  cheerful 
smile.  "That's  rather  an  expeditious  way  of  travelling.  I  came 
down  from  the  room  above  in  something  less  than  no  time." 

"  My  new  hydraulic  lift,"  replied  the  host.  "  I  use  it  chiefly  for 
sending  rejected  contributions  away  to  be  burnt.  It  has  been 
necessarily  made  very  strong — rejected  contributions  are,  as  a  rule, 
heavy." 

"  Well,  it  is  quicker  than  the  railways." 
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"  And  infinitely  safer,"  remarked  Mr.  Punch.  "  You  are  looking 
well  of  course,  my  dear  JOHN,  and  yet  1  hare  seen  you  looking 
better." 

"  I  should  think  so,"  returned  the  portly  gentleman,  with  a  slight 
sigh.  "It  has  been  an  anxious  time  lately.  What  with  foreign 
loans  and  the  complications  of  the  Eastern  Question,  I  absolutely 
hnvc  known  no  rest  for  months.  Then  Dizzr,  my  head  man,  has 
got  hold  of  my  books  and  keeps  them  closed  against  me.  Whenever 
I  ask  for  them  he  makes  an  excuse." 

'  I  should  insist  upon  seeing  them,"  said  Mi:  Punch,  firmly. 

"  I  shall,  the  next  time  I  want  them,"  was  the  reply,  and  then 
JOHN-  continued,  "  DI/ZY  may  be  a  very  clever  fellow,  but  I  like  to 
manage  my  own  affairs.  .  Andjnow,  Mr.  Punch,  why  have  you 
asked  me  to  come  here  P  " 

"  To  meet  a  friend  "  (the  guest 'smiled)  "  and  a  relative." 

The  smile  disappeared. 

"If  I  am  obliged  to  meet  a  relative  with  so  much  formality,  I  il< 
not  think  that  I  shall  care  for  his  acquaintance.  But  who  is  he  P  " 

"Why,  our  American  Cousin,  JONATIMN,"  replied  Mr.   1 
watching  his  guest's  face  steadily.    JOHN  looked  far  from  pleased. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  have  brought  us  together,"  ho  said.  "  JONATHAN 
is  a  swaggering,  vulgar,  imrdiiruted,  swindling: " 

"Stop!  stop!"  cried  Mi:  Punch.  "  You  really  don't  know  him. 
Come,  you  .shall  see  him  at  once,"  and  a  slight  pressure  applied  to 
another  nob  near  the  fireplace  opened  another  secret  door.  A  slim, 
gentlemanly-looking  man  entered,  the  room.  He  greeted  Mr.  Punch 
cordially. 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  said  he,  speaking  with  the  slightest  accent  pos- 
sible— an' accent  which  lifted  the  small  words  into  undue  promi- 
nence— "  I  congratulate  you  upon  your  lift.  I  came  from  your 
waiting-room  below  in  less  than  no  tune." 

Mr.  Punch  noticed  that  his  first  visitor  was  moving  towards  the 
door.  "  Come,"  said  the  Sage.  "  you  two  cousins  should  know  one 
another  well— thoroughly  well.  Now,  my  dear  JOHN,  here  is 
your  Cousin  JONATHAN.  JONATHAN,  let  me  introduce  you  to  Jonx 
BULL." 

"  Welcome,  Oonrinl"  said  the  American,  (list rust fully. 

"Pleased  to  gee  any  Cousin,  however  distant,"  said  the  English- 
man, pompously. 

".Nonsense!"  cried  Mi:  Punch.  "  Only  the  Atlantic  Ocean 
divides  you,  and  that  little  affair  has  been  bridged  over  by  half- 
a-dozen  cables." 

"I  was  thinking  of  our  family-tree,"  said  JOHN.  "My  Cousin 
must  be  several  times  removed." 

"Nonsense,  again!"  interrupted  the  Sage.  "The  only  thing 
that  can  remove  you  two  kinsmen  is  misunderstanding  ;  and  as  for 
the 'family-tree,  why,  plant  a  bough  of  it  anv  where — in  Asia,  Africa, 
America,  or  Australasia — and  it  will  flourisn  as  only  such  an  ever- 
green can  flourish.  Nonsense ! — shake  hands !  Remember  you  are 
not  only  men,  but  brothers." 

''Look  before  you  leap,'  is  a  capital  ;'motto,"  muttered  the 
American. 

' '  Don't  buy  a  pig  in  a  poke '  is  excellent,  albeit  homely,  advice," 
murmured  the  Englishman. 

"  That 's  all  very  well,"  said  Mr.  Punch  ;  "  but  I  don't  want  you 
to  do  either  the  one  or  the  other.  Let 's  be  honest  and  open.  Come, 
JOHN,  speak  frankly.  What  have  you  to  say  in  disparagement  of 
JONATHAN  P  " 

"He  is  unrefined,  he  talks  slang,  he  uses  a  revolver,  he  loves 
rowdies,  he  never  did  a  generous  action  in  his  life,  and — most  un- 
pardonable sin  of  all— he  hates  me !  " 

"  Don't  speak  !  "  said  Mr.  Punch,  as  the  American  Cousin  sprang 
to  his  feet. 

"JonN,"  he  continued,  "yon  are  harsh  and  'wrong.  Because 
Shoddy  spends  its  too  easily  gained  money  in  Europe,  you  must 
not  take  Shoddy  as  the  national  representative.  Tour  Cousin,  when 
you  find  him  at  home,  is  hospitable  as  a  gentleman  should  be,  is 
cultivated  us  a  gentleman  should  be,  is  honourable  as  a  gentleman 
should  be.  And  as  to  his  hatingyon — why,  man,  he  whistles  "  Rule, 
Britannia!"  quite  as  often  as  "  Hail,  Cn/umbfa!"  Now,  Sir.it 
is  vour  turn.  What  have  yon  to  say  against  JOHN  Brtt  P  " 

He  is  cold-hearted,  scornful,  mean,  nnd  revengeful.    He  can't 
forgive  us  the  glorious  work  of  the  Fourth  of  July. 

"Don't  speak  a  word,  JOHN!"  said  Mr.  Punch,  excitedly. 
"  Now,  JONATHAN,  i/nu  |are  in  the  wrong.  Cold-hearted,  scornful, 
and  mean !  Why,  he  is  as  proud  of  you  as  ever  a  father  was  of  a 
child.  ^  Revengeful  and  unforgiving!  Why,  he  helps  to  keep 
'  the  Fourth '  himself !  And  as  to  your  Independence — why,  he 
declares  that  you  were  in  the  right,  and  tries  his  hardest  to  make 
his  other  children  free.  Ask  your  neighbour,  pretty  Miss  CAXAD  \, 
ask  that... promising  young  fellow,  MASTER  AUSTRALIA,  what  thcy 
think  of  the  old  boy,  and  they  will  tell  you  that  JOHN  BULL  is 
the  kindest,  the  best-tempered,  and  [warmest-hearted  old  buffer  in 
the  world." 

'  Briton  Major,"  said  JONATHAN,  "  we  have  both  boon  wrons-." 
Briton  Minor,"  replied  JOHN,  "  blood  is  thicker  than  water." 


Two  hands  were  gripped  as  only  men  of  the  stout  old  Anglo- 
Saxon  race  can  grip. 

"  That 's  right '.  f>  cried  Mr.  Punch,  enthusiastically.  "  There 's 
a  right  that  will  cheer  the  weak  and  terrify  tyrants.  Combined,  my 
lads,  you  may  defy  the  world.  Let 's  liquor  1  " 

And  then  with  hands  firmly  clasped  —  the  Past  remembered 
without  pain,  the  Present  welcomed  without  shame — the  two  kinsmen 
drank  heartily  and  hopefully  to  a  glorious  Future. 
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re  in  express- 
ing his  per  feet  satis  - 
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conduct  and  sol- 
dierly bearing  of 
the  troops  i 
reviewedhy  II. I!. II. 
the  PRINCE  OP 
WALES  in  Hyde 
Park.  The  regular 
in  f  antry  and  cavalry 
were,  of  course,  all 
that  could  be  de- 
sired. The  London 
Militia,  too,  de- 
served the  Field- 
Marshal's  unquali- 
fied commendation. 
It  is  to  be  regretted , 
however,  that  that 
excellent  batallion, 
the  King's  Own 
Royal  Tower  Ham- 
lets Militia  (now 
doing  duty  at  the 
Mobilisation,  Head 
Quarters  of  the  Regiment  at  Cheltenham)  was  not  included  in  the 
field-state.  The  march  past  on  the  1st.  instant,  was  .supposed  to 
include  the  garrison  of  London,  and  that  garrison  cannot  be  con- 
sidered complete  without  the  hereditary  custodians  of  the  Tower. 

Turning  to  the  Volunteers,  FIELD-MARSHAL  PUNCH  can  heartily 
congratulate  them  upon  the  progress  they  have  made  during  the  last 
fifteen  years.  On  the  1st.  instant  Jtheir  steadiness  and  smartness 
suggested  that  they  were  closely  imitating  the  excellent  example  set 
for  them  by  the  Regulars  and  the  Militia-forces,  whose  discipline  is 
maintained  by  a  strict  administration  of  the  Mutiny  Act.  Under 
these  circumstances  'the  Field-Marshal  has  no  hesitation  in  issuing 
the  following  regulations  for  Wimbledon,  in  the  confident  hope 
that  they  will  be  received  with  respect  and  obedience : — 

1.  Volunteers  should  appear  in  uniform.    The  habit  of  wearing  a 
military  tunic  and  a  straw  hat  should  he  discontinued. 

2.  Volunteers  should  salute  their  officers.    The  habit  of  singing 
"  Tummy  make  room  for  your  I'nclf,"  or  any  equally  popular  ditty 
when  passing  a  General,  should  be  discontinued. 

3.  Volunteers  should  be  careful  to  keep  some  uniformity  in  the 

C"  hing  of  their  tents.    JThe  habit  of  decorating  the  canvas  with 
tious  pictures  or  caricatures  of  unpopular  commanders  should 
i>e  discontinued. 

4.  Volunteers  at  all  times  should  maintain  the  strictest  'discipline. 
The  habit  of  regarding  Wimbledon  as  a  free  and  easy  pic-nio  instead 
of  a  military  camp  of  instruction  should  be  discontinued. 

With  these  few  regulations  (which  he  trusts  will  be  accepted  in 
food  part,  and  observed  with  good  heart)  FIELD-MARSHAL  PUNCH 
)ids  the  Volunteers  farewell  for  the  present.    He  trusts  that  they 
will  have  fine  weather,  for  what  he  hopes  will  he  a  useful  holiday. 
By  Order, 

(StgneiT)        TOBY, 
Assistant- Adjutant  General. 


ON  THE  WRONG  SCENT. 

WK  nre  nuth^i  <te  that  the  recent  Alexandra  Collie  Trials 

lave  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  a  late  eminent  ex-eapitalint,  who 
s  still  wanted  by  the  Authorities  of  Scotland  Yard. 


THT  Prntnr  A  LISTS'  MOTTO.— "  Est  Modus  in  Rfhus  "— "  There 
s  a  Medium  in  everything-." 
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PHOTOGRAPHING    THE    FIRST-BORN, 


GUARDIANS  IN  GAOL. 

SUPREME  COURT  OF  APPEAL. 

Sittings  in  Fleet  Street,  before  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH. 
The  Queen  v.  the  Guardians  of  the  Keighley  Union. 

ME.  WIGGINS,  Q.C.,  applied  for  an  order  to  reverse  the  judgment 
of  the  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  in  the  Queen's  Bench,  under  which  the 
Defendants  stood  committed  for  contempt  of  Court,  incurred  by  first 
pretending  to  comply  with  and  then  disobeying  a  mandamus  enjoining 
them  to  perform  the  duty  incumbent  on  them,  which  they  had  long 
neglected,  of  giving  the  proper  directions  to  the  Vaccination  Officer 
to  proceed  against  parents  who  refused  to  have  their  children  vac- 
cinated. The  mandamus  had  been  issued  in  the  other  Court  con- 
sequently upon  conduct  on  the  part  of  the  Defendants  brought 
under  the  notice  of  CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH  some  time  ago. 

The  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  asked  on  what  ground  the  appeal 
against  the  mandate  of  his  learned  Brother  was  »ade. 

MR.  WIGGINS  said  on  that  of  the  extreme  stupidity  of  the  Defen- 
dants, who  could  not  possibly  be  brought  to  understand  that  they 
ought  to  obey  the  law.  A  dialogue,  the  report  ef  which  occupied 
nearly  a  column  of  a  newspaper,  on  this  point  passed  in  Court 
between  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  COCKBURN  and  their  Chairman, 
MR.  MILNEK,  who,  as  the  head,  must  be  supposed  to  have  the  most 
brains  of  them  all — except  a  MR.  SAMUEL  JOHNSON  ;  this  Gentleman 
having  repudiated  his  colleagues'  acts,  and  purged  himself  of 
contempt. 

LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH  said  that  MR.  SAMUEL  JOHNSON  had 
vindicated  his  name 

MR.  WIGGINS  proceeded  to  say  that  the  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  in 
the  Court  below  in  vain  endeavoured  to  make  the  Chairman  of  the 
Keighley  Guardians  comprehend  that  it  wag  their  place  to  execute 
and  not  to  construe  or  correct  the  law.  Their  inability  to  have 
this  simple  idea  beaten  into  their  heads,  he  (Ms.  WIGGINS)  would 
submit  indicated  a  density  of  intellect  which  rendered  them  deserv- 
ing of  pity,  rather  than  punishment. 

His  Lordship,  in  reply  to  the  learned  Counsel,  said  that  the  De- 
fendants' intellects,  if  they  had  any,  were  evidently  dense  indeed. 
No  doubt  they  had  both  acted,  and  refused  to  act,  in  ignorance ;  but 


mere  ignorance  of  the  law  was  no  excuse.  Their  ignorance  was 
sxtreme ;  they  were  as  ignorant  of  Law  as  of  Medicine ;  and,  pro- 
bably, of  everything  else  :  they  showed  crass  ignorance.  But  merely 
wass  ignorance  could  not  absolve  those  who  ought  to  have  known 
better.  He  (LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH)  could  not  interfere  between 
that  ignorance  and  its  consequences.  However  (  he  was  not  sure  that 
the  Keighley  Guardians'  contumacy  was  not  owing  to  a  sadder  defect 
than  that  of  mere  knowledge.  He  recollected  that  they  concluded 
one  of  their  first  Anti- Vaccination  meetings  by  adjourning  to  the 
Madhouse,  and  he  (LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH)  remembered  saying 
at  the  time,  they  ought  to  have  remained  there.  Their  obstinacy  in 
resisting  the  Vaccination  Act  suggested  actual  derangement;  and 
this  all  the  rather  that  they  had  displayed  an  evasion  and  cunninr 
which  were  special  notes  of  insanity.  This,  if  it  were  so,  woul 
render  them  irresponsible  for  their  acts,  but  not  entitle  them  to  be  dis- 
charged from  custody.  People  who  behaved  as  they  had  done,  labour- 
ing under  fixed  ideas  and  delusions,  were  dangerous  lunatics,  who 
required  to  be  looked  after — they  ought  to  be  shut  up,  and  not  let  go 
about.  He  would  take  time  to  consider  his  decision ;  and  Defend- 
ants might  be  inspected  by  a  medical  man,  to  see  if  they  were  crazy. 
In  the  meanwhile,  if  not  incurable,  they  would  perhaps  come  to 
their  senses,  apologise  for  their  misconduct,  undertake  to  repair  it, 
and  so  purge  themselves  of  contempt,  when,  doubtless,  they  woulc 
be  released  on  payment  of  necessary  costs.  Otherwise,  all  he  (LORD 
CHIEF  JUSTICE  PUNCH)  would  be  able  to  do  for  them  would  be  to 
make  an  order  for  their  removal  from  the  County  Prison  to  a  Lunatic 
Asylum,  and  then  the  only  doubt  on  his  (LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICI 
PUNCH'S)  mind  would  be,  whether  the  Institution  to  which  it  woulc 
be  proper  to  send  them  was  a  Refuge  for  the  Insane  or  an  Asylum 
for  Idiots. 


NO  OFFENCE. 

PLTTMSTEAD  has  long  been  the  scene  of  constant  Artillery  practice 
but  last  week  the  neighbourhood  was  also  treated  to  a  "fencing' 
bout  on  a  large  scale. 


QUERY  FOR  GEOGRAPHICAL'BEES.— Should  the  Women  of  Monte 
negro  be  spoken  of  as  Montenegresses  ? 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JULY  15,  1876. 


THE   SPHINX   IS    SILENT. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHTS. 

To  Fresh  Fields  and  Pasture*  m>n-     Sn-king  for  Information — An 
Irish  Arifuaintanee  wanted — On  the  Track. 

ni  Runs  recom- 
ini -ml  me  to  try 
" a  thorough 
change."  By 
means.  My  Aunt, 
who  is  continu- 
ally practising  a 
melancholy  §ong 
•with  u  refrain 
about  being 
"  flung  away  to 
die  "  in  some  out- 
of-the-way  place, 
— a  "  wilder- 
ness," I  think,— 
and  who  has  two 
deaf  Ladies  nnd 
a  NYphew  (sus- 
pected of  having 
fits  when  by  him- 
self) coming  to 
stay  with  her  for 
a  fortnight, 
thinks  it  "  a  pity 
I  should  go  away 
just  now.  "I  don't 
But  where  to  ? 

I  am  still  turning  the  subject  over,  and  am  inclining  towards 
Ireland. 

I  remember  this  heading  to  a  chapter  in  Nicholas  Nii-lMii/, 
"Doubts  and  fears  begin  to  disturb  the  plotter," — or  words  to  that 
effect.  This  is  my  case.  There  is  something  so  remarkably  novel 
in  the  idea  of  my  going  to  Ireland,  that  something,  I  feel  sure,  will 
happen  to  prevent  it. 

It  now  breaks  upon  me  for  the  first  time  that  I  know  nothing  at  all 
about  Ireland.  I  nave  talked  politically  about  Ireland,  I  have  read 
LEVEH,  CKOKER,  8.  C.  HALL,  LOVER, — I  remember  vividly  most  of 
CRUIKSHANK'S  hideous  pictures  in  the  history  of  the  Irish  Rebellion, 
and  I.  have  seen  the  Irish  dramas  by  MESSES.  BOITCICAULT  and 
FALCONER,  which  have  impressed  upon  me  such  characters  as  Danny 
Mniin,  a  jovial  Priest  (who  could  brew  whiskey  punch,  and  make  a 
speech  which  "  brought  down  the  house  "},  another  Priest  who  could 
hit  out  on  occasion,  a  gentlemanly  courteous  Priest,  picturesque 
peasant  girls,  Colleen  Sawns  and  Colleen  Rhus.  and  good-for-nothing, 
self-sacrificing  ne'er-do-wells,  with  a  powerful  affection  for  the '  'oultt 
stock  "and  "  the  Masther,"  and  an  intimate  and  practical  acquaint- 
ance with  shillelaghs,  potheen,  poaching,  and  the  county  gaols. 
I  do  not  believe  that  these  pictures  represent  "  Ireland  as  it  it." 
Kqually  clearly,  it  must  be  the  simplest  thing  possible  to  find 
some  person,  or  persons,  who  do  know  all  about  it.  Among  my 
acquaintance — let  me  see — as  I  think  it  over,  I  remember  several 
Irishmen.  But,  as  I  've  never  known  them  to  be  out  of  England, 
except  when  I  've  met  them  in  Boulogne,  or  in  Germany,  the  question 
arises,  Do  they  know  much  about  their  native  country  ? 
The  man  of  all  others  is,  now  I  think  of  it,  TIM  MAHOUT. 
Note  (in  Memorandum-Book).— Ca&  on  TIM  MAHOHY,  and  ask 
him  about  Ireland. 

TIM  MAHONY'S  address  is  a  difficulty.  Odd !  often  as  1  've  met 
TIM  MAHONY,  and,  long  as  I  've  known  him,  yet  it  now  strikes  me, 
for  the  first  time,  that  I  'vo  never  been  to  TIM'S  own  house,  or 
rooms,  or  whatever  he  has  to  live  in ;  that  I  've  never  dined  with  TIM 

rhere  ;  and  that  whenever  I  have 
somebody  else's 
ariably  been  in  the 
street.  Of  course  I  cannot  waste  my  time  in  walking  about  the 
streets  in  the  hope  of  meeting  TIM  MAHOUT.  Stay  I  I  hare  written 
to  him.  Let  me  see,  at  what  address  Y  Why,  invariably  at  some- 
body else's  address,  and  never  the  same  twice  running.  TIM, 
in  toto,  flashes  across  me  like  a  revelation.  He  is  like  a  social  Will- 
o'-the-Wisp.  I  do  not  think  this  a  very  good  simile,  as  people  do 
not  ask  Will-o'-the-Wisps  to  stay  with  them  for  a  fortnight ;  and 
TIM  is  never  without  an  invitation.  At  least  such  must  be  the  case, 
as  he  apparently  resides  nowhere,  and  lives  everywhere.  If  he  can't 
get  an  invitation  he  must  make  them  himself. 

Because  at  this  moment  I  particularly  want  to  see  him,  he  is  most 
certain  not  to  turn  up.  If  he  did  turn  up  he  would  be  welcome,  for 
days,  at  our  little  out-of-town  cottage — welcome  as  the  flowers 
in  Spring.  If  at  this  moment  TIM  were  not  wanted,  he  would 
appear.  He  is  the  sort  of  man,  of  whom  it  may  be  safely  said, 
that  "  he  is  here  to-day  and  not  gone  to-morrow," — or  the  day  after, 
or  the  day  after  that ;  or,  with  a  little  encouragement,  for  weeks. 


In  fact,  as  to  his  stay,  "  it."  as  the  song  says,  "  may  be  for  years 
and  it  may  bo  for  ever."    Thus.— TIM  will  nnd  himself  with  nothing 
to  do  in  Town.    Time  hangs  heavily  on  his  hands.    It  suddenly 
strikes  him  that  "  he  hasn't  seen  old  BUNOAT  for  years." 
"  Gad ! "  says  TIM  to  himself,  "I'll  go  and  ree  old  DICK  UUKOAY." 
If  I  (or  anybody  else,  for  the  matter  of  that)  am  with  him  at  the 
moment,  he  will  add,  "  You  come,  too.  Come  down  to  old  BUWOAT'S. 
He  '11  be  delighted.1' 

I  object  that  I  do  not  know  BnfoAY,  that  in  point  of  fact  I've 
never  si>oken  to  BUNOAT  in  my  life,  nor  even  seen  him. 

TIM  is  immensely  astonished.  His  manner  expresses  such  im- 
measurable pity  for  me.  as  having  lived  so  long  without  knowing 
lifNOAY,  that  I  am  really  quite  disconcerted. 

"What!"  he  exclaims.  "Not  know  old  BUNOAT.  My  d,.,,- 
fellow,"  he  goes  on  with  great  empresscment,  "  you  must  know  him. 
Come  down  with  mr.  BUNGAT  will  be  only  too  pleased.  Come 
along !  we  '11  take  the  next  train,  and  be  with  him  to  dinner." 

It  still  occurring  to  me  that  BtrffoAT  may  not  view  this  descent 
upon  him  in  the  same  light  as  does  TIM,  I  get  off  for  the  present, 
promising  that  if,  while  TIM  is  staying  ches  BUWGAY,  Tin  will 
induce  him  to  ask  me,  I  will  accept  with  pleasure.  Off  goes  TIM  : 
stops  there  for  three  months,  and  when  he  finds  things  a  little 
monotonous,  I  receive  my  long-promised  invitation  from  TIM  on 
behalf  of  BUNOAT. 

[But  this  is  by  the  way,  only  that  it  is  necessary  in  order  to  under- 
stand TIM  MAHONY,  and  the  difficulty  in  finding  him;  because 
from  BrNOAY's  he  may  have  gone  to  Northumberland  to  see  his 
friend,  Old  SHORTMORK  ;  from  SHORTMORE'S  to  Devonshire ;  and 
from  Devonshire  to  Brighton,  to  stay  with  some  one  who  has 
been  asking  him  so  often  that  he 's  "  quite  ashamed  of  himself,"  he 
says,  on  arriving,  "  for  not  having  been  to  see  him  before."] 

Well,  I  am  supposing  TIM  saying  to  himself,  "I'll  go  and  see 
old  DICK  BinfOAY."  He  is  off  at  once,  to  the  waiting-room  of  a 
station  ("  most  convenient  place  a  waiting-room,"  says  TIM,  naively), 
where  he  has  left  his  portmanteau,  bag,  hat-box,  and.  greatcoat ;  then 
he  obtains  the  correct  time  of  the  train's  starting,  ana  in  another  two 
hours  he  is  marching  up  the  well-kept  drive  leading  to  the  front 
door  of  Bunjray  Hall ;  and  the  Ladies  of  the  house  (who  are  un- 
acquainted with  TIM,  and  who  therefore  have  a  rich  and  unexpected 
treat  in  store  for  them),  sitting  in  the  drawing-room,  wonder  who 
on  earth  their  visitor  can  be  at  this  hour,  when  DICK  BUNGAY,  fresh 
from  the  river — the  fish  and  himself  being  but  just  arrived  from  the 
same  place — slaps  one  hand  down  on  the  other  as  he  exclaims,  "  Why, 
hang  me,  if  it  isn't  TIM  MAHONY!  "  .j^mai*. 

"DICK,  old  boy,"  cries  TIM,  heartily,  "  how  are  you  P" 
Thereupon  TIM  shakes  hands  most  warmly  with  DICK  BCSOAT, — 
with  a  warmth  indeed  which  communicates  itself  at  once  to  DICK 
BrNOAY,  who  expresses  himself  immensely  pleased  at  seeing  him: 
in  a  few  minutes  more  he  is  glowing  with  hearty  hospitality,  and 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  is  ablaze  with  open-house  generosity. 
MRS.  BUNQAY  receives  TIM  under  the  impression  that  her  husband 
has  asked  him,  and  forgotten  to  mention  it.  And  her  guests,  the 
three  MISSES  GLENTILTER,  are  also  delighted,  for  there 's  a  chance  of 
a  little  excitement,  and  flirtation  for  one  at  a  time  at  least. 

Then  TIM  sets  to  work  to  praise  everything,  and  to  please  every- 
body ;  putting  them  at  once  at  their  ease,  as  if  they  had  come 
suddenly  to  At*  house,  not  he  to  theirs,  saying,  as  plain  as  actions 
can  speak,  "  Make  yourselves  at  home  now  I  m  here  ;  don't  mind 
me  "—and  then  he  will  playfully  remind  "  Old  DICK  "  of  that  won- 
derful claret  he  has  in  the  cellar,  and  which  he  must  have  up.  And 
Old  DICK  remembers  that  when  they  last  met,  he  had  mentioned 
such  a  claret  to  him,  and  wonders  which  it  was.  A  regret  passes 
across  his  mind  that  he  hasn't  called,  at  his  Grocer's  in  the  nearest 
county  town,  so  as  to  provide  for  TIM'S  unforeseen 'visit,— for,  at  lie 
first  flush,  TIM  will  be  enthusiastic  about  everything,  even  to  prais- 
ing the  Grocer's  "sound  dinner  claret  at  13s.  a  dozen."  But  the 
second  evening  TIM  will  frown,  shake  his  head,  and  hint  that  "  This 
is  not  the  same  we  had  last  night."  At  the  third  dinner  he  will 
insist  on  having  the  best  out.  and  will  be  satisfied  with  nothing  but 
the  best,  even  if  he  goes  down  with  his  host,  under  pretence  of 
admiring  the  "  first-rate  cellar,"  and  fetching  it  up  himself. 

Then  BUNGAY  hopes,  and  MRS.  BUNGAY  hopes,  and  the  GLHT- 
TILTERS  hope,  that  Tnt  will  be  able  to  stay  a  few  days  now  he  f» 
there,  which  being  exactly  the  object  TIM  has  had  in  view  all  along, 
he  at  once  protests  that  "alas!  being  so  very  busy  just  now  in 
town  " — this  TIM  always  says  when  he  is  miles  away  from  London, 
"is  exactly  what,  he  regrets  to  say,  he  can  not  do."  '  Don't  ask 
me,"  he  says,  putting  out  his  open  palm  as  if  to  shut  out  a  strong 
temptation.  "Don't  ask  me,  DICK  old  boy,  for  I  must  be  back 
to-night.  I  've  promised  LADY  AOTRACHAS— yon  know  the  ASTRA- 
CHANS" — DICK  BUNGAY  nods,  and  his  wife  wonders  where  her 
husband  could  have  met  them,  but  is  unwilling  to  show  ignorance 
before  the  GLENTILTERS — "I've  promised  Old  ASTHACHAX  to,  be 
back  for  his  Dumb  Crambo  party  to-night — at  least."  he  adds,.to 
leave  a  loophole  for  his  hosts  to  press  their  invitation,  I  said,  if  I 'm 
not  with  yon  by  nine-thirty,  don't  expect  me." 
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THE    ROLL-CALL. 

Sergeant.   "  ALISTER  McALiSTEK  ! "  Answer.   "HAMISHO!" 

:l  PETER  McKAY  !"  Answer.  "HAMISHO!" 

Sergeant  (with  a  Sniff).  "  UGH  1 


Sergeant.  "  DONAI.'  McBEAN  ! "  Answer.  "HAMISHO!" 

Sergeant.  "  JOHN  SMITH  !"  Answer.   "HERE,  Sin!" 

'  ENGLISH  POCK-PUDDING  '  "  ! ! 


"  Then,"  says  BUNGAY,  cleverly,  "  if  you  're  not  there  they  won't 
expect  you.  Better  stay  here  with  us."  He  puts  it  cordially,  with, 
however,  a  still  lurking  regret  that  he  hasn't  a  supply  of  the  Grocer's 
at  13s.  a  doz. 

"No,"  replies  TIM,  who  has  no  more  idea  of  moving  from  his 


—I— can't." 

"  You  must  manage  it  somehow,"  insists  Drcx  BUNGAY,  becoming 
proportionately  more  eager  for  Tm  to  stay,  as  he  hears  that  he  is  in 
such  demand  elsewhere. 

'  If  I  telegraphed,"  says  TIM,  doubtfully,  "I  might.  But,"  he 
considers,  then  he  goes  on  in  a  feeling  tone,  "  you  see,  I  'tn  staying 
with  my  Grandmother  at  Stringham.  in  Hampshire,  and,  if  I  'm  not 
in  by  midnight,  she  gets  so  uneasy." 

Everybody  is  silent,  out  of  respect  to  TIM'S  feelings,  and  out  of 
sympathy  with  his  Grandmother  at  Stringham.  Everybody  is  more 
or  less  depressed :  DICK  BUNGAY  most  of  all.  So  down  is  he  in  fact. 
that  it  is  on  his  lips  to  say,  with  genuine  heartiness,  "  Well,  send 
for  the  old  girl  and  bring  her  down  here.  Why  not?"  But  he  does 
not  say  this,  lest  it  should  savour  of  disrespect  to  TIM  MAHONY'S 
aged  relative. 

TIM  brightens  up.  He  sees  a  way.  He  has  the  will— plenty  of  it, 
and  sees  the  way.  He  '11  telegraph  to  the  ASTBACHANS  and  to  his 
Grandmother;  to  the  first  to  say  that  he  "  Can'tbeupfor  Crambo:" 
to  the  second  to  say,  "  Shan't  be  back  to-night.  Am  staying  at 
BUNGAY'S.  Don't  be  alarmed  if  not  back  for  a  day  or  two." 

"  I  'd  better  word  it  like  that,"  says  TIM,  knowingly,  to  BUNGAY, 
"  and  then  she  won't  be  at  all  nervous." 

BUNGAY  agrees  with  him.  and  trusts  he  '11  stay  a  week  or  a  fort- 
night, mentally  resolving  that  his  stable-help  shall  take  a  cart  over 
to  Slocomb  and.  do  business  with  the  Grocer. 

TIM  thanks  him  heartily,  but  doesn't  think  he  '11  be  able  to  stay 
quite  so  long  as  that.  "  However,"  he  says,  so  as  not  to  throw  too 
great  a  damper  on  his  host,  "  I'll  see  what  I  can  do." 

"  It's  lucky,"  says  TIM  presently  to  his  old  friend,  DICK  BUNGAY, 


"  it 's  precious  lucky  that  I  brought  down  my  portmanteau  and  bag. 
I  had  two  minds  about  it,"  says  he,  "but  I  thought  you'd  over- 


ye 

had  some  time  back?"  And  he  gives  Old  DICK  a  dig  in  the  ribs, 
and  a  hearty  slap  on  the  back,  conveying  to  BUNGAY,  in  a  delicate 
way,  the  sort  of  treatment  he  (BUNGAY)  might  expect  from  him  (TiM 
MAHONY),  if  their  positions  were  reversed  as  host  and  guest. 

"  That  's  what  I  like  about  you,"  says  TIM  to  Old  DICK  BUNGAY, 
confidentially.  "  You 're  a  real  hospitable  old  boy !  No  formalities, 
no  long  invitations,  no  fixing  dates.  No,  here  I  am,  rough  and 
ready,  and  you  take  me  as  you  find  me." 

"  Exactly,"  replies  Old  DICK,  feeling  that  TIM  has  found  him,  but, 
all  the  same,  immensely  pleased  with  himself  in  the  character  of  a 
fine  old  English  Gentleman,  keeping  open  house  and  welcoming  a 
hundred  TIM  MAHONYS. 

All  this  flashes  across  my  mind  about  TIM,  and  so,  when  I  want 
to  know  something  about  Ireland  (as  I  dp  at  this  present  moment),  I 
think  where  I  can  get  hold  of  TIM,  and  it  occurs  to  me  as  a 

Happy  Thounht. — Wire  to  DICK  BUNGAY,  Bungay  Hall,  and  ask 
where  is  TIM  MAHONY.  Address  wanted  immediately.  I  do  so,  and 
await  answer. 

On  Seeing  the  Poor  Children  at  Play  in  the  Temple 
Gardens. 

KNIGHTS  of  the  "Winged  Horse !  with  joy  we  greet 
The  little  children  rescued  from  the  street : 
Beneath  the  Horse  with  feet  what  peril  springs ! 
They  play  in  peace  beneath  the  Horse  with  wings. 

Knights  of  the  Lamb  and  Flag !  with  winning  tones 
Tempt  the  small  sporters  from  the  hard,  hot  stones  : 
Change  not  your  crest — but,  mid  your  proudest  brags, 
Be  this — to  have  drawn  the  lambs  from  off  the  flags  ! 
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"ON    HOSPITABLE    THOUGHTS    INTENT." 

Mr. .  "  DON'T  YOU  THINK,  LOVE,  THAT  YOU  'D  BETTER  GIVE  THEM  A  LONGER  INVITA* 

TION  THAN  A  WEEK  ?  " 

Mrs.  •.  "  Mr  LOVE  !    Tuzr'o  ALL  const" 


YOUTH  AND  AGE. 

(<>n  thf  Centennial  Anniversary  of  American 
Independence. ) 

"  We  hare  to  confess  that  England  is  old  and 
the  United  States  young." — Tiinet. 

PUNCH  sees  no  harm  in  that  confession. 

Age  is  a  thing  comparative : 
In  History's  immense  procession 

Some  realms  than  others  longer  live. 
What  diagnosis  marks  the  time 
When  any  State  is  in  its  prime  ? 

America  is  young,  no" doubt. 

And   keeps   her   hundredth   birthday 

merrily  : 
Her  cannon  roar ;  her  speakers  spout ; 

Her  toasts  and  sentiments  ring  cheerily ; 
And  how  tall  talk  in  fyttes  has  flowed 
In  BAYARD  TAYLOR'S  long-drawn  Ode  ! 

Hail  we  the  democratic  Maid 

Self-crowned  with  Freedom's  deathless 

laurel : 
Nor  her  large  Liberty  upbraid, 

Because  its  winning  cost  a  quarrel. 
Prosperity  and  social  nealth 
To  the  colossal  Commonwealth ! 

Yet  is  Old  England  quite  so  9ld 
As  the  Chronologer  maintains, 

Whose  oldest,  noblest  blood  is  rolled 
Through  the  wide  Union's  youthful 
veins  ? 

In  all  things  good,  beneath  the  sun, 

JOHN  BULL  and  JONATHAN  are  one. 

Long  centuries  of  stately  life 
Are  England's  birthday  gift  to  her : 

Columbia's  youth,  with  vigour  rife, 
Is  felt  in  England's  heart  astir. 

In  Young  America's  Centennial 

.Old  England  feels  herself  perennial. 


A  Leg  to  Stand  On. 

SUBSCRIPTIONS  are  being  raised  for  the 
benefit  of  the  newly-elected  Professor  of 
Chinese'at  Oxford — DR.  LEGGE.  It  is  satis- 
factory to  think  that  the  Celestial  language 
and  literature  have  at  last  got  one  LEGGE  at 
all  events,  if  not  as  yet  a  firm  footing,  in 
Oxford. 


SIR  SALAR'S  ODD  OFFERING. 

THK  $/<iiiil«ril  has  the  following  curious  piece  of  news  in  its 
Court  Circular  of  a  few  days  ago  :— 

"Sm  SALAR  JUNO  was  presented  to  the  QCBEN  by  the  MAKO.UIS  OF 
SALISBURY,  and  offered  his  Mnggtir  as  a  token  of  allegiance,  which  HER 
MAJESTY  touched  and  returned." 

SHAKSPEARE'S  Hindustani  Dictionary  gives  "Muggur"  as  the 
Hindu  for  an  alligator.  Why  the  Indian  Statesman  should  have 
chosen  this  offensive  and  voracious  animal  as  a  token  of  his 
allegiance  we  cannot  conceive — unless  he  meant  it  as  a  delicate  way 
of  conveying  that  his  loyalty  was  ready  to  swallow  anything.  How 
ever  did  he  manage  to  bring  it  alive  from  the  banks  of  the  Godaveri 
to  Windsor  Castle — to  say  nothing  of  the  shorter  railway  transit 
from  Paddington  ?  We  presume  it  was  not  a  stuffed  specimen  that 
SIR  SALAR  presented  to  HKH  MAJESTY.  All  this  will, let  us  hope,  be 
explained  in  the  "  Journal "  which  is  pretty  sure  to  see  the  light  on 
SIR  SAI.AR  JUNO'S  return  to  Hyderabad. 

IIi:u  AI.UKSTY  "touched  and  returned"  this  choice  "token." 
Would  it  not  have  been  better  taste  on  the  part  of  Her  Majesty's 
advisers  if  they  had  suggested  that  she  should  retain  it,  as  the 
nucleus  of  a  Windsor  collection  of  Indian  reptiles,  in  rivalry  to  the 
zoological  establishment  recently  set  up  by  H.R.H  at  the  Regent's 
Park  for  the  present,  with  a  view  to  Sandringham  in  the  future. 
Room  might  surely  have  been  found  about  the  Castle  for  a  tank, 
where  SIR  SALAK  JUNG'S  "Muggur"  might  have  been  bestowed; 
or,  if  HER  MAJESTY  did  not  desire  to  retain  so  ugly  a  creature  in  her 
own  neighbourhood,  a  habitation  could  have  been  found  for  it  in  one 
of  the  many  opposition  Aquaria  that  have  lately  come  into  existence. 
In  the  Westminster  Aquarium  it  might  have  given  a  fillip  to  the 


prosperity  of  the  undertaking,  and  a  better  claim  than  it  now  has  to 
the  title'1  Royal." 

Perhaps  HER  MAJESTY  hesitated  to  set  a  precedent  by  accepting 
this  offering.  Some  future  Indian  visitor  might  have  thought  nim- 
self  justified  in  bringing  a  cobra  or  korait  into  the  Royal  Presence ! 
Happy  Thought ! — can  it  have  been  that  the  Standard  has  made 
a  misprint,  and  that  the  "  mnggur "  was  after  all  a  "  nuzzur," 
which  we  find  in  our  Shak spear e  means  "an  offering  made  by  an 
inferior  when  interviewing  a  superior." 

OUR  INTEREST  IN  TURKEY. 

BRITAIN,  Great  Powers,  whilst  you  the  field  leave  clear, 

'Twixt  Turk  and  Slav  will  never  interfere. 

Slain  linn  I  made  safe  beneath  a  neutral  hand, 

We  care  not  if  the  Moslem  fall  or  stand. 

Then,  Christian  Slavs,  for  freedom  stoutly  fight ! 

'Gainst  Turks  and  tyrants  Heaven  defend  the  right ! 

Time  was  when  Moslem's  faith  high  credit  bore  ; 

But  Britons  now  believe  in  Turks  no  more. 

Their  due  per-centage  since  Turks  ceased  to  pay, 

We  've  lost  our  interest  in  the  SULTAN'S  sway. 


Hindoos  and  Heroics. 

A  REMARKABLE  appeal  from  the  High  Court  of  Judicature  at 
Bengal  came  the  other  day  before  the  Judicial  Committee  of  the 
Privy  Council— the  case  of— 

"  Ram  Coomar  Coondot  v.  Chunder  Canto  Mookerjee." 
The  point  of  interest  for  the  Public  to   be    noted  in   connection 
with  this  suit  is,  that  its  heading  reads  like  a  hexameter  verse. 
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WAITING    FOR    THE    ROYAL    COMMISSION. 

STRANGE   MARINE   GROWTH,    THE    RESULT    OF    ADMIRALTY    DRY-ROT. 

"An  old  subaltem  in  a  military  vegetable,  without  /eal  as  without  hope." 

NAPIER'S  Peninsular  War. 


MR.  NEWFANGLE'S  NOTIONS. 

MR.  NEWFANOLE,  who  has  choice  rooms  in  Hit.  HAX- 
KKY'SI  now  mansion,  whose  chief  book  is  his  betting-book, 
who  drives  a  neat  cabriolet  to  the  Stock  Exchange  daily, 
and  talks  familiarly  of  ROTHSCHILDS  and  BARINGS,  is 
decidedly  amused  by  Ma.  OLDFANOLE'S  opinions. 

"Quotes  MILTON,  ch?  Never  met  with  any  fellow 
who  had  read  him.  Why  cun't  he  go  to  BYRON  for 
wisdom  ? 

"  '  So,  for  a  good  old-gentlemanly  vice, 
I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice.' 

That 's  common  sense.    Money  lasts.    You  can't  say  that 
of  anything  else. 

"  Fancy  life  being  long  enough  to  out  quill  pens.  My 
Secretary  docs  all  my  letters  with  that  printing  thing 
that  some  Jew  must  have  invented,  for  its  name  looks 
like  Hebrew.*  Saves  time,  and  is  deuced  easy  to  read. 
Dare  say  the  old  fogy  writes  a  plaguy  bad  hand,  with 
all  his  brag  about  quil'l  pens. 

"  '  A  canzonet  to  a  lady!'  Much  better  send  her  a 
diamond  bracelet,  if  you  think  she's  worth  it.  If  not, 
try  her  with  pastes.  '  A  cartel  to  an  enemy.'  Bring 
your  action  for  libel,  old  boy:  it's  a  safe  thing :  juries 
always  give  damages  now-a-days.  And  as  to  all  that 
rubbish  about  crests  and  mottoes,  it  is  sheer  nonsense. 
Any  fellow  can  choose  his  own — and  his  own  ancestors, 
too,  for  that  matter.  I  've  no  doubt  there  was  a  NEW- 
I'ANOLE  who  came  in  with  the  Conqueror ;  but  what 's 
that  to  me?  I  came,  saw,  and  conquered  the  Stock 
Exchange  and  Tattersall's.  That  expression  is  not  my 
own  :  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT'S,  I  think. 

"I'm  all  for  maintaining  Turkey  and  Egypt.  What 
should  we  do  without  them  in  the  City  ?  Many 's  the  20 
per  cent,  transaction  I  've  had  in  their  bonds,  for  people 
who  never  have  any  money  are  always  willing  to  pay  a 
long  price  for  a  little.  Finance  is  the  basis  of  foreign 
politics,  I  say — and  nobody  can  understand  Finance 
without  going  on  the  Stock  Exchange." 

This  long  speech,  made  just  after  breakfast,  the  young 
Gentleman  washed  down  with  a  tumbler  of  iced  cham- 
pagne ;  then  ordered  liis  cab,  and  drove  radiantly  to  the 
City. 

*  This  may  mean  "  papyrojfraph." 


CHLOE,  M.D.,  ON  MR.  COWPER-TEMPLE'S  BILL. 

THE  Medical  Maidens,  dear  Punch,  are  by  no  means  desirous  to 

learn 

At  Paris,  Berlin,  or  Vienna,  at  Leipsic  or  Zurich  or  Berne  ; 
They  want  to  be  taught  by  the  Doctors  of  England,  and  carve  their 

way  through 
Vivisection,  and  all  sections  else,  that  to  reach  M.D.  must  be  cut 

through. 

They  would  not  aspire  to  the'ppwer  of  the  mighty  Physician  who  sees 
In  the  movement  or  glance  of  a  patient  the  signs  of  the  hidden 

disease : 
Nor  dare  hope  to  rival  the  Surgeon,  who  needs,  that  his  work  may  be 

done, 
Lion's  heart,  Eagle's  eye,  Lady's  hand — must  havo  Manhood  and 

Genius  in  one. 

And  though  there  are  small  operations  no  Lady  is  likely  to  dread, 
Yet  they  feel  no  particular  wish  to  cut  off  Mil.  WHEELHOUSE'S 

head.* 
But  many 's  the  sick-room  we  see — ere  it  comes  to  the  battle  with 

Death, 
Where  Genius  is  needed  to  rouse  to  life's  flame  a  last  flicker  of 

breath— 
Where  a  woman-physician  might  aid.    She  that  once  at  blood's 

flowing  had  swooned, 
With  the  deftness  of  feminine  fingers  might  tenderly  bandage  a 

wound. 
As  to  healing  our  own  sex,  of  course  we  are  game  to  do  that  much ; 

but  then, 
Few  women  have  much  faith  in  women  :  they  'd  rather  be  doctored 

by  men. 
So  do  you,  Mr.  Punch,  to  LORD  SANDON  (he  's  charmingly  clever) 

give  orders 
To    take    up    in  earnest,   this    Session,   that  Bill  of  the  learned 

Recorder's : 

*  MK.  WHEELHOVSE  said— "A  woman  might,  no  doubt,  safely  administer 
a  camomile  pill  or  a  dose  of  salts  and  senna ;  but  as  for  a  surgical  operation, 
he  would  sooner  allow  her  to  cut  off  his  head  than  to  cut  off  his  leg." 


If  you  will,  on  the  word  of  a  Lady,  I  '11  cure  you,  without  any  fee, 
0  f  any  slight  ailment  that  ever  may  trouble  you. 

CHLOE,  M.D. 

(Mr.  Punch  always  goes  to  Judy.  M.D.,  for  slight  ailments.  Miss 
CHLOE  seems  a  good  deal  more  modest  in  her  demands  than  most  of 
the  agitators  on  her  side  of  the  question.  If  the  Medical  Council 
and  other  leading  medical  bodies  could  see  a  way  by  which  women 
might  obtain  a  separate  medical  education,  without  overtaxing  the 
staff  of  the  Medical  Schools,  and  afterwards,  on  passing  the  needful 
examinations,  be  admitted  to  practise,  within  the  conditions  of  their 
sex  and  the  limits  of  their  powers,  the  question  which  has  been 
fought  with  such  needless  bitterness  might  be  solved  to  the  public 
advantage,  and  with  no  violation  of  decency  or  propriety  on  the 
part  of  the  Ladies  who  aspire  to  the  degree  of  Medteinef  Diictn'jc.) 


Horse  and  Foot. 

THERE  are  many  persons  far  North  'who  are  likely  to  see  a 
remarkable  discrepancy  in  the  newspaper  announcement  subjoined 
respecting-- 

"THE  VOLUNTEER  REVIEW.— It  should  have  been  stated  that  the  Brigade 
of  Guards  at  the  Ueview  on  Saturday  was  commanded  by  COLONEL  DE  HORSEY 
(if  the  Grenadier  Guards." 

We  shall  probably  hear  from  numerous  friends  beyond  the  Tweed 
that  they  wonder  that  the  Grenadier  Guards,  being  a  foot  regiment, 
has  a  Colonel  who,  as  far  as  his  name  points,  ought  to  belong  to  the 
Cavalry.  

ADVICE  TO  THOSE  WHO  ACCEPT  DRAFTS  UPON  BANKERS  FROM  THE 
RECKLESS  AMI  IMPECUNIOUS. — "Don't  count  your  cheques  until 
they  are  cashed."  

THE  BEST  SCHOOL  OF  COOKERY.— The  Office  of  a  City  Accountant. 
THE  SORT  OF  EAIN  VIVISECTIONISTS  WANT.— Cats  and  Dogs. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


ARLIAIIENTARY  Question  as  to  Press-reported  horrors  of  Christians 
massacred,  imprisoned,  and  outraged  IB  Bulgaria,  met  LLonls, 
Monday,  July  10}  by  LOBD  DERBY'S  cooling  answer.  SIR  HENBY 
ELLIOT  has  been  written  to.  Time  has  not  yet  elapsed  for  his 
answer.  LOKD  DEHBY  has  telegraphed  to  SIK  RENBY  to  communi- 
cate what  he  knows  on  the  subject  with  the  least  possible  delay. 
But  other  official  information  does  not  confirm  to  anything  like  the  lull 
extent  the  appalling  statements  in  the  Daily  Netc$.  That  is  a 
comfort,  as  tar  as  it  goes.  But  if  the  Press  statements  on  such 
subjects  must  usually  be  taken  "  with  a  grain  of  salt,  a  grain  of 
pepper  is  too  often  wanted  for  the  ofhcial  statements  and  the  un- 
official statements  that  reach  Officials. 

(Commons.)—  MB.  DISRAELI  (in  answer  to  MB.  BBUCE)IS  unable  to 
rix  a  day  for  the  discussion  of  affairs  in  Bosnia  and  Herzegovina, 
and  when  the  day  does  come,  thinks  the  Leader  of  Her  Majesty  s 
Opposition  the  right  person  to  raise  the  discussion. 

The  Papers  on  the  Eastern  Question  may  be  looked  for,  Punch  is 
glad  to  learn,  at  the  beginning  of  next  week. 

MB.  DISRAELI,  like  LORD  DERBY  in  another  place,  administered 
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TRANSPORT. 

Curate  (reproachfully'}.    "  AND  I'M  AFRAID  YOU'VE  TAKEN  MORB  BEER  TO- 
NIGHT THAU  IS  GOOD  FOR  YOU,    GlLES." 

Inebriated  Rustic.   "  SURE-LY,  SIR,  I  DARE  SAYE  I  COULD  A'  CARRIED  IT  HOM' 
EASIER  IN  A  JAR  ! " 


the  official  cold  douche  to  ME.  FOESTER,  who  had  questioned  him  as  to  the 
reported  atrocities  in  Bulgaria. 

The  PREMIER'S  answer  was  not  in  good  taste.  It  is  unbecoming  the  Head 
of  Her  Majesty's  Government  to  get  a  laugh  out  of  the  extent  of  prison  accom- 
modation m  Bulgaria,  or  the  Bashi-Bazouks'  habits  of  throat-cutting.  From 
our  Consuls  at  Ragusa,  Cettigne,  and  Belgrade,  and  even  at  Phillipopolis  and 
Adrianople,  the  Government  may  have  received  "no  accounts  in  which  these 
details  are  mentioned,"  and  yet  the  details  may  be  in  the  main  true.  It  seems 
strange  that  the  Daily  Neivs  s  "Own  Correspondent"  should  be  so  much  more 
fully  informed  than  our  own  Government's !  But  all  England  must  wish,  with 
Punch,  that  the  most  cold-drawn  account  may  prove  the  truest. 

Great  fight  on  going  into  Committee  on  Education  Bill  between  the  Secularists 
and  Nonconformists,  under  the  lead  of  MR.  RICHARD,  and  the  supporters  of  the 
Government  Bill  of  all  shades  of  moderate  opinion. 

Mu.  RICHARD,  under  cover  of  his  Amendment  declaring  compulsion  unjust  till 
all  elementary  schools  are  under  public  management,  moved  up  his  big  guns, 
double-shotted  with  all  the  grievances  of  the  Nonconformists,  social  and  theo- 
logical, as  well  as  educational.  Briskly  answered  by  the  batteries  of  HUBBARD, 
(iiiuiNi:,  PAHKT,  H.U.I,,  COWPER-TEMPLE,  and  GENERAL  THE  MARQUIS  OK 
HARTTNGTON,  against  the  cross-fire  of  JENKINS,  MORLKY,  MACAKTHUR,  MUNDELLA, 
and  WADDY,  the  Nonconformist  artillery  was  finally  silenced,  and  victory 
declared  for  the  Government  by  a  decisive  division  of  317  to  99. 

With  a  conscience-clause  to  protect  the  Nonconformists,  and  with  MR. 
FOKSTER'S  Amendment  enforcing  a  report  to  the  Educational  Department  of  all 
eases  of  its  infringement,  Punch  cannot  but  think  the  religious  difficulty — so  far 
as  it  is  not  political — fairly  provided  for  ;  and  is  compelled  to  believe  that  the 
division  represents  the  opinion  of  the  country,  as  at  present  advised.  As  national 
and  not  denominational  representative  of  the  British  Public,  he  docs  not  feel 
called  upon  to  find  fault  with  it. 

Tuesday  (Lords). — Second  Reading  of  Poor  Law  Amendment  Bill, — a  more 
useful  than  showy  measure,  giving  much  needed  powers  for  the  cutting  and 
carving  of  Unions,  and  bringing  us  a  long  step  nearer  the  end  of  settlement,  by 
making  paupers  irrempveabje  after  three  years'  residence. 

(Commons.) — Morning  Sitting.  In  Committee  on  Education  Bill.  LORD 
SANDON  shrinks  from  making  education  between  five  and  ten  compulsory,  but 


does  not  shrink  from  prohibiting  the  employment  of 
children  between  ten  and  fourteen,  unless  they  pass  the 
gate  of  the  three  R's,  or  can  prove  five  years  continuous 
school  attendances  of  250  days  a  year.  In  other  words, 
if  parents  have  failed  in  educating  their  children  under 
ten,  the  children  shall  be  debarred  from  earning  a  liveli- 
hood between  ten  and  fourteen ! 

This  is  punishing  the  children  for  the  parents'  laches 
with  a  vengeance.  Common  sense  says  No  to  such  an 
unreasonable  and  unworkable  proposition.  LORD  F. 
CAVENDISH  has  mitigated  its  absurdity  by  his  amend- 
ment— which  the  Government  has  had  the  sense  to  accept 
— exempting  from  the  prohibition  half-timers  under  the 
Factory  Acts  or  children  in  necessary  and  beneficial 
employment  attending  school  under  the  bye-laws  of  a 
local  authority. 

In  the  Evening  Sitting  LORD  F.  HERVEY  moved  the 
expediency  of  legislating  for  the  improvement  of  the 
Law  as  to  the  qualifications  and  appointment  of  Coroners, 
and  the  conduct  of  Inquests.  "  Crowner's  'Quest  Law" 
has  been  a  subject  of  ridicule  since  the  Grave-digger  in 
Hamlet  gave  his  famous  illustration  of  it.  It  has 
received  many  a  striking  illustration  since.  But  the 
last  straw  that  broke  the  Crowner's  back  has  been  laid  on 
by  a  recent  miscarriage  of  justice  in  a  Crowner's  hands 
which  will  occur  to  all  minds,  though  LORD  F.  HERTEY 
thought  it  better  not  to  mention  it. 

Oh,  the  much  enduring  Conservatism  of  England, 
which  has  preserved  with  little  change  and  less  im- 
provement a  machinery  for  investigating  cases  of  sudden 
death,  invented,  if  tradition  can  be  trusted,  in  the  time  of 
A  i.ri;i:n  THE  GREAT  !  The  first  notice  in  relation  to  the 
Coroner's  office  LOUD  HERVEY  had  found  was  a  case  in 
which  that  wise  monarch  had  hanged  a  Judge  for  treat- 
ing the  verdict  of  a  Coroner's  Inquest  as  conclusive. 

The  indictment  was  in  many  counts,  but  all  may  be 
taken  as  proven.  The  only  question  is,  whether  the 
office  should  be  reformed  or  abolished,  to  make  room  for 
a  new  and  completer  instrument  of  inquiry.  Even  MR. 
READ,  chosen  representative  of  the  stable  bucolic  mind, 
was  for  going  this  length  ;  and  though  MR.  CROSS  would 
retain  the  name,  he  is  ready  to  alter  election,  qualifica- 
tions, and  other  conditions  so  completely  that  the  Coroner's 
office,  after  CROSS  has  sat  upon  it,  promises  to  be  like  the 
Irishman's  knife,  that  was  the  same  knife  after  it  had 
been  fitted  with  a  new  haft  and  new  blades,  or  SIR  JOHN 
CUTLER'S  famous  stockings,  whose  identity  was  insisted 
upon  after  the  original  material  had  disappeared  under 
repeated  darnings. 

Has  a  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  an  ex-officio  place 
in  all  Naval  Messes?  MR.  WARD  HUNT  seems  disposed 
to  assert  such  a  right.  In  the  Naval  Mess  of  to-night  the 
House  was  within  twelve  of  leaving  him.  The  Admiralty 
is  often  accused  of  being  ' '  pound-Foolish,"  but  in  the  ease 
of  CHAPLAIN  PEJTN Y  v.  CAPTAIN  SULLIVAN,  very  effectively 
but  fairly  stated  by  MR.  E.  A.SHLEY,  it  cannot  be  allowed 
the  usual  correlative  merit  of  being  "  penny-wise." 

Why  had  not  MR.  RICHABD  CAPTAIN  SULLIVAN'S  case 
for  use  on  Monday  night,  in  his  summary  of  the  wrongs 
of  the  Nonconformist:'  For  CAPTAIN  SULLIVAN  is 
a  Nonconformist  Captain,  on  whom  the  Admiralty 
had  cruelly,  and  no  doubt  of  malice  aforethought, 
quartered  one  PENNY,  the  highest  of  High  Church 
Chaplains.  Pent  up  in  a  ship,  Nonconformity  and 
Higb  Church  must  explode,  as  inevitably  as  hydro- 
gen and  oxygen  in  a  close  vessel  on  passage  of  the 
spark  from  a  Leyden  jar.  And  when  they  did, 
and  the  RKVEREXD  PENNY  had  taken  every  oppor- 
tunity of  showing  that  he  didn't  care  a  farthing  for 
CAPTAIN  SULLIVAN,  and  insisted  on  wearing  crosses 
on  his  stole  (which  the  Captain  characteristically 
complained  of  as  "  not  uniform,")  and  on  chanting, 
and  holding  long  services  in  the  teeth  of  the  Naval 
regulations,  and  in  treading  on  the  Captain's  theo- 
logical corns  in  his  sermons,  the  Admiralty  removed 
the  Captain  from  his  ship,  and  meant  to  remove  the 
Chaplain,  but  didn't— by  an  accident — and  has  since 
refused  the  Captain  a  court-martial,  MB.  WARD  HUNT 
contending  that  though  the  matter  was  serious  enough 
for  dismissal  of  a  Captain,  it  was  altogether  below  the 
dignity  of  a  court-martial.  Yet  it  was  strictly  an  affair 
between  combatant  officers,  a  Captain  on  the  one  side, 
and  an  officer  of  the  Church  Militant  on  the  other. 

The  House  gave  MR.  WARD  HUNT  a  tolerably  intel- 
ligible intimation  of  their  opinions  by  a  division  of  91  to 
103  ;  every  naval  officer  who  spoke  having  spoken  in 
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condemnation  of  the   Admiralty.      If  anything  can  be  trusted  to 
teach  Mil.  WARD  HUNT  "  not  to  do  it  airuin, ''  this  -hould. 

Wtdni'mlny.  Liquor  was  in  the  ascendant.  Had  it  been  a  vote 
for  the  introduction  of  "cups"  into  (lie  House,  I'unrk  would  have 
felt  more  sympathy.  The  Government,  in  spite-  of  the  heart— -tir- 
ring  eloquence  of  the  Major,  has  knocked  under  to  Mit.  SMYTII,  and 
granted  a  Second  Heading  of  his  Bill  for  the  eloping  of  Irish  public- 
houses  on  a  Sunday,  in  aeeiM-duneo  with  the  Hesolution  which  -Mil. 
SMYTH  carried  some  short  •  .  Ml;.  ( 1 1.  UISTOXI:  supported 

ud  Heading1,  on  the  plea  of  legislating  iu  accordance  with 
Irish  ideas.  But  is  this  nil  Irish  ideur  Is  it  not  rather  the  idea  of 
a  certain  minority  of  active  Irish  enthusiasts,  uudcr  knowing 
priestly  inlluenc 

Then  the  Silt  ing-  was  talked  out  on  the  Scotch  Intoxicating  Liquor 
Hill,  for  transferring  the  holding  of  licences  from  those  sinn. 
publicans,  to  the  municipalities  ...  t  , \vns  jilioveA.eectain  jiop 
.'11  the  Swedish    system.      I'l/iu-li    would   gladly   .- 
tried,  though  he  doubts  its  Miccess  in  the  liquorish  land  u> 
Tweed. 

MK.  MAATEN  onpcjuxl  the  BUI  on  the  doubtful  plea  that  drunken- 
ness has  nothing  to  do  witi. 

The  (iovenniient  o|i|n.-.  .!. 
his  way  to  the 

MR.  OUR   Ktt-i.v,,  < 
was  not  a  hit  drunker: 
took  their  drink  in  a  form  t 
way  that  made'  them 


the  Lord  Advocate,  nf  course, 


' 


original  lh< 
England.  1 
them  livel' 


.".laud 


",  J'.n^nsnnu  n  in  a 
it  of  a  sweltering 
c  influenced  to  the 


House,  which  all  this  talk  about  dm 
thirstiest  pitch. 

'Meanwhile  the  Tc<  totall*  rs  were  triumphing  on  pop  and  gingtr 
'•ordial  at  the  Crystal  Palace,  and  Hi:.  Jinn  uiiisox  was  on  tuSSft 
or  lett.ingofl  :i  iicry  oration  against  alcohol,  in  which  the  spirit,  of 
enthuaU  imperfectly  tempered  with  the  cold-w.. 

common-sense.) 

Thursday  (Ltrds).  —  Dies  turn.    Snenee  evaporated  by4n  beat. 
sed,  perhaps,  jiy  the  victory  of  the  Commons 

over  th.    II  u  points. 

(('mi'  -tl.'di--.  fn  'tch  VMMM, 

LUxTUKaud  ANDERSON,  on  tl: 


the  life  of  him,  remember  the  difference),  and  that  CHAPLAIN 
I'PINXY  had  been  in  private  correspondence  wifh  a  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty  during  his  ritualistic  squabble  with  his  Captain.  The  case 
seems  to  grow  more  h'shy  the  more  it  is  looked  into. 

In  Committee  on  Education  Bill,  vain  attempts  at  indirect  com- 
pulsion. Little  Hodges  and  Gileses  are  to  be  excused  from  school 
for  six  weeks  for  hopping  and  harvest  work,  and  other  light  and  airy 
agricultural  employments,  where  time  is,  as  the  lawyers  say,  "  of 
the  essence"  of  the  crop. 


POSIES  FOR  THE  POOB. 

THE  DUKE  and  DUCHBSS  OF  WKSTMIXSTEB  might  find  something 
else  to  do  with  their  wealth  than  distributing  any  of  it  among  suc- 
cessful competitors  in  a  Children's  Flower-Show,  like  that  held  in 
the  Gardens  of  Grosvenor  House  the  other  Monday  afternoon,  when, 
in  a  tent  on  the  lawn,  between  thirty  and  forty  little  florists,  the 
eldest  aged  only  fifteen,  received  prizes  in  money  from  the  hands  of 
the  Duchess  herself,  with  the  not  unnecessary  admonition  "to  be 
sure  and  not  lose  it."  It  would  be  quite  possible  for  their  Graces — 
as  MR.  GLADSTONE,  seconding  a  vote  of  thanks  to  them  moved  by 
LORD  SiTAi'TESHPKY,  observed— "  to  shut  their  eyes  to  the  wants 
around  them,  to  shut  their  ears  to  the  cries  for  help,  and  to  live  for 
themselves  alone." 

But  every  one  to  his  liking,  and  if  persons  of  rank  and  riches 
derive  any  gratification  from  contributing  to  the  happiness  of  others, 
great  or  small,  why  they  pay  their  money  for  that  purpose,  and  they 
take  their  choice.    As  the  Kight  Honourable  orator  already  qi: 
pointed  out — 

"  To  go  IKU  k  in  our  history  no  long  time — a  century — we  reached  a  period 
when  every  human  being  wus  in  reach  of  the  country ;  now  every  one  at  this 
time  hail  IM  ailv:mt:ii_-r  nf  purks  ami  squares  ;  but  London  now  covered  »uch 
a  space  Hut  miiiiy  pcrs.ms  were  being  gradually  removed  from  contact  with 
Naton.  The  value  of  it  was  apparent  from  tin-  -\i\\i  wlil-h  it  was 

panned.  In  the  nunufatalMg  m-tricts.  however,  where  for  miles  and  miles 
there  was  no'hing  but  dirt  and  smoke,  and  where  the  products  of  toil  covered 
the  whole  face  of  Nature,  and  changed  the  very  appearance  of  the  people, 
there  w:is  no  opportunity  of  enjoyment  in  parks  and  gardens.  So  much  the 
more  important  was  it  then  that  the  cultivation  of  flowers  should  be  encou- 
raged by  window  and  house  gardens.  The  need  was  in  '  il  the 
opportunity  he  hoped  would  be  improved." 

Another  way  in  which  they  may  lay  out  money  to  the  same  effect 


as  in  providing  poor  people  with  refreshment  for  their  eyes  and 
spirits  in  the  shape  of  window  and  house  gardens,  is  by  subscribing 
libi  rally  to  the  funds  of  the  Common  Hod  >  "  i'  ty  for  legal 

•  ince  to  the  attempts  at  enclosing  common  lands,  mode  by  Ix>rds 
of  Manors  accustomed  to  shut  their  eyes  to  the  wants  around  them, 
and  "  live,"  as  ME.  GLADSTONE  said,  "  for  themselves  alone  "—like 
too  many  gentlemen  of  "  propputty  "  whom  it  were  easy  but  invidious 
to  name. 


OUR    'SQUIRE 


ON    SPORT 


AND    SCIENCE. 


Fox      jllBlJX.il 

OVttl  til' 

t  urnpiJie- 

pate, 

And  the 

aids      did 
'er         him 

And    we    after 
them      at     a 

And  after   him 

.No  higher  pur- 
suit I  know, 
For    pastime 

here  below : 
"For    all    my 
fancy  i  i  - 
upon  NAJWT  ; 
94Btkg,  sing 

The  Fox  went  far,  and  the  Fox  went  fast, 

Till  at  length  the  Fox  went  slow. 
He  ran  himself  out  of  breath  at  last, 

Could  run  no  more,  and  so 

He  turned  him  against  the  foe, 

And  game  to  the  last  did  show. 
And  all  my  fancy  dwells  upon  NANCY  ; 

Yoicks,  sing  Tallyho ! 
We  came  in  at  the  death  with  a  rush,  my  boys. 

The  Fox  at  our  feet  lay  low  ; 
And  we  cut  off  the  F'ox's  brush,  my  boys  ; 

To  the  hounds  did  the  rest  of  him  throw. 

And  they  hauled  him  to  and  fro, 

And  didn't  they  tear  him,  O ! 
And  all  my  fancy  dwells  upon  XAX 
Yoicks,  sing  Tallyho ! 

If  Sport  with  Science  you  compare, 

You  liken  high  to  low. 
I  never  a  tadpole's  tail  would  pare, 

That  wiser  I  might  grow. 

No  knowledge  let  us  owe 

To  an  animal's  grief  and  woe  ! 
But  all  my  fancy  dwells  upon  XASCV, 
Yoicks,  sing  Tallyho ! 

If  fox  or  hare  you  should  com; 

With  brutes  no  runs  that  show, 
A  wrong  you  do  the  former  to. 

That  for  gentleman's  sport  do  grow. 

But  tadpoles  do  not  so, 

Nor  oats  and  dogs,  as  I  know- 
Hence  my  objection  to  Vivisection, 
Yoieis,  sing  Tallyho ! 


Raal  Irish  Pitaties. 

SOMEBODY  sends  Mi-.  Punch  a  Cork  (.'institutional,  with  the  fol- 
lowing advertisement : — 

FOR  SALE,  Six  Acres  of  POTATOES  that  can  spe»k  for  themselves. 
-Apply,  &c. 

We  knew  that  potatoes  had  eyes,  and  so  may  be  presumed  able  to 
see  for  themselves.  But  potatoes  with  tongues  are  a  purely  native 
growth  of  Ireland.  The  existence  of  such  a  variety  of  the  tuber 
only  shows  how  widely  the  gift  of  eloquence  is  diffused  in  the  Green 
Isle.  The  very  pratees  can  talk,  and  should  be  called  "  praters.'' 
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THE    VOICE    OF    THE    CHARMER. 

OFR  SUBURBAN  TENOR  is  THREATENED  WITH  A  RELAXED  THROAT,  AND  MEETS  WITH  MUCH  SYMPATHY  FROM  THE  SEX  HE  is  WONT 

TO  ENTHRAL.      THE  BASS  AND  THE  BARITONE   LOOK   ON"  WITH  MIXED  FEELINGS.       THEIR  TlIROATS  NEVER  GET   RELAXED  (FORTUNATELY  ; 
FOR   IF   THEY  DID,    THEY  WOULD   HAVE   TO   LOOK   AFTEP.  THEMSELVES). 


CAPTAIN  AND  CHAPLAIN. 
(See  Debate  on  MR.  E.  ASHLEY'S  Motion,  July  12<7i.) 

"  D'YE  mind  me,  a  sailor  should  be,  every  inch, 

All  as  one  as  a  piece  of  his  ship, 
And  with  her  brave  the  world,  without  offering  to  flinch, 

From  the  moment  the  anchor 's  a-trip." 
So  chaunted  CHARLES  DrBDiN,  Tyrtams  of  old, 

To  England's  invincible  Navy, 

When  ship's  bread  crawled  with  weevils,  and  flowered  in  blue 
mould, 

And  Mids  ate  their  junk  without  gravy. 
When  at  evens  or  odds  JOHNNT  CBATAirD.as  oft 

Was  licked  as  he  dared  cross  our  track  ; 
When  NELSON  made  heroes,  and  glory  aloft 

For  hard  lines  below  paid  poor  JACK. 

Then  our  beautiful  craft  on  their  white  canvas  wings 

Like  frigate-birds  skimmed  the  wide  ocean ; 
None  would  dream  there  was  harm  in  the  exquisite  things, 

Fair  at  rest  and  still  fairer  in  motion. 
Till  out  spoke  their  broadsides,  and  laid  gun  to  gun, 

Locked  yard-arm  to  yard-arm,  they  'd  show 
British  tars  could  do  aught  British  tars  e'er  had  done, 

And  would  sink  e'er  they  struck  to  a  foe. 
Our  iron-clads  now  all  that  beauty  have  doffed, 

And  like  tea-kettles  smoke,  big  and  black  ; 
No  clean  lines  a-low,  and  no  white  sails  aloft, 

To  ravish  the  eyes  of  Poor  JACK  ! 

Still  JACK  sticks  to  his  Captain,  and  still  says  his  prayers — 
As  men  will,  in  short  heave  of  Death's  grapplin  ; 

Though  little  for  High  Church  and  Low  Church  he  cares, 
High  or  Low  Church,  a  Chaplain 's  a  Chaplain. 

As  a  Captain  his  ship  has  to  sail  and  to  fight, 
So  a  Chaplain  'a  to  preach  and  to  pray  ; 


But  when  Captain  and  Chaplain  get  thwart  hawse  outright, 

Poor  JACK  doesn't  know  what  to  say. 
Whether  Chaplain 's  been  cheeky,  or  Captain  has  scoffed, 

Either  way  the  ship 's  taken  aback  ; 
"  Small  good,  then  the  chaunting,  a-low  or  aloft — 

Not  a  Pennyworth  !  "  grumbles  poor  JACK. 

;  To  rancour  unknown,  to  no  passion  a  slave, 

Nor  unmanly,  nor  mean,  nor  a  railer, 
He 's  gentle  as  mercy,  as  fortitude  brave — 

And  this  is  a  true  English  sailor." 
So  sang  DIBDIN,  and  bard  against  chaplain,  his  strain 

Might  well  teach  the  man-of-war  parson, 
That  to  set  Roman  candles  ablaze  on  the  main, 

Is  sheer  theological  arson. 
When  Captain  and  Chaplain  at  loggerheads  oft 

O'er  the  book  at  each  other  look  black, 
A  Penny  a-low  ain't  a  farthing  aloft 

In  walley  received  by  Poor  JACK. 


Magnificent ! 
Tnrs'from  the  Guardian: — 

A  SITUATION  Wanted  by  a  Nottingham  Man  ;  Age,  Twenty-six  ; 
Height,  5  ft.  10  ins.     Objects  to  cleaning   lady's  maid's  boots.    High 
Church  Family  preferred.    First  footman  five  years.    Address,  &c. 

What  a  chance  for  anyone,  wanting  a  man  who  really  knows 'his 
place !  

A  QUESTION  ANSWERED. 

PUNCH  lately  asked  who  "  among  all  the  quotations  in  all.'the 
Money  Market  and  City  Articles,  ever  met  with  a  line  of  verse." 
Several  Cockney  Correspondents  have  written  to  say,  that  bad  as 
the  state  of  the  Money  Market  has  been  lately,  they  expsct  to  see 
the  quotations  "  vorse  "  yet. 


H 
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SIGNS    OF    THc    TIMES. 

SCENE— The  Steps  of  the  Mars  and  Neptune  Club. 
MAJOH  Pilots,  CAITAINTOGS  (of  the  Pre-Es'tminatiuu  Period). 

\AJOR  PHOGOH.  Yes.  Don't  tee 
how  we  're  to  keep  out  of  the 
row.  Looks  devilish  like  war, 
old  man. 

Captain  Togs.  Awfully. 
By  Jove ! 

Major  Phogys.  Something 
for  us  to  do,  as  well  as  those 
sailor  fellahs  '• 

Captain  Togs.  Shouldn't 
wonder.  Anythingjs  better 
than  Aldershot.— (Pause.)— I 
say,  old  man,  where 's  Servia  ? 
Major  Phoggs.  Eh !  Servia! 
Well,  you  know,  Servia  is  in 
— in  Asia  Minor.  Isn't  it  ? 

('ni>/ a  in  Tin/*.  Somewhere 
near  Turkey,  I  suppose.  <  I. >; 
a  cigarette  '• 

Major  Phoggs.    S'pose    we 
shall  be  sent  on  active  service. 
Captain     Togs.     Gad!     it 
looks  like  it.  Another  Ashan- 
tee  War.    Go  and  pitch  into 
somebody— black  fellows.as  likely  as  not.    Spend  a  lot  of  money, 
and  get  a  medal  for  it.    Horrid  bore ! 
Major  Phoggs.  Always  fighting  blacks  now. 
Captain  Togs.  The  Montenegroes  are  regular  niggers,  ain't  they  ? 
Major  Phoggs.  Sounds  like  it.    If  they're  not  niggers,  they're 
Turks— much  the  same  thing. 

Ciiii/iiiit  Toys.  I  thought  they  were  Russian  slaves,  or  serfs,  or— 
talking  of  Russians — have  you  seen  the  Deuricheff? 

Major  Phnggs.  Too  hot  to  go  to  the  play.  What 's  it  about  ? 
Captain  Togs.  Awfully  good.  There's  a  Russian  Princess.  A 
re-uhi  r  clipper.  By  Jove'!  And  a  pretty  slave  girl— sort  of  Russian 
Octoroon,  you  know— Anna  something,  rather  a  bore,  always  crying ; 
and  a  fellah,  awfully  spooney  on  her,  and  so  is  another  fellah.  And 
that  fellah  gives  her  up  to  the  other  fellah,  and  goes  into  the 
Church— Russian  Church,  you  know,  not  the  English.  I  couldn't 
follow  much  of  the  dialect,  you  know.  Those  confounded  French 
people  talk  so  fast. 

Major  Phoggs.  I  say,  wo  shall  have  to  rub  up  our  French  if  we 
go  to  war.  Eh ! 

Captain  Togs.  By  Jove,  yes.  I  can  translate  a  menoo,  but  I  'm 
hanged  if  I  should  like  to  ask  my  way  of  a  foreigner.  They  're  so 
infernally  stoopid— never  can  understand  a  fellah,  you_know. 

Major  Phoggs.  All  amour  propre — as  they  call  it — old  man. 
Let 's  split  a  whiskey  and  pol.  [Exeunt  from  the  steps,  into  Club. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

I  FIND  TIM  MAHOSY.  He  isn't  at  BUNG  AY'S,  having  just  quitted 
that  hospitable  mansion,  but  I  meet  him  on  the  steps  of  The 
Loungers'  Club.  I  tell  him  he  is  the  very  man  I  want  to  see. 

"  Ah !  "  he  exclaims,  heartily.     "  Come  in !     I  was  just  going  ; 

and"  (looking  at  his  watch)  "I  haven't  more  than yes"  (he 

likes  to  be  exact)  "  I  'vejust  ten  minewts  to  spare.    Come  in ! " 

[I  cannot  help  making  a  note,  which  will  be  useful  in  Typical 
/»nrnts  under  the  head  of  "  P  "  (Pronunciation).    A  Cock- 
ney— in  fact,  most  Englishmen — would  pronounce  "  minutes  "  as 
"  min-nits,"  but  an  Irishman  sets  us  right,  and  gives  the  "  u  "  its 
value  :  ho  says  "  min-nwts." 

Sifbstqitgnt  .\,,/e  (after  miking  this  remark  to  a  Friend], — An 
Englishman  makes  a  distinction  between  "  minutes  of  time,"  which 
he  pronounces  "  min-nits,"  and  "  minutes  of  proceedings  written  in 
a  book,"  whieli  lie  pronounces  "  min-newts."  What  does  an  Irish- 
man do  ?  How  does  an  Irishman  make  the  distinction '-.... 
N.B.—  To  ask  an  Irishman  this  question.  Nothing  like  going  to  the 
fountain-head. 

lltippt/  Thought  (if  tl,t-  ncrasion  rrer  uriifs). — Good  name  for  an 
Inn — The  Foitnliiin-Head.  And  what  an  opportunity  for  effective 
advertisement  -"  Always  go  to  THE  F<HTXTAIX-HEAI>'"  This  idea 
ought  to  be  roistered.  Why  isn't  there  an  Office  for  the  registra- 
tion of  Ideas  ?  Not  only  one  Office,  because  that  would  be  com- 
paratively useless  ;  as,  for  example,  it'  the  Office  were  in  London, 
and  I  were  at  the  Giant's  Causeway,  or  in  the  Hebrides,  and  sud- 
denly had  an  idea  which  I  wanted  to  register  stir  le  champ,  it  would 
be  an  absurd  expense  to  have  to  come  up  to  London  merely  to 
register  the  one  idea.  No;  rrfry  Pmt-Ojfk*  nhon/i/  he  rmp 
by  Act  of  Ptirlinmcnt  to  />/•  also  an  Idea!  Registration  Office. 


Think  this  out,  and  make  it  a  condition  of  my  giving  my  vote 
at  the  next  Election  that  my  candidate  shall  pledge  himself  to 
do  his  best  to  bring  in  an  Ideal  Registration  Office  Bill.  Or  why 
not  go  in  for  Parliament  myself  with  this  idea,  and  make  it  a  party 
cryf] 

TIM  M  UIONY,  who  has  been  speaking  to  a  couple  of  friends  of  his 
in  the  <.'luh  while  I  have  been  making  this  note  m  the  porch,  turns 
to  me,  and  says,  "Let  me  introduce  you  to  JACK  BOWLER,  my 
cousin.  You  've  often  heard  me  mention  him  to  you." 

I  bow,  and  smile  politely.  This  is  intended  to  give  them  to 
understand  that  I  have  so  frequently  heard  of  JACK  BOWLF.H  from 
TIM  MAIIONY,  that  to  meet  him  is  the  realisation  of  the  highest 
aspiration  of  my  lite.  Really,  I  mean  (to  myself)  "  I  don't  remem- 
ber Ti  M  'a  ever  having  said  anything  about  him  ! 

\Ve  bow,  and  smile.  So  far  is  easy :  but  what  are  you  to  say  to  a 
new  acquaintance  suddenly  introduced  after  you  've  finished  bowing 
and  smiling  ?  In  a  novel  you  will  flnd  the  novelist  airily  saying. 
.  r  the  first  civilities  had  been  interchanged,  (Jimtnre  observed 
to  his  new  acquaintance,"  &c.,  &c.,  and  they  are  in  "two-two's" 
in  the  middle  of  an  intimate  conversation  which,  of  course,  has  some 
bearing  on  the  main  plot.  But  that 's  the  want  in  an  ordinary  case. 
There  i.i  no  plot. 

Yes,  there  is.    This  is  not  an  ordinary  case.    I  hare  a  plot.    I 

come  to  ask  TIM  about  Ireland.     1  tell  them  this,  whereupon 

they  laugh.    Once  begin,  after  an  introduction,  with  a  laugh,  and 

the  fortune  of  the  conversation  is  made.   A  laugh  in  time  saves  nine 

minutes  of  twaddle. 

"  Why,  TIM,"  says  BOWLER,  "  you've  never  been  to  Ireland  in 
your  life,  have  you  ?  " 

"  Never  since  I  was  born  there,"  replies  TIM  :  then  adds,r  warmly, 
turning  to  me,  "  And  so  you  're  going  to  the  old  country  ?  Ah !  I 
wish  I  could  go  with  ye." 

"Do!"  I  say. 

"Ah!  I  can't,"  he  replies,  shaking  his  head— '  I 'm  so  busy  in  town. 
I  've  got  such  a  lot  to  do,  and  I  've  promised  TOFFHAM— ye  know 
SIR  JOHN  TOFFHAM  ?— No  ?  Ah !  ye  'd  like  him— he 's  a  good  fellow. 
An'  he 's  got  such  a  place  down  at  Pemby !  It 's  Liberty  Hall— ye 
can  do  just  what  ye  like  there.  I  must  be  with  him  to-morrow. 
Could  you  put  it  off  for  a  week  or  two  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  answer,  "  if  you  would  be  certain  to  come  with  me." 

He  meditates  for  a  few  seconds ;  then,  as  if  he  had  arranged 
even-thing  for  the  next  fortnight,  he  says, 

"No,  I  can't  promise:  I  mustn't  disappoint  TOFFHAM.  Why 
don't  you  come  down  with  us  ?  There  are  a  lot  of  fellows  you  know 
aroing." 

"  Yes,"  I  object,  "  but  I  don't  know  SIR  JOHN  TOFFH  \>i  ." 

TIM  MAHONY  sees  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  this.  "  What 's  that 
matter  ?  "  he  asks.  "  I  '11  invite  you,  and  you  '11  go  down  with 

e." 

I  tell  him  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to  Ireland  at  once,  and 
shall  be  very  much  obliged  if  he  will  give  me  any  hints  as  to  route*, 
best  places  to  go  to,  hotels,  and  perhaps  a  letter  or  two  of  intro- 
duction. 

"I  can  do  something  for  you,"  he  says:  then,  to  his  cousin, 
"  JACK,  aren't  you  goin' to  take  a  brandy-and-soda  ) ' 

He  wasn't  going  to,  but  he  will. 

"  I  thought  you  said  you  were,"  says  TIM,  beckoning  to  the 
waiter :  and  then  to  me,  'rY  e  '11  take  something  ? ' 

For  company's  sake,  and  as  a  matter  of  curiosity,  never  having 
met  TIM  in  his  own  Club  before. 

His  cousin  asks  me  if  I  would  prefer  anything  to  the  usual 
brandy-and-soda.  This  I  take  to  be  a  civil  hint  to  TIM  that  not 
everybody  cares  about  that  common  but  useful  compound. 

We  are  served  in  silence,  and  I  notice  that  BOWLER  pays. 
Having  paid,  he  retires,  saying  he  '11  be  back  presently,  but  if  not, 
&c.  &c. 

"Good  fellow,  JACK  BOWLEH,"  says  TIM,  when  he  has  left.  "  If 
he  hadn't  been  engaged  to-night,  I  'd  have  got  him  to  hare  dined 
hen-." 

"  I  didn't  know,"  I  say,  foreseeing  an  invitation  to  the  LotMfert 
for  to-night,  "  jrou  were  a  member  here." 

"  I'm  not,"  he  replies.  "  Me  cousin  BOWLER  is ;  and  what's  the 
use  of  our  both  belonging  to  the  same  Club  ?  Ah,  they  know  me 
here ;  an'  it  'sjust  the  same  as  if  it  were  my  men." 

TIM  MAHOSY  can't  assist  me.  He 's  not  certain  that  he  knows  any 
(which  he  pronounces  "  annie  ")  fellows  in  Dublin  now.  '  'T'ud  be 
no  use  me  giving  ye  a  lot  of  letters  of  introduction,  and  then  to  flnd 
nobody  there,  'f'ud  be  wasting  yer  time,"  he  says. 

He  is  right.    In  these  circumstances  I  'd  better  try  elsewhere. 
sav  "  Good-bye  !  "  to  him. 

II  Ye  '11  write  to  me,"  says  he  at  parting,  "  an'  let  me  know  where 
re  are.     I  'd  like  to  join  ye,  if  I  can." 

'    "  Ho!"   I  urge. 

"  I  will." 

Si  we  take  leave  of  one  another  pro  tern.  He  no  more  intends 
joining  me  in  Ireland  than  I  mean  going  to  Australia. 
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PUNCH    AT    WIMBLEDON,    1876. 


superior  officer.    This  was  a  year 
there  is  only  too  much  sunshine. 


HE  last  time  Mr.  Punch  visited  the  Volunteer 
Camp  which  divides  the  heauties  of  Wimbledon 
from  the  glories  of  Putney,  he  regretted  that  he 
was  not  provided  with  a  Boyton  dress.  Last 
summer  the  rain  it  rained  every  day,  and  the 

rifle  contest  very  nearly  assumed  the  appearance  of  a  military  regatta.     The  weather 
was  pleaded  as  an  excuse  for  many  a  shortcoming.     LIEUTENANT  iSmm,  of  the 
217th  Administration  Battalion  of  Middlesex  Rifles,  pointed  to  the  rain  as  a  reason 
for  appearing  in  a  neat  uniform,  composed  of  regimental  overalls,  an  old  yellow 
shooting  coat,  a  straw  hat,  and  an  umbrella.    And  PRIVATE  JONES,  of  the  same 
gallant  corps,  wore  quite  as  picturesque  a  costume  as  his  smart  and  soldier-like 
),  when  Jupiter  Pluvius  was  out  of  temper.    In  1876  the  scene  has  changed.    Instead  of  constant  rain 
e  sun  it  shineth  every  day,  and  raises  mirages  that  would  spoil  any  shooting  but  that  of  the  crack 
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shots  of  Wimbledon  fame.    The  weather,  at  least,  can  no  longer  be  given  as  an  excuse  for  slovenliness. 

"I  suppose  I  must  go,"  said  Mr.  Punch.  "It  is  the  seventeenth  year' of  the  meeting,  and  it  ought,  by  this  time,  to  be  above 
criticism." 

"  It  ought  to  be,  Master,"  replied  Toby,  "  but  it  isn't.  You  take  my  word  for.it,  if  you'don't  keep  a  sharp  look  out  upon  those 
Volunteers  they  will  degenerate  into  a  military  rabble." 

"  They  behaved  very  well  before  the  Prince  at  Hyde  Park,  Toby." 

"Anybody  can  march  past,  Master— that 's  not  a  very  difficult  task,"  retorted  the  cynical  Dog.  But  look  at  the  Volunteers  at 
home,  and  then  judge  of  them.  If  they  are  not  abroad  at  Wimbledon— well,  I  will  diet  myself  upon  cat's-meat  for  a  fortnight. 

"You  have  been  taking  lessons  from  ME.  HOLMS.  Toby." 

"No,  I  have  not,  Master,"  growled  Toby.  "  I  hate  inaccuracy,  and,  hating  it,  don't  care  very  much  about  the  Representative  ot 
Military  Reform  and — Hackney !  Take  my  advice,  Master,  go  to  Wimbledon." 

Thus  urged,  Mr.  Punch  started  for  the  Camp.  As  he  walked  through  the  lines  of  the  canvas  town,  he  jotted  down  a  tew  notes. 
The  stroll  was  long  and  wearisome,  but  he  managed  to  collect  some  materials.  When  he  returned  to  Fleet  Street  he  was  tired  out.  Ine 
Dog  of  Dogs  moved  an  easy  chair  towards  him. 

"  Sit  down,  Master,"  said  Toby,  "  and  tell  me  what  you  think  about  our  friends  the  Volunteers." 

"  You  can  read  for  yourself,"  replied  the  exhausted  Sage,  throwing  over  a  bundle  of  MS.  to  his  faithful  and  sagacious  dependent. 

"  Hum,"  murmured  Toby.    "  Fair  in  the  main,  but  requiring  additions.    I  will  prepare  them  for  the  press." 

And  Toby  did.    The  following  is  the  result  of  the  preparation : — 

Uniform  of  the  Volunteers. — Rather  better  than  usual.  A  large  majority  of  the  men  appear  in  proper  costume.  Unhappily, 
Mr.  Punch  has  to  report  several  glaring  cases  of  eccentricity.  He  noticed  one  individual  in  a  scarlet  tunic,  plaid  trousers,  and  a  wide- 
awake !  Apparently  the  Volunteers  consider  that  a  large  white  handkerchief  may  cover  (like  Charity)  a  multitude  of  sins.  Under 
this  snowy  headgear  Mr.  Punch  recognised  hats  of  all  shapes  and  materials,  from  the  modest  pepper-and-salt  helmet  up  to  the  lordly 
Lincoln  and  Bennett.  But,  after  afl,  shooting  is  the  important  point.  As  his  friend  SIB  WILFRID  LAWSON  has  observed,  Cannot 
a  man  fight  as  well  in  a  shooting-jacket  as  in  anything  else  ?"  (Note  by  Toby.— This  is  not  the  point.  The  Volunteers  at  Wimble- 
don are  supposed  to  be  soldiers.  Soldiers  should  be  smart  and  disciplined.  A  man  in  a  costume  which  is  suggestive  of  a  military 
beggar  who  has  lost  part  of  his  uniform,  and  had  that  part  supplied  from  a  civilian  wardrobe  by  the  charity  of  the  public,  can  be  neither 
smart  nor  disciplined.) 

Of  the  Tents.— Mr.  Punch  is  pleased  to  find  that  on  the  whole  the  encampment  has  been  formed  with  judgment  and  care.  At 
noon,  on  the  day  of  his  visit,  the  tents  looked  clean  and  tidy.  He  was  particularly  pleased  with  the  Regimental  Camps,  which  were 
comfortable  without  being  luxurious.  Of  these  he  may  particularly  single  out  the  encampment  of  the  London  Rifle  Brigade,  which  was 
(as  usual),  all  that  it  should  be.  The  battalion  is  commanded  by  COLONEL  HATTER.  Mr.  Punch  feels  sure  that  none  of  the  comrades 
of  this  gallant  officer  will  wish  him  "  to  go  to  Bath  "—except  at  the  time  of  a  general  election.  The  flowers  outside  several  of  the  tents 
were  exceedingly  pretty,  and  everything  would  have  been  perfect  had  trenches  in  all  cases  been  dug  round  the  tent  pegs.  (Note  by 
Toby.— Who  wants  a  lot  of  flowers  in  an  encampment !  It  would  serve  the  Volunteers  right  were  the  rain  to  fall  for  a  fortnight. 
They  would  then  learn  the  value  of  proper  drainage.  No  trenches  indeed !) 

Concerning  the  Luxury  of  the  Staff.— Mr.  Punch  had  always  been  under  the  impression  that  the  Regulars'  chief  objection  to  the 
Volunteers  has  been  this— that  they  (the  Volunteers)  have  been  either  too  silly  or  too  proud  to  follow  the  very  excellent  example  set 
for  them  by  the  rest  of  the  Service.  Under  these  circumstances,  Mr.  Punch  confidently  expected  to  find  the  tents  of  the  Staff  models 
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THE    BEBE    BONNET. 


Fashionable  Customer.   "  BUT  IT  MAKES  MB^LooK  so 

Fashionable  MilUner.   "OH  NO!  IITDSBD,  MADAH  !     ANYTHING  BUT  IBAIt 

Fashionable  Customer.   "ARE  TOU  SVRK,  vow  ?  " 

Fashionable  Milliiicr.  "  QVITB  SURE,  MADAM  !  " 

Fashionable  Customer.  "  THEN  you  MAY  SEND  ir  ME  !  " 


of  simplicity  and  utility.  On  His  way  to  the  cottage,  Mr.  Punch  had  occasion  to  notice  that 
the  tents  of  the  Volunteers  (officers  and  men)  were  neat  and  comfortable.  A  waterproof 
sheet,  a  washhand-stand,  a  bed,  a  looking-glass,  a  lantern,  and  a  tub,  generally  composed 
the  inventory.  When  he  reached  the  quarters  of  the  Staff,  the  spirit  of  nis  dream  changed. 
Over  field-officers'  tents  he  read  the  names  of  subalterns  who  had  evidently  done  their  very 
best  to  bring  the  xp/'cinlitf  of  London  to  the  common  of  Wimbledon.  These  field-officers' 
tents  ^ccupied  by  subalterns)  were  boarded  and  carpeted.  They  looked  more  like  the  shops 
of  cabinet-makers  than  the  canvas  homes  of  warriors  used  to  the  discomforts  of  the  tented 
field.  In  front  of  these  field-officers'  quarters  were  flowers  in  great  abundance,  and  the 
whole  encampment  (with  the  showy  mess-room  and  the  lazy-looking  marquee)  gave 
Mr.  Punch  the  idea  that  if  there  were  any  "feather-bed  soldiers"  in  the  enclosure,  he 
(Mr.  Punch)  knew  where  to  find  them.  (Note  by  T»l>y.  —  A  very  unfair  attack.;  The 
Staff  are  most  excellent  persons.  They  have  several  things  to  do—  at  least,  so  it  is 
reported.) 

Of  the  Organisation  of  the  Camp.  —  In  spite  of  the  luxuriance  of  the  quarters  of  the 
Staff,  Mr.  Punch  begs  to  bear  his  testimony  to  the  excellent  offices  provided  for  the  officials. 
Instead  of  the  old  tent,  which  was  such  an  eye-sore  last  year,  a  neat  wooden  building 
appears,  in  which  clerks  and  others  are  busily  engaged  the  lire-long  day.  It  is  only  fair  to 


that  tli"  tints  of  the  Camp  Commandant,  the  Camp  Adjutant,  and  the  Secretary,  do 
not  belong1  to  the  gorgeous  division.  (Note  by  Toby.  —  This  paragraph  requires  no  addition. 
CAPTAIN  MILDM.VY  is  to  be  congratulated  upon  his  good  sense  and  good  management.) 

Concerning  the  Shooting.—  The  small-bore  men  as  usual  lounging  about  in  absurd  costumes 
and  giving  themselves  airs.  The  regular  Wimbledon  marksmen  much  smarter  in  appearance 
than  usual.  Mr.  I'mich,  however,  must  call  attention  to  the  antics  of  an  acrobat  in  a  wide- 
awake, who  illumed  a  ridiculous  position  whenever  he  fired  a  shot. 

When  'J'ubif  had  got  thus  far  in  his  work,  Mr.  Punch  stopped  him. 

"  Master,  I  nm  not  half  done,"  said  the  sagacious  dog:,  "  I  have>ot  abused  the  Volunteers 
nearly  enough." 


"  Stop,  my  friend,"  replied  Mr.  Punch. 
"  The  Volunteers  are  a  very  useful  body  of 
men.  They  have  one  or  two  faults  that 
can  he  easily  corrected,  and  no  one  has  a 
ri-ht  to  show  them  ill  will.  They  have  on 
the  whole  behaved  admirably  at  Wimbledon 
tliis  year." 

"  And  is  that  all  you  have  to  say  f  " 
"That  is  all  I  have  to  say,"  repeated 
Mr.  Punch,  "except  this,"  and  then  the 
great  man  raised  a  glass  of  claret  cup  to  his 
lips,  "May  the  Volunteers  live  long  and 
prosper !  "  "  And  "  (as  a  future  historian 
will  relate  in  1976)  "they  did!  " 


THE  PAXKJHEFK. 


DUMAS'  creation 
Put  into  liquidation 
In  a  rhymed  aiMlynation.  ) 

ACT  I. 

A  Ki  ss  NoWe's  habitation; 
Maternal  domination; 
A  young  Swell  in  his  vacation  ; 
A  fair  Serf  above  her  station  ; 
Result—  concatenation  ; 
Two  Old  Maids'  adulation  ; 
An  astounding  declaration  ; 
A  Serf's  emancipation  ; 
A  promise's  violation  ; 
A  heart-rending  situation, 
With  forecast  of  more  sensation, 
Thanks  to  which  imagination 
Can  Love's  woe  sip. 

ACT   H. 

Moscow-life  in  lofty  station  ; 
A  financial  operation, 
And  a  baffled  calculation  ; 
A  young  Light  of  French  Legation  ; 
A  snub  to  male  flirtation  ; 
A  Prince's  occupation  ; 
Madame  Mere's  anticipation, 
And  her  son's  repudiation 
Of  his  Mother's  extrication 
From  an  awkward  complication. 
Rather  too  nraeh  conversation, 
Though  by  point  and  observation 
Raised  from  gossip. 

ACT  III. 

A  couple  on  probation  ; 
Tea  in  tumblers  ;  declamation, 
And  mutual  admiration 
Of  each  other's  reprobation 
Of  mere  self-gratification  : 
A  hot  lover's  irritation  ; 
A  cool  hero's  provocation  ; 
Sorrow,  strength,  self-abnegation, 
And  a  Martyrs  consolation 
For  poor  Osip. 

ACT  IV. 

A  heroine's  iteration, 
Strong  with  power  of  aggravation  ; 
A  Princess's  machination 
'Gainst  J  ladimir's  preparation 
For  Anna's  change  of  station. 
Madame  Mire  in  perturbation, 
Till  Osip's  consecration 
Smooths  away  all  tribulation, 
And  gives  excellent  occasion 
For  DC  Tul'ti/'s  peroration 
And  Osip's  canonisation. 

General  conchition. 
Piece,  without  exaggeration, 
liieh  in  powerful  situation, 
Helped  by  good  interpretation  ; 

rs  true  to  their  vocation, 
Who  merit  their  ovation. 
A  success  part  expectation, 
And  no  toss-up  ! 
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FAMILY    TIES. 

(Respectfully  dedicated  to  Mr.  Punch's  excellent  friends  at  the  Egyptian  Hall — if.  and  C.) 
"  GRACIOUS  GOODNESS  !  WHAT  ARE  YOU  DOING  IN  MY  CUPBOARD,  YOU  NAUGHTY  BOYS  ? " 
Jacky.  "On,  AUNT,  WE 'KB  PLAYING  '  MASCULINE  AND  COOK'  !     I  TIB  HIM  TO  THE  CHAIR,  AND  WHEN  THE  BOOK'S  OPENED  HIS 
HANDS  ARE  FREE.     THEN  HE  DOES  ME  ! !  " 


WHO  IS  TO  BLAME? 

Or,  Roman  Tactics  and  Anglican  Strategics. 

"  As  long  as  certain  members  of  the  Church  of  England  are  in  the  habit  of 
imitating  the  Roman  devotion  of  celebrating  Mass,  invoking  the  Saints,  and 
Confession,  reciting  the  rosary,  and  the  like,  conversions  will  follow,  which, 
sudden  as  they  may  appear,  are  but  the  necessary  consequence  of  such  a  line 
of  conduct." — MR.  BOWDEN'S  letter  to  the  Times  on  the  "Perversion  c/LoRD 
NELSON'S  son." 

WHO  's  to  blame  for  the  'Vert?    Well,  each  rival  Divine 
May  esteem  himself  clever  at  "  drawing  the  line." 
But  Rubicons  narrow  are  apt  to  be  crossed 
By  adventurous  feet,  or  by  spirits  doubt-tossed. 
If  you  lead  a  horse  down  to  the  stream's  very  brink, 
You  need  scarce  be  surprised  should  the  animal  drink. 
"  JRomeward  inclined/?  "  cries  the  Anglican  Priest. 
'  'Tis  the  slander  of  bigotry !— Not  in  the  least ! 
Mimic  Mass  ?    Mariolatry  'r1    Oral  Confession  ? 
Pooh !  pooh !     Our  own  Creed's  exoteric  expression. 
No  nibbling  at  Rome's  toasted  cheese,  oh,  dear  no ! 
But  those  '  Protestant '  fogies  got  sleepy  and  slow ; 
Their  decoys  ceased  to  draw,  and,  lest  worse  should  befall, 
Our  Church-trap  we  've  baited  afresh— that  is  all ! 
They  who  shout  '  stolen  garments ! '  are  spiteful  or  dull,  for 
Here  's  nothing  whatever  that  sniffs  of  Rome's  Sulphur." 

And  yet  still  they  stray,  these  young  lambs,  from  your  flock, 

At  the  sound  of  the  pastoral  pipe  you  but  mock. 

Just  a  soft  tootle-tootle,  and  over  they  go, 

For  the  slope  is  so  easy,  the  hedge  is  so  low, 

'  Tis  a  jump  scarcely  felt,  and — undreamt-of  disaster ! — 

The  little  pet  lambkins  have  found  a  new  Pastor. 

Whose  the  fault  ?    Punch  opines  that  the  Anglican  priest, 
When  the  blame  is  apportioned  deserves, — not  the  least ! 
The  descent  to  Avernus  is  easy  they  say, 
And  you  won't  make  it  harder  by  "paving  the  way." 


Lead  your  flock  three  parts  down  and  then  bid  them  halt  there  ? — 

Just  as  well  bid  the  bullet  stop  short  in  mid  air ; — 

Show  the  needle  the  magnet,  but  ask  it  henceforth 

To  point  just  a  leetle  away  from  the  North ; 

Roll  the  Sisyphus  Stone  from  the  brow  of  the  hill, 

But  request  it  to  halt  half  way  down,  if  it  will, — 

And  then  ask  the  'Vert,  long  rolled  Romeward,  to  stop 

In  your  house  of  half  measures,  your  second-hand  shop, 

Where  doctrines  "  conveyed,"  and  "  maimed  rites  "  but  proclaim 

Its  provisional  nature,  and  ultimate  aim. 

"  Roman  tactics,"  forsooth !    It  were  better  to  fix 

More  attention  on  Anglican  strategy's  tricks. 

Rome-and-water  's  a     tap  "  some  may  deem  very  sweet, 

But  young  sippers  may  try  how  the  liquor  tastes  neat. 

If  perchance  they  prefer  it,  pray  who  is  to  blame, 

But  the  men  who  first  taught  them  the  taste  of  the  same  ? 

Small  need  has  shy  Rome  for  unmasking  her  battery, 

While  sleek  Imitation,  the  subtlest  of  flattery, 

Sneaks  into  the  garrison,  drugs  each  defender, 

And  so  paves  the  way  for  a  willing  surrender. 

Men  may  turn,  and  return, — but  while  Spirit  and  flesh  hold 

You  '11  find  few  contented  to  "  dwell  on  the  threshold !  " 


The  Last  Servian  "Shave." 

THE  Daily  Telegraph  of  the  8th  instant  published  the  tidings  that 
the  Servians  "  had  captured  three  Kouhlas  and  shaved  them.  The 
original  telegram  ran  in  French  :— 

"  Les  Serbes  ont  pris  trois  Kouhlas  et  les  ont  rases." 

As  "  Kouhlah "  means  a  "blockhouse,"  it  is  probable  that  the 
rendering  "rased  to  the  ground"  would  have  been  preferable  to 
"  shaved."  The  word  "  rases  "certainly  has  both  meanings,  and  it 

1  ^y 

i'e 


may  be  that,  considering  the  whackers  generally  telegraphed  b 
both  sides  irom  the  Seat  of  War,  "  shave  "  was  thought  to  be  a  saf 
translation. 
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LADY    PSYCHE'S    GARDEN    PARTY. 

HAPPY  institution 

of  July ! 
Just    at     its 
fiercest     is 
Apollo's    an- 

.    ?er> 
And    wit    iron 

Parliament 
begins  to  die, 
And  dullards 
fillthestirting 
air  with  olan- 

fur, 
scarce 

cloudlet  flecks 
the  azure 
sky,— 

Then  how  it 
cheers  tin 
Unutterable 
languor 

If  ft  Club  friend 
exclaims 
in  accents 
hearty, 

"  To  -  morrow 's 
LADY  \'* 
CITE'S  Gardon 
Party." 

Rises  a  cool  refreshing  vision.    Shady 

Alleys  of  verdure — interspace  of  lawn — 
The  calm  sweet  presence  of  the  dominant  lady 

(Last  season  shy  as  the  Yenusian's  fawn*) — 
Fair  forms  of  beauty  in  their  happy  heyday, 

From  whose  gay  dreams  all  trouble  is  withdrawn — 
Swans  gliding  on  the  royal  river's  reaches — 
The  maddest  music  and  the  juiciest  peaches. 

Can  any  man  on  such  a  lovely  scene 
Gaze,  and  be  cynical  ?    Bright  dresses  flutter, 

And  bright  eyes  glance,  and  lips  untouched  by  teen 
Idyllic  nonsense  indolently  utter  : 

And  even  the  merry  maid  becomes  a  queen, 
Who,  fresh  from  frock  succinct,  and  bread-and-butter, 

French  verbs,  piano  practice,  all  things  dry, 

Flits  through  the  air  a  radiant  butterfly. 

Time,  like  the  Thames,  will  linger  not,  but  rushes 

On  to  the  glory  of  the  evenglome, 
And,  ere  the  saffron  sunset  softly  flushes, 

The  clustering  carriages  are  ordered  home. 
Sum  up  the  whole  :  gay  words,  sweet  smiles,  soft  blushes, 

Jests  evanescent  as  the  Clicquot's  foam — 
Perchance  one  maiden  fair  has  found  a  lover, 
And  LADY  PSYCHE'S  Garden  Party 's  over. 

*  "  Hinnuleo  similis." — HOE.  i.  23. 


POOE  PRISONERS ! 

SHORTLY  after  eleven  o'clock,  a  few  nights  since,  a  large  ineeting 
of  the  Predatory  Classes  was  held  in  one  of  the  most  frequented 
streets  in  London,  to  consider  the  new  Prisons' Aot.  A  gentleman 
known  as  "  The  Lawyer,"  but  whose  registered  name  did  not  trans- 
pire, was  elected  to  the  Chair  by  acclamation. 

The  CHAIRMAN  said  that  he  must  congratulate  the  Meeting  upon 
the  admirable  site  they  had  secured  for  a  gathering-place.  They 
were  standing  in  a  street  in  which  goods  of  the  utmost  value  were 
stored.  So  they  might  feel  sure  that  they  had  no  reason  to  fear  a  visit 
from  the  police.  (''Hear,  hear.'")  He  was  proud  to  say  that 
London  was  one  of  the  worst  guarded  cities  in  the  world.  (Cheers.) 
He  must  claim  their  indulgence,  however,  to  beg  that  they  would 
not  take  advantage  of  their  position  to  steal  anything.  They  were 
llu  TV  l.u-  pleasure— not  for  business.  ("  Ht-tir,  hear  .'")  It  would 
manifestly  be  unfair  to  those  employed  in  holding  the  Meeting  were 
the  non-speakers  to  seize  the  opportunity  of  their  confreres'  aosence 
to  do  a  stroke  of  work  on  their  own  account.  (  Hear  !  ")  As 
Englishmen  he  reminded  them  of  the  national  motto — "  Honour 
among  thieves."  (Loud  rhcers.)  And  now  he  would  call  upon  his 
distinguished  friend,  MB.  WILLIAM  SIKES,  to  move  the  first  Resolu- 
tion. As  his  honourable  (or  should  he  say  "  dishonourable "  P) 
— (Laughter) — friend  had  not  devoted  much  time  to  literature,  per- 
haps he  (the  Chairman)  had  better  read  the  Resolution  himself. 


It  was  as  follows: — "That  this  Meeting,  composed  of  gome  of  the. 
hardest-working  persons  in  the  community,  regard  with  distrust 
any  scheme  for  the  alteration  of  the  Prison  System  now  in  force. 
They  moreover  consider  that  the  proposed  Bill  (to  quote  the  words 
of  the  LORD  MAYOR  OF  LONDON)  '  directly  interferes  with  the  liberty 
of  the  people,  and  looks  more  like  the  Bill  of  a  Continental  Power 
than  of  our  HOME  SECRETARY.'  " 

Mu.  \Vi  i.u  A  M  Si  K  r.s  (who  was  very  well  received)  said  he  didn't  know 
much  about  talking.  He.  had  certainly  made  speeches  before  now  at 
the  Old  Bailey,  but  they  were  always  the  same,  and  had  only  two 
words — "Not  Guilty."  (Laughter.)  And  when  he  made  those 
speeches,  they  were  always  failures,  because  the  jury  never  believed 
him.  (Laughter.)  But  here,  as  he  had  been  brought  up  before 
them,  he  might  as  well  say  his  say.  He  was  proud  to  assert  that  he 
belonged  to  the  criminal  classes  of  the  country,  and  he  thought 
those  classes  had  a  right  to  claim  self-government.  ("  Hear,  hear!") 
Those  classes  made  more  money  change  hands  than  any  other  classes. 
("  Hear .')  Then  why  should  they  not  be  heard  ?  ("  Hear,  hear .' ") 
This  new-fangled  Bill  was  un-English— it  was  unconstitutional. 
(Cheers.)  If  it  was  passedj  the  prisons  would  be  all  alike.  And 
he  knew  the  Government.  They  were  a  stingy  set.  ("  Hear,  hear .'") 
,  after  a  very  good  thing,  he  was  weak  enough  to  send  the 
CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  half  a  ten-pound  note  for  unpaid 
Income-tax  :  but  when  he  heard  how  they  were  cutting  down  every- 
thing, how  they  proposed  to  take  all  the  prisons  and  reduce  the  diet 
probably  to  the  diet  of  barracks  and  workhouses— ("  Shame  !  ")— he 
kept  the  other  half  of  his  ten-pound  note,  and  used  it  for  lighting 
his  pipe.  (Chews.)  They  might  rest  assured  that  if  the  Govern- 
ment got  hold  of  the  dear  old  gaols,  they  would  make  them  all  as 
bad  as "Balford— (Orod/is)— where  a  man  got  more  work  and  much 
less  food  than  in  London,  for  the  prisons  provided  by  the  City 
authorities  were  simply  iirst-chop.  (Cheers.)  He  begged  to  propose 
the  Resolution  that  had  just  been  read  by  his  venerable  and  learned 
friend  "  the  Lawyer."  \Loud  cheers.) 

MB.  RICHARD  DE  SWYSDLEB  begged  to  second  the  Resolution. 
He  was  not  quite  "sure  that  he  had  a  right  to  call  himself  a 
thief.  He  was  a  prompter  of  Bubble  Companies.  ("  Yes,  yes  !  ")  He 
thanked  them  for  their  cordial  acceptation  of  his  claims.  He  quite 
agreed  with  MB.  SLICES  that  they  had  a  right  to  be  theard.  The 
Predatory  Classes  were  one  of  the  most  important  powers  in  the 
country.  He  saw  before  him  the  practical  part  of  those  classes,  the 
men  wnose  energy  and  courage  stimulated  industry  everywhere.  If 
nothing  were  stolen  the  various  markets  would  be  glutted,  and  labour 
would  come  to  a  stand-still.  ("Hear,  hear.'")  But  they  had  brothers 
in  other  walks  of  life.  Surely  the  adulterating  tradesman,  the 
penniless  spendthrift,  and  the  fraudulent  trustee  might  claim 
kindred  with  them.  ("Hear,  'hear.'")  The .  Predatory  Classes 
were  the  cause  of  the  employment  of  a  number  of  very  helpless 
and  witless  men,  who,  but  for  them,  would  be  probably  starving  in  the 
streets.  He  alluded  to  the  Police.  ("  Hear,  hear  ! ")  He  claimed 
for  the  Predatory  Classes  the  right  of  self-incarceration.  An 
Englishman'.boasted  that  his  house  was  his  castle ;  it  surely  was  most 
unreasonable  to  take  from  him  the  right  he  had  enjoyed  from  the 
earliest  times — the  right  to  chose  his  own  prison.  (Enthusiastic 
cheering .') 

The  Resolution  was  then  "put  to  the  Meeting,  and  carried  unani- 
mously. 

MR.  FAOIN,  junior,  said  that  although  not  actively  engaged  in  the 
profession,  he  considered,  as  the  receiver  of  stolen  property,  he  was 
xs  good  a  thief  as  any  gentleman  present,  and  he  thought  they  ought 
to  be  very  grateful  to  the  Municipal  Authorities  who  were  opposing 
the  new  Bill.  ("  Hear,  hear  !  ")  He  begged  to  move  "  That  the 
thanks  of  this  Meeting  are  due  to  the  Mayors,  Aldermen,  Vestrymen, 
and  other  friends^who  are  resisting  the  encroachment  of  Government 
tyranny — tyranny  which  would  deprive  the  rich  swindler  of  his 
orison  clerkship,  and  the  poor  thief  of  his  customary  Christmas  fare." 
("Hear,  hear  Jh) 

The  Artful  Dodger  (who  was  received  with  applause)  begged  to 
second  the  Resolution.  He  thought  as  things  were  getting  now-a- 
days  so  very  bad  any  move  back  in  the  right  direction  should  be 
encouraged  ("Hear,  hear.'")  The  gentlemen  who  were  opposing 
the  Prisons  Bill  were  certainly  doing  the  Predatory  Classes  a  great 
service.  (Cheers.)  He  was  not  surprised.  Some  time  since  he 
read  a  speech  delivered  in  the  House  of  Commons  upon  the  _  Cor- 
porations of  England.  It  convinced  him  that  many  of  the  Municipal 
otlieers  belonged  to  their  own  profession.  (Cheers.)  He  was  pleased 
:o  find  this  kindly  fellow-feeling  existing  between  the  bench  and 
;he  dock,  and  he  sincerely  hoped  it  might  continue  for  ever.  (Loud 
cMtrs.) 

The  Resolution  was  put  to  the'Meetins  and  rnrried  unanimously, 
is  also  was  a  complimentary  vote  of  thanks  to  the  Chairman, 

r*       P  .  i  .        1     i  1^1' •  -  ; 1    *  1.  „     . 

Before  the  ermvr 
The  constables  SIL 

crowd  they  were  deprived .  , 

:heir  watches,  and  their  lanterns.    They  did  not  discover  the  losses 
:hey  had  sustained  until  the  following  morning. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


TTNCH,   LOBD   DERBY,   and  LOED  GBANVILLE  being  of  one  mind  on 
any  point,  England  may  safely  be  of  that  mind  too. 

ENGLAND  having  for  twenty  years  accepted  the  Declaration  ratified 
by  "the  judgment  of  Paris" — that  "free  ships  make  free  goods  "- 
declines  (Lords,  Monday,  July  11),  by  the  voice  of  LORD  GRANVILLE, 
as  well  as  LORD  DERBY,  to  go  back  from  that  Declaration.    Herein 
the  Lords  follow  the  Commons,  who  have  just  shown,   by  a  No- 
House,  their  disinclination  to  disturb  the  new  doctrine. 
LOBD  DERBY  thinks  that  our  disavowal  of  it  just  now  would  lead  Europe  to  infer  that  England  was  refurbishing  an  ancient  weapon  of 
offence  in  apprehension  of  impending  war.     "  Quieta  non  movere  "  should  be  the  motto  of  the  moment. 

LORD  GRANVILLE  goes  further.  He  thinks  the  new  doctrine  the  best  for  England  tinder  any  circumstances.  Suppose  JOHN  BULL 
neutral,  the  new  principle  gives  him  the  carrying  trade  of  the  belligerents.  Suppose  him  belligerent,  it  leaves  him  his  trade  with 
neutrals,  while  its  abrogation  would  enlist  every  maritime  power  against  him.  This  sounds  well,  though  a  very  different  way  of 
looking  at  the  matter.  For  the  present.  England,  at  all  events,  lays  aside  a  weapon  that  she  has  used  of  old  with  deadly  effect 
on  her  enemies,  but  which,  like  all  deadly  weapons,  is  capable  of  being  turned  against  herself.  One  thing  should  plead  for  her  with 
all  parties.  It  is  not  magnanimity  that  has  compelled  her  renunciation  of  the  largest  right  of  maritime  mischief  in  time  of  war,  but 
enlightened  self-interest. 

The  ancient  "  Judgment  of  Paris  "  sowed  the  seed  of  -war.  The  modern  "  Declaration  of  Paris  "  draws  "War's  worst  sting— its  right 
of  plunder  on  the  high  seas. 

Has  England  more  to  gain  than  lose  by  the  renunciation  ?  The  question  is  a  debateablo  one.  "  To  gain,"  say  LOED  DERBY  and 
LOHD  GHANVILLE.  That  settles  it  for  the  present. 

Sanskrit,  Arabic,  and  Persian  versus  German,  French,  and  Italian.  Which  ought  to  count  for  most  in  the  papers  of  Indian  Competition- 
wallahs  (  LORD  STANLEY  OF  ALDERLEY  thinks  'Indian  tongues  should  decide  claims  to  Indian  appointments.  "  Dubitatur,"  says 
LORD  SALISBURY.  What  examinations  are  meant  to  pick  out,  is  not  the  ready-made  tool  for  India,  but  the  best  raw  material. 
Competitive  examination,  LORD  SALISBURY  quite  admits,  has  its  bad  points  ;  but  think  (he  adds)  of  the  blessing  it  is  to  heads  of  depart- 
ments !— it  doubles  their  power  of  obliging  with  nominations,  and  shunts  influential  incapables,  patronage  notwithstanding.  We  shall 
yet  see  the  system  maintained,  not  because  it  secures  the  best  servants,  but  because  it  saves  chiefs  trouble. 
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GEOGRAPHY    AND     FINANCE. 

Lady  Visitor  (examining  the  ScJtool).  "  WHAT'S  THE  CAPITAL  OF  TURKEY  ?  " 
Bright  Little  Scholar.  "  PLEASE,  'M,  rr  AIN'T  GOT  NONE— IT  's  BANKRUP'  ! !  " 


Besides  these  two  talks,  their  Lordships  did  a  heavy;  stroke  of 
work,  knocking  off,  at  Peers'  pace,  some  dozen  Committees  and 
Third  Readings  by  half -past  seven ;  their  bag  including  such  various 
game  as  Wild  Fowl  Preservation,  Poor-Law  Amendment,  and 
Labourers'  Dwellings. 

(Commons.)— Personal.  LORD  HENRY  LENNOX  resigns  the  First 
Commissioncrship  of  Works  to  cry  peccari  for  his  Stock  Exchange 
sins  of  live  years  ago,  as  Director  of  the  Lisbon  Tramways  Company. 
LORD  COLERIDGE'S  summing  up  in  Twycross  v.  Grant  made  LORD 
1 1  KM:  Y'S  appearance  in  the  white  sheet  inevitable.  MR.  TREVEL- 
YAN  had  but  to  give  notice  that  ho  meant  to  ask  a  question,  and 
Loun  HENRY'S  resignation  answered  it  by  anticipation.  His  explana- 
tion was  received  by  the  House  with  sympathy — but  in  silence 
broken  only  by  a  few  painful  words  from  ME.  DISRAELI.  The  PRE- 
MIER'S long-standing  and  close  personal  intimacy  with  LORD  HENRY 
gave  a  touch  of  pathos  to  their  parting.  LORD  HENRY  has  shown 
himself  the  right  man  in  the  right  place  as  First  Commissioner  of 
Works,  whatever  he  may  have  been  as  Director  of  Lisbon  Tramways. 
The  House  feels  for  him — but  there  is  still  one  place  where  ill- 
gotten  gain  has  a  bad  smell — that  is  on  the  hands  of  a  Minister,  when 
once  attention  has  been  called  to  it.  LORD  HENRY  points  out  that 
he  has  been  a  loser  by  his  connection  with  the  Lisbon  Tramways.  In 
that  the  public  goes  along  with  him.  The  difficulty  would  seem  to  be 
to  say  who  has  not  lost  by  that  remarkable  enterprise.  Even  the 
modern  Midas,  our  Albertus  Magnus,  the  great  Alchemic  transmuter 
of  the  day,  who  turns  all  schemes  to  gold,  may  find  reason  to  doubt  if 
his  power  be  not  fated  to  come  to  grief  at  Lisbon  Tramways,  should  the 
other  eighty-eight  pending  actions  follow  the  test-case  of  Twycross. 

From  Lisbon  trams,  through  Lisbon's  DUKE  SALDANHA, 

Once  on  Director's  heads  fell  golden  manna, 

Till  Kings  and  Rigi  and  puffs  no  premiums  earn, 

And  Lisbon  tram-shares  into  trammels  turn. 

Sliurp-set  Directors  fasting  teeth  must  crunch  hard, 

And  fain  cleric's  head,  in  GRANT'S  default,  would  punch  hard. 

GHANT  falls  to  JAMES'S  powder.     LENNOX,  low, 

From  London's  Works  for  Lisbon's  works  must  go. 

Alas  that  he  this  lesson  should  hare  wanted, 

Qualifications  never  take  for  granted ! 


MR.  DISRAELI  did  his  best  to  soften  the  story  of  Turkish  atrocities 
in  Bulgaria.  He  read  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT'S  despatches.  SIB  HENRY. 
as  in  official  duty  bound,  does  his  best  to  extenuate  everything,  and 
set  down  nothing  in  malice,  except  the  motives  of  unofficial  reporters. 
He  is  bold  in  paring  down  figures,  and  shifts  the  burden  of  provoca- 
tion from  Turks  to  Christians. 

Bashi-Bazouks  and  Circassians  have  had  to  bear  a  great  deal 
before  they  took  the  law  into  their  own  hands.  No  wonder  their 
hands  may  have  been  a  leetle  rough.  Then,  though  there  was  not  so 
very  much  to  remonstrate  against,  SIR  HENRY  has  been  diligent  in 
remonstrating.  And  though  there  has  not  been  much  serious  atrocity 
to  check,  the  Turks  have  now  sent  a  Commissioner  to  check  it. 

Altogether,  all  seems  for  the  best  in  that  best  of  all  possible  Em- 
bassies at  Stamboul.  At  all  events,  now  that  those  troublesome 
Correspondents  have  said  their  say,  and  poor  DISRAELI  has  done  his 
best  to  soften  the  Daily  Neics  picture  of  horrors  by  help  of  SIR 
H.  ELLIOT'S  sweetener  and  official  milk-and-water  colours,  the 
country  has  both  sides  of  the.  Turkish  shield — the  black  and  the 
white — before  it,  and  may  come  to  its  own  conclusions.  SIB  HENRY 
says  the  Christians  are  volunteering  for  service  against  the  Servians. 
So  that  besides  a  regiment  of  Spftas,  with  yataghans  in  one  hand 
and  Korans  in  the  other,  we  are  like  to  see  a  mixed  Volunteer  corps, 
with  Cross  and  Crescent,  side  by  side,  upon  their  banners. 

In  Committee  on  Education  Bill,  last  clauses  reached,  amid  cheers 
from  both  sides  of  the  House. 

For  though  the  Bill  your  Brummagem  Intrantigentes  stand  off, 
The  House  with  gladness  SANDON  helps  polemics'  arid  sand  off. 
And  in  hope  the  Bill's  improvements  may  be  seen  in  Acts  succeeding, 
Joins  to  float  it  to  the  haven,  deep  and  tranquil,  of  Third  Heading ! 

Tuesday  (Lords). — A  talk  on  Provisional  Orders — nothing  about 
the  bill  ot  fare  in  the  refreshment-rooms,  or  what  their  Lordships 
are  pleased  to  order  in  the  way  of  refreshment,  but  the  machinery 
by  which  Town,  School,  and  Harbour  improvements  are  now 
legalised — a  compromise  between  doing  such  work  by  Bill  in  Private 
Bill  Committee  and  by  officers  of  permanent  departments. 

LORD  REDESDALE  doesn't  half  like  the  plan ;  no  more  does  the 
DUKE  OF  SOMERSET.  It  takes  too  many  local  pies  out  of  reach  of 
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Thursday.— Nil  in  the  Lords. 

In  the  Commons :  settlement  of  the  Session  3 
japer,  with  the  names  of  the  Bills  ordered  for 
xecution. 

MR.  DISRAEU  clings  to  his  innocents ;  but  they 
must  die,  and  the  fewer  words  over  them  the 
>etter. 


GANTS    DE    PARIS. 

WHAT  'a  THIS  w«  HEAR  ABOUT  KID  CORSELETS  FOR  LADIES  ?    CAN  THEY  BE  ANYTHING 

LIKE  THIS  ? 


their  Lordships'  fingers.    But  it  is  an  improvement  on  old  ways  for  all  that,  and  is 
and  ought  to  be,  increasing. 

(Commons.)— MB.  D.  JENKINS  would  like  to  know  why  the  Thunderer's  boiler 
burst,  so  asks  MB.  WABD  HUNT  if  he  can  tell  him.  MR.  WARD  HUNT  would  be  glac 
if  he  could,  but  he  is  waiting  for  the  result  of  the  inquiry  that  is  to  tell  him. 

MR.  BOUBKE  has  to  tell  SIB  C.  DUKE  that  Roumania— like  Oliver  Ttcist—is  asking 
tor  more. 

"  Flemishing  off  "  the  Elementary  Education  Bill.  An  important  new  Clause  for 
Establishing  Day  Industrial  Schools  where  wastrel  children  will  receive  industria 
teaching  and  one  meal  a  day.  ME.  TOBB,  supporting  the  Clause,  said  there  wen 
1 1 0.000  such  children  in  Liverpool. 

MB.  FORSTER  doubted  the  effect  in  tempting  hard-working  parents  to  transfer  thi 
support  of  their  children  from  the  family  table  to  the  School  Board. 

MB.  LOWE  protested  against  the  school.    Even  Punch  cannot  but  feel  some  fear— 
ready  as  he  is  in  this  cause  to  face  all  Lions  in  the  Path.    It  is  a  bold  experimen 
—bold  enough  to  please  even  Birmingham.    A  new  Clause  in  the  Bill  will  give  the 
smallest  schools  extra  grants  independent  of  their  earnings.    This  is  right,  and  show 
a  wise  independence  of  doctrinaire  pedantry. 

Wednesday.— Contagious  Diseases  Bill.  Though  the  House  did  not  clear  the 
Ladies  gallery,  Mr.  Punch  must  clear  his  columns  of  all  except  the  announcemen 
that  the  repeal  of  the  statute  was  defeated  by  22-4  to  102. 


"  OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  "  AT  THE 
CHISWICK  GARDEN  PARTY. 

July  the  18th,  Tuesday  last  week. 

DEAB  SIH, 

WHEN  I  was  last  in  Town  you  said  you  d 
'  give  anything  for  some  fashionable  information 
really  authentic."*  Here  it  is.  I  hold  you  to 
rour  word.  I  oame  up  from  Cumberland,  and 
deprived  myself  of  some  rare  sport,  on  purpose  to 
)o  present  at  the  Chiswick  Garden  Party.  My 
ioyal  and  Illustrious  Friend  had  written  to  me 
privately  (of  course),  and  said,  "  You  must  oome. 
Iwfully  hot.  Regular  Indian  season  this,  isn  t 
t  P  "  I  replied,  "Yes,  and,  oddly  enough,  when 
;he  DUCHESS  OP  EDINBURGH  came  over  here,  we 
lad  quite  Russian  weather.  Weather  and  Royalty 
go  together.  God  save  the  QUEEN,  and  long  may 
uxe  rain." 

In  former  times,  for  these  little  jtwe  de  mots  1 
should  have  been  rewarded  with  a  sinecure  at 
3ourt  worth  £10,000  a-year,  paid  quarterly  in 
advance,  sans  Income-tax  deducted,  or  I  should 
aave  been  Baronetted  with  a  pension ;  but  now 
;he  joke  is  repeated  by  somebody  without  the  name 
of  the  author,  then  given  out  as  somebody  else's,  or 
perhaps  said  as  "  a  doosid  good  thing  "  by  some 
unblushing  aristocrat  (who  will  probably  leave  out 
the  point),  and  I,  the  original  inventor,  am  left  to 
wither  away  in  a  dry  corner  like  a  neglected  rose. 
That  last  simile  is  worth  a  poet's  attention.  But 
I  don't  believe  the  Laureate  would  stand  me  an 
iced  drink,  even  in  this  weather,  were  I  to  go  to 
bis  place  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  and  say,  "  Look 
here,  here 's  an  idea  for  you."  No !  even  he  would 
answer  that  "  he  had  already  thought  of  it" :  and 
there  would  be  "  another  good  thing'gone  wrong." 
Bah!  I  am  aweary  of  the  world,  and,  had  it  not 
been  for  your  expressed  wish,  which  to  me  is  law,t 
I  should  not  have  stirred  a  tent-peg  to  come  up 
to  such  a  tiresome,  slow,  ennuyant,  and,  between 
ourselves,  such  a  very  mixed  affair,  as  a  Garden 
Party  at  Chiswick.  Not  that  the  fete  itself  is 
tiresome  to  novices ;  no.  But  to  me — to  me,  the 
roue,  the  use,  the  blasS—to  me,  who  now  doat  on 
the  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free  ;  who  prefer  the 
bloom  on  the  heather  to  the  rouge  on  the  cheek,  the 
horizon  softening  in  the  evening  shades  (pretty 
this,  isn't  it  P— no  extra  charge)  to  the  delicately 
pencilled  eyebrow  to  which  a  poet  could  write  a 
sonnet — (if  paid  for  it— j'y  suis) — or  for  which  a 
Pomatumist  could  pen  an  advertisement. 

Oblige  me  by  stopping  to  consider  the  word 
Pomatumist.  You  see  what  it  means  at  once. 
It  out-Carlyles  CARLYLE;  it  out  Germans  Ger- 
man. To  have  invented  such  words  as  "pessi- 
mist.","  optimist,"  "pantomimist,"  "positivist" 
— bah !  nothing !  A  mere  smattering  of  Latin, 
and  le  jeu  est  fait .'  But  a  Pomatumist !  Just 
think  over  it;  because  if  I  write  very  fully  on 
this  subject,  it  will  only  cost  you  more,  and  my 
wish  is  to  save  you  all  expense  possible,  and  yet 
give  you  full  details  about  the  Chiswick  Garden 
Party.  [But,  clearly,  there  are  words  yet  to  be 
invented.  A  Pomatumist,  i.e.,  a  man  who  deals  in 
pomata.  A  Teetotumist,  i.e.,  a  man  who  deals 
in  Teetota.  With  power  to  add  to  their  number.] 

SIB  AUGUSTUS  SALA  JUNG  wanted  me  to  make 
one  of  his  party.  Couldn't.  By  the  way,  he 
does  not  drop  the  "J."  I  don't  mean  that  he 


•  We  need  scarcely  remind  our  readers,  and  Our 
Representative,  that  the  expression  "  we  would  give  any- 
thing "  admits  of  more  than  one  interpretation.— in. 

t  And  it  thall  be  "  Law,"  if  we  find  we  have  been 
deceived.  We  were  taken  in  once,  and  now  the  burnt 
Editor  consults  a  Solicitor.— Ei>. 
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CANDOUR. 


Spinster  Excursionist  (the  least  elderly). 

I'LEASK. " 

Facetious  Clerk.  "  SINGLE  LADIES  V 
Spinster  (with  a  weak-minded  sense  of  humour). 
SIR  I    FIRST  CLASS,  IF  YOU  PLEASE  1 ! 


"  Two   TICKETS  TO  BROADSTAIRS, 


:  I  REORBT  TO  SAT  WE  ABE, 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  "TIII'XDERER." 

IN  fight  upon  the  Ocean  wave 
BRTTAJnnA  «till  ran  trust  her  lien. 

Hut  will  her  Ships  as  well  behave, 
And  prove  as  trusty  then  ? 

For  note  this  difference  'twixt  the  case 
Of  cruiser  as  compared  with  crew  ; 

Blue  Jackets  of  the  olden  race  : 
And  Iron-olad  Steamers  new. 

Plain  sailing,  they  capsize  or  clash, 

And  founder  in  a  quiet  sea. 
How,  in  the  roar,  nnd  smoke,  and  tlash 

i  H  battle  will  it  be  P 

The  valour  which  our  Tars  ne'er  lacked 
Will  do  as  much  as  mortal  may ; 

But  then  will  valves  and  stopcocks  act 
Aright  in  danger's  day  P 

Heside  the  risk  of  being  blown 

Up,  haply,  by  a  foreign  foe. 
Each  craft  with  boilers  bears  nor  own 

Torpedoes  down  below. 

A  "  trial  trip  "  has  shown,  one  day 
What  may  betide  us  on  the  main. 

No  more,  but  help,  as  best  we  may, 
Survivors  of  th«  ikin. 


At  the  Seaside. 
(Thermometer  85"  i'»  tht  ihade  on  the  Pier.) 

Seatidist  (already  very   much  tunburnt).    Why  am 
like  an  English  poet  ? 

Charles  (his  friend).  Too  hot  for  guessing.    Give 't  up. 
Seasidist  (slowly).  Because  I'm  Browning. 
Charles  (his  friend — up  till  that  moment).  Oh ! 

[Retires  under  an  umbrella,  anddosei.     Curtain. 


OPERATIC. 

WHY  has  MR.  MA  MESON  chosen  the  Thames  Embank- 
ment as  the  site  of  the  New  Opera  House  P 
Answer.  So  as  to  have  plenty  of  water  for  his  "  plant." 


drops  any  other  letter,  Wan  entendu  ;  but  I  do  mean,  for  the  infor- 


with  laughter  ;  that  is,  he  really  does  laugh  himself,  because,  unlike 
all  regular  Oriental  potentates  (he  it  a  "  potentate ")  he  does  not 
keep  fellows  to  do  for  him  what  he  can  do  for  himself.  Even  dear 
old  LOBH  LOLLY  Buor,  the  native  Indian  Admiral,  as  jovial  an  old 
fellow  as  ever  you  met  on  Saturday  night  at  sea  in  an  old  caboose, 
would  never  allow  a  muscle  of  his  face  to  move,  even  at  my  most 
felling  witticisms.  No ;  so  strong  was  the  habit  that  he  'd  just  turn 
to  his  Smulah  (the  Indian  name  for  these  officials,  who  are  the  pro- 
fessional laughing-men,  i.e.,  Let  Hommet  quirirent),  gravely  nod, 
and  off  would  go  the  Smylah  into  fits  and  shouts.  When  old 
LOBHLOI.I.Y  thought  he  had  laughed  enough,  another  movement  of 
tin  lirad  stopped  him.  I  pitied  the  poor  Smylah  when  he  had  a 
bad  headache  (it  was  often  the  case  ;  he  was  a  bilious  man.  but  a 
good  laugher),  and  some  one  told  the  LOBHLOLLY  a  nautical  joke! 
Ihe  jolly  old  Indian  Tar  would  make  the  Smylah  laugh  for  an  honr 
at  a  stretch  at  that  one  joke.  Good,  dear,  kind  old  .boy  as  the  old 
Indian  ADMIRAL  LOBHLOLLY  was,  yet,  if  that  unhappy  Smylah  had 
pleaded  biliousness  as  an  excuse  for  not  ihakimj  his  sides  with 
laughter,  then  "  Off  with  his  head— so  much  for  Smylah .'  "  would 
have  been  the  Admiral's  order,  which  would  have  been  executed  on 
the  spot,— in  fact,  the  order  and  the  Smylah  would  have  been 
executed  together. 

However  I  am  giving  you  Indian  "  Nannygoatt,"  and  not  telling 
you  about  the  Chiswick  Garden  Party. 

I  couldn't  accept  SIK  SALA'S  offer,  having  already  engaged  myself 
to  the  dear,  delightful,  wicked,  charming  old  aristocrat,  the 
DUCHESSE  DUMONT  I>E  PIKTB  (a  relation  of  mine,  on  my  Uncle's  side) 
—who  is  over  here  this  season  to  look  after  her  Scotch  estates,  which, 
as  you  know,  are  in  Ayr,  and  Skye.  By  the  way.  if  you  want  some 
good  shooting  this  year,  just  let  me  know  in  time  (when  you  send  the 


little  thousand  pound  cheque  for  this  fashionable  intelligence  will 
do),  and  I'll  give  it  you.  Blackcock,  tripe,*  woodcocks,  grouse, 
moor-fowl,  wagtails,  everything  that  a  sportsman's  bag  could  desire. 
But,  as  I  remarked  before,  if  I  am  to  stop  on  every  occasion  to  chatter 
about  such  trifles,  we  shall  never  get  to  the  Chiswick  Garden  Party. 

Well,  the  day  was  hot,  and  the  roads  dusty.  Cabs  and  carriages, 
and  four-in-hands,  and  T-carts  and  dog-carts,  and  pieges-aux- 
chevaux  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  on  sale  or  hire,  were  ont  and  down 
the  road  to  Chiswick. 

On  entering  the  grounds,  my  Illustrious  and  Royal  Friend,  the 
giver  of  the  fete,  camo  up,  and,  shaking  me  heartily  by  the  hand, 

whispered  in  my  ear 1 

•  ••*•• 

And  so,  having  spent  a  delightful  bat  dusty  day,  I  remain,  now, 
aa  erer,  TOUR  RKFBKKKXTATIVK. 

•  We  fancy  that  this  must  be  a  lapsut  calami  for  "  Snipe."  But  nerer 
having  been  in  Scotland,  and  not  knowing  the  dialects,  we  are  ready  to  admit 
the  possibility  of  there  being  snch  a  bird  as  a  Tripe,  which,  however,  up  to 
the  moment  of  going  to  press,  we  have  Been  unable  to  find  mentioned  in  any 
Ornithological  Dictionary.  The  inquiry  is  still  proceeding. — ED. 

t  The  Printer  has  come  to  in  at  the  last  moment  with  the  information  that 
he  baa  not  receired  any  further  contribution  on  thia  subject  from  Our  Repre- 
sentative, A  torn  slip  of  paper  contained  the  finish  which  appean  above  with 
the  signature,  and  nothing  more.  We  cannot  upset  the  arrangement*  of  the 
paper  DV  taking  out  the  columns  already  admitted,  and  we  cannot  for  a  moment 
think  that  this  hiattu  valdi dtfiendu»  is  intentional.  It  must  be,  we  fancy,  as 
our  Contributor  himself  would  hare  probably  said,  "  another  good  post  gone 
wrong,"  and  we  shall  at  once  inquire  at  St.  Martin's-le-Grand.  Apologising 
for  the  default  to  onr  readers,  we  hope  to  present  them  on  the  first  opportunity 
with  a  satisfactory  solution  of  the  present  problem. — ED. 


NATURAL  RESORT  FOR  VICTIMS  itnTEHn»o  nn>EH  ESTPTTAK 
BONUS. — Goschen  I  (So  no  wonder  the  Bondholders  have  appealed 
to  the  RIOHT  Hox.  C.  J.  to  suggest  a  way  out  of  their  mess.) 
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A    DISENCHANTMENT. 

SWELLINGTON  SPIFF   (WHO   COLLECTS   BLUE  CHINA,  BECAUSE  IT 's  THE  THING  TO  DO)   IS   INVITED  TO  BREAKFAST  BY  A  NOBLE  Dl'KE, 
(WHO  ALSO  COLLECTS  BLUE  CHINA).      HE   IS   MUCH   ELATED  AT  THE  PROSPECT  OF   SITTING  DOWN  TO  TABLE  WITH   POSSIBLY  TWO  OR  TI1KEE 

CABINET  MINISTERS — AT  ALL  EVENTS,   WITH   NOTHING   UNDER  A  VISCOUNT  !     IMAGINE  HIS  DISGUST,  ON  ENTERING   THE   DRAWING- 
ROOM,    AT    BEING  PRESENTED    BY    HIS    GRACE    TO    ROBINSON,    SMITH,    JONES,    BROWN,     PERKINS,     BLENKINSOP,    AND    PABKER,    WHO  ALL 

COLLECT  BLUE  CHINA,  AND  WHOM  HE  HAS  KNOWN  EVER  SINCE  HE  BEGAN  TO  COLLECT  BLUE  CHINA  HIMSELF. 


DOGS  AND  DOCTORS. 

ME.  PUNCH  had  yesterday  the  honour  of  receiving  a  numerous 
Deputation,  formed  chiefly  of  the  higher  orders,  and  largely  consist- 
ing of  the  softer  sex.  friends  of  animals,  especially  of  dogs.  It  was 
headed  hy  a  beautiful  being,  who,  in  a  voice  of  angelic  sweetness, 
signified  the  object  of  their  attendance  in  the  following  appeal: — 

"  Will  not  Punch,  the  great  master  of  Toby,  '  best  of  dogs,'  use 
his  mighty  influence  for  the  benefit  of  Toby's  brothers  and  sisters? 
Will  he  not  raise  his  voice  and  wield  his  pen  to  rescue  them  from 
the  horrors  of  Vivisection  ?  For  the  love  of  mercy,  and  for  the  sake 
of  gratitude  to  these  faithful  loving  creatures,  Pray  do  !  " 

Mr.  Punch  replied,  with  an  obeisance  expressive  of  the  most 
respectful  admiration,  that  he  was  profoundly  moved  by  the  impas- 
sioned exhortation  addressed  to  him  from  lips  associated  with  eyes 
radiating  sweetness  and  light.  He  would,  however  beg  to  be 
allowed  to  depute  the  duty  of  responding  to  it  to  the  party  it  prin- 
cipally concerned. 

"Toby!"  cried  Mr.  Punch,  and  the  sagacious  animal  imme- 
diately came  out  from  under  the  table.  "  Toby,  now 's  your  time." 

"  The  Dog-Days,  Master  ?  "  was  Toby's  prompt  reply. 

"  0,  Toby .'_  But,  true  enough,  dogs  are  in  season.  They  are  at 
present  creating  a  special  interest.  You  just  now  overheard  a 
touching  and  eloquent  appeal  on  behalf  of  them.  Now  be  BO  good 
as  to  explain  to  these  Ladies  and  Gentlemen — who  know  you  can 
talk — your  view  of  Vivisection  as  affecting  your  own  community, 
Tell  them,  Toby  !  " 

Having  duly  shaken  himself  and  wagged  his  tail — 

Toby  said  that  both  personally  and  as  a  representative  dog  he  felt 
unspeakably  grateful  for  the  benevolent  sympathy  so  deeply 
wounded  by  the  Vivisection  supposed  to  be  cruelly  practised  by 
Doctors  on  Dogs.  The  subjects  of  that  process,  however,  were  not 
his  brothers  and  sisters.  No  good  dogs  were  ever  vivisected.  Those 
that  were  so  were  very  distant  relations  indeed ;  curs,  the  canine  ana- 
logues of  cads.  Every  dog  must  die  somewhen  and  somehow.  A  cur 


might  die  worse  than  by  Vivisection  under  chloroform.  The  vivi- 
sected cur  died  for  the  benefit  of  man — the  Dog's  friend.  He  therefore 
did  not  die  a  useless  cur.  He  (Toby)  computed  that  some  twenty 
dogs  died  yearly  by  Vivisection  in  England.  If  Vivisection  were 
abolished,  a  great  many  more  than  that  number  would  so  die  abroad 
at  schools  of  science  necessarily  resorted  to  by  British  students  and 
investigators,  and  would  most  likely  die  without  chloroform.  The 
pain,  if  any,  inflicted  upon  dogs  by  scientific  vivisectors  was  as 
nothing  to  the  amount  of  torture  dogs  had  to  endure  at  the  hands  of 
ignorant  people.  Many  thousands  died  a  lingering  death,  the  victims 
of  cruel  fondness,  crammed  to  death  by  stupidly-indulgent  masters 
and  mistresses,  particularly  the  latter.  Innumerable  dogs  were 
tortured  by  cruel  boys,  and  owners  who  ill-treated  them.  A  friend 
of  his  (Toby's)  Master's  was  often  kept  awake  all  night  by  a  dog 
that  howls  as  frightfully  as  he  possibly  could  if  he  were  being  vivi- 
sected. An  inhuman  wretch  keeps  this  unhappy  dog  tied  up.  The 
trainers  of  Performing  Dogs,  in  teaching  them  tricks,  subjected 
them  to  the  grossest  barbarities.  Against  all  these  torments,  involv- 
ing myriads  of  dogs,  there  was  no  set-off  whatsoever  in  the  shape 
of  good  to  either  dog  or  man.  Whereas  the  operations  of  the  vivi- 
sector  enabled  him  to  solve  problems  affecting  brutes  as  well  as 
human  beings,  and  to  discover  secrets,  of  which  the  knowledge 
applied  in  Medicine  and  Surgery — veterinary  as  well  as  human — 
relieved  or  rescued  from  the  most  poignant  agonies  both  men  and 
dogs  too.  He  (Toby)  understood  that  an  Honourable  Gentleman  had 
said  as  much  as  that  he  should  be  sorry  to  owe  his  life,  or  his  relief 
from  suffering,  to  an  experiment  in  Vivisection.  Was  he  not  in- 
debted to  Vivisection,  or  worse,  for  all  his  animal  food  ?  How  could 
he  bear  to  eat  his  beef,  his  mutton,  his  veal  and  ham — especially 
veal  and  ham,  for  were  not  both  calves  and  pigs  bled  slowly  to 
death  by  Vivisection  ?  Without  anaesthetics,  mind.  He  (Toby) 
wondered  if  that  Honourable  Gentleman  ever  tasted  the  eel  that 
had  been  skinned  or  the  lobster  that  had  been  boiled  alive.  And  oh, 
could  the  dear  lady  who  had  so  earnestly  implored  the  rescue  of  the 
canine  species  from  "  the  horrors  of  Vivisection,"  considering  what 
massacre  the  tender  little  woolly  innocents  undergo  at  the  hands  of 
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the  butcher,  possibly  bring  herself  to  tolerate  the  bare  idea  of  a 
lunch  on  the  very  nicest  plate  of  cold'  lamb  and  salad,  even  in  this 
hot  weather  ?  In  conclusion  he  (Toby)  would  express  the  hope  that 
in  giving  a  DOR'S  opinion,  he  would  not  bo  supposed  to  have  pre- 
s.  ntcil  :i  cynical  view  of  Vivisection, 

After  remaining  for  a  few  moment*  lost  in  thought,  the  Deputa- 
tion looked  blankly  in  one  another's  faces,  and  then,  having  acknow- 
ledged that  T»>iy  had  put  the  question  of  Vivisection  in  a  light 
which  had  never  before  occurred  to  them,  and  thanked  him  and  liis 
Master  for  the  information  afforded  them,  withdrew. 


THK  LAST  OF  THE  SEASON. 

ON  account  of  the  dulness  of  the  Season,  the  following  remarkable 
occurrences  have  happened : — 

MRS.  MAC  STINGY  has  not  given  her  second  dinner-party.  This 
omission  has  caused  a  loss  of  five  shillings  in  the  income  of  the  local 
greengrocer,  and  two  pounds  seven  and  sixpence  in  the  takings  of 
the  local  pastrycook. 

ME.  SELF  (of  the  Gourmet,  Loungers,  Dawdlers,  and  Junior  Idlers 
Clubs)  has  given  up  all  ideas  of  matrimony  until  next  year.  This 
being  the  case,  he  has  retained  his  rooms  in  Piccadilly,  and  has  ceased 
to  inquire  about  the  prices  of  furnished  apartments  in  Padding-ton. 


Mi:,  (iiumc'k  I!i:ui:M.rxG8,  the  eminent  tragedian,  has  retired 
into  the  Provinces.  The  metropolitan  theatre,  thus  deserted,  is  now 
attracting  large  but  foolish  audiences  by  trashy  op/'ra  bouffe. 

ME.  '  CrcF.no  SOLEMNSIDES  has  deferred  the  publication  of  his 
pamphlet  upon  The  Manners  and  Customs  of  the  Early  Romans. 
This  sacrifice  has  considerably  increased  the  housekeeping  money 
intrusted  to  the  care  of  MES.  SOLEMNSIDES,  although  a  disappoint- 
ment of  over  £100  is  reported  in  the  counting-house  of  MESSES. 
CIIAKIM:  AND  FLATTER,  the  eminent  printers  and  publishers. 

MR.  SUGAESAND,  the  West-End  grocer,  announces  that  hi*  profits 
this  vear  have  been  only  half  the  amount  of  last.  In  spite  of  this 
painful  circumstance,  he  will  still  keep  his  yacht,  six  hones,  and  a 
country-seat.  His  three  sons  will  not  DO  removed  from  Oxford,  and 
his  four  daughters  will  appear,  as  usual,  from  five  to  seven,  in  the 
family  coach  (drawn  by  a  pair  of  what  the  French  call  "  stepparcs  ") 
in  the  Park. 

MB.  PATKHFA MIMAS,  on  account  of  the  general  depression,  has 
sent  his  wife  and  family  to  Squthend,  instead  of  Dieppe.  MR. 
PATERFAMILIAS  (in  obedience  to  his  doctor)  will,  however,  accompany 
a  bachelor  friend  on  a  tour  through  Switzerland  and  up  the  Rhine. 

And,  lastly,  in  spite  of  every  drawback,  Mr.  Punch  has  been  as 
witty  and  as  cheery  as  ever.  This  pleasant  state  of  mind  he  attri- 
butes entirely  to  his  own  inner  consciousness,  and  not  to  the  fact 
that  he  has  had  nothing  to  do  with  Egyptians,  Spanish,  or  Turks. 


'THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW;»  OR,  "TWICE  ROUND  THE  CLOCK.' 


HONIII.K.  ALGERNON  Fm- 
BETTING-BOOK. 

12  P.M.— Club.  B.andS.  Cigar. 

1  A.M.— Another  B.  and  S.  and 
Cigar. 

2  A.M.— Pool. 

3  A.M.— Pool. 

4  A.M.— Poker. 

5  A.M.— Devilled  Kidneys. 

6  A.M.— Poker. 

7  A.M.— Settling  up. 

8  A.M.— A  little  breakfast  and 
a  shampoo. 

9  A.M.— Bed. 

10  A.M.— Ditto. 

11  A.M.— Ditto. 

12  A.M.— Ditto. 

1  P.M.— Ditto. 

2  P.M.— Ditto. 

3  P.M.— Ditto. 

4  P.M. — B.  and  S.  and  a  sport- 
ing paper. 

5  P.M.— Another  little  Break- 
fast and  a  Cigar. 

6  P.M.— Park. 

7  P.M.— Sherry  and  Bitters  at 
the  "  Rhododendron." 

8  P.M.— Another    Sherry    and 
Bitters  at  the  "  Colossus." 

9  P.M.— Dinner. 

10  P.M.— Theatre. 

11  P.M.— Opera. 

12  P.M.— Club.  B.andS.  Cigar. 

MlSS  PLANTAGENET    HlOHFLyEB. 

12  P.M.— StartfortheDE  JONES'S 
dance. 

1  A.M.— Leave  DE  JONES'S  for 
the  FIT/.-SMITIIS. 

2  A.M.— Arrive  at  the  ROBIN- 
SON'S Small  and  Early. 

3  A.M.— The  last  Waltz. 

4  A.M.— Just  one  more. 
6  A.M.— Bed. 

6  A.M.— Ditto. 

7  A.M.— Ditto. 

8  A.M.— High  Church  Service. 
!l  A.M.— Breakfast. 

10  A.M.— A  nap. 

11  A.M.— Nap  continued. 

12  A.M.-  How. 

1  P.M.— Row. 

2  P.M.— Lunch. 

3  P.M. — A  nap. 

4  P.M.— Calls. 
r>  P.M.— Tea. 
6  P.M.— Park. 


7  P.M.— Park, 

8  P.M. — Dress  for  dinner. 

9  P.M.— Dinner. 

10  P.M. — Boredom,  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. 

11  P.M.— Opera. 

12  P.M.— Start  for  some  dance 
or  another. 

THE  DUKE  OF  MIDDLESEX. 

12  P.M. — Arrive  home. 

1  A.M.— Explain  totheDnchess 
that  the  light  on  the  Clock-Tower 
went  out    by    accident  at    nine 
o'clock. 

2  A.M.— Bed. 

3  A.M.— Ditto. 

4  A.M.— Ditto. 

5  A.M.— Ditto. 

6  A.M.— Ditto. 

7  A.M.— Ditto. 

8  A.M.— Ditto. 

9  A.M.— Read  the  daily  papers. 

10  A.M.— Breakfast. 

11  A.M. — Duchess     wants      to 
know  what  I  did  after  I  left  the 
House  at  nine.  Awkward  this. 

12A.M. —Write  letters  to 
Editors  of  daily  papers,  com- 
plaining of  defective  reporting. 

1  P.M. — Tear  these  letters  up. 

2  P.M.— Lunch. 

3  P.M.— Blue  Books. 

4  P.M.— Blue  Books. 

6  P.M. — Dictate  my  speech, 

6  P.M. — Ornament  a  bay-win- 
dow in  St.  James's  Street. 

7  P.M.— Houge  of  Lords. 

8  P.M.— Early  dinner. 

9  P.M.— Speech  in  the  Lords. 

10  P.M.— Still  speaking, 

11  P.M.— Lords  up. 

12  P.M.— Just   a   cigar  at  the 
Club,  and  home. 

THE  DUCHESS  OF  ESSEX. 

12  P.M.— Take  the  Girls  out  to 
a  dance. 

1  A.M.— Take  them  on  to  an- 
other.   A  little  supper. 

2  A.M.— Take  them  on  to  an- 
other.   A  little  supper. 

3  A.M.— Take  them  on  to  an- 
other.   A  little  supper. 

4  A.M. — Get  them  home. 

5  A.M.— Bed. 

6  A.M.— Ditto. 


7  A.M.— Ditto. 

8  A.M.— Ditto. 

9  A.M.— Ditto. 

10  A.M.— Breakfast.      Horning 
post. 

11  A.M. — Interview    Duke    on 
the  subject  of  cheques. 

12  A.M.— Shopping. 

1  P.M. — Shopping. 

2  P.M.— Lunch. 

3  P.M.— Attend     Society     for 
Promoting  Cookery   among   the 
Working  Classes. 

4  P.M. — Attend     Society    for 
Suppressing  Vivisection. 

5  P.M.— Drum.    Lobster-salad 
and  Champagne. 

6  P.M.— Another  Drum.  Straw- 
berries and  Claret  cup. 

7  P.M.— Park. 

8  P.M.— Arrive  home. 

9  P.M. — Go  out  to  Dinner. 

10  P.M.— Dinner  still  on. 

11  r.M. — Opera. 

12  P.M.— Take   the   Girls    out 
again. 

ME.  WILLIAM  SIXES. 
12  P.M.— Gin. 

1  A.M. — Turned  out  of  the 
"  Swan  and  Cygnet." 

3  A.M. — Knock  a  Peeler  down. 
8  A.M. — Encounter      between 

my  Wife  and  my  poker. 

4  A.M.— Get  to  Bed. 

5  A.M.— Time  to  go  to  work. 
Throw  boots   at   my  Wife   for 
waking  me  up. 

6  A.M.— Bed. 

7  A.M.— Breakfast  not  ready. 
Collision  between  my  Wife's  head 
and  the  wall. 

8  A.M.— Get  to  work. 

9  A.M.— Breakfast. 

10  A.M.— Work. 

11  A.M.— Beer       with       BILL 
HARRIS. 

12  A.M.— Dinner. 

1  P.M.— Pipe  and  a  sleep, 

2  P.M.— Beer  with  .TONE*. 

3  P.M.— Ain't  going  to  do  no 
more  work  to-day. 

4  P.M.— Homo.    Children  cry- 
ing.   Soon  stop  'em. 

6  P.M.— Pawn  Wife's  Sunday 
togs. 

6  P.M.— Gin,  and  a  mouthful 
of  bread  and  cheese. 


7  P.M.— Gallery  of  Theatre. 

8  P.M.— Beer. 

9  P.M. — More  Beer. 

10  P.M.— Chivy  the  Performers. 

11  P.M.— Put  out    of    theatre. 
Home  and  whop  Wife. 

12  P.M.— All     night     at     the 
"  Swan  and  Cygnet." 

PUNCH. 

12  P.M.— Burning  the  midnight 
oil. 

1  A.M. — GIBBON'S  Decline  and 
Fall, 

2  A.M.— HUME'S    History     of 
England. 

3  A.M. — SMOLLETT'S  continua- 
tion of  above. 

4  A.M.— Bed. 

5  A.M.— Bath  and  breakfast. 

6  A.M. — EUCLID. 

7  A.M.— HALLAM'S     Constitu- 
tional History. 

8  A.M.  —  HA  WEEK'S    Morning 
Portion. 

9  A.M.— Read  through  all  the 
daily  papers. 

10  A.M.— Receive  ME.  D-SK-LJ, 
and  advise  him. 

11  A.M. — Receive   L-BD  H-BT- 
NGT-N,  and  advise  him. 

12  A.M. — Receive  the  D-KE  OF 
<  -M  in:- in. i-,  and  advise  him. 

1  P.M. — A  crust  of  bread  and 
a  glass  of  water. 

2  P.M.— Read  contributions  to 
Punch.    Slight  irritability. 

3  P.M.— Call   at    M-rlb-r-gh 
House,  and  give  advice. 

4P.M.— Delightthe  frequenters 
of  the  Carlton  and  Conservative 
Reform,  and  the  Devonshire, 
BOODLE'S,  BROOKS'S,  and  WHITE'S 
by  my  presence. 

5  P.M.— Receive  deputation  of 
Judges,  and  advise  them  on  the 
Judicature  Act. 

6  P.M.— A  modest  meal. 

7  P.M.— Read    all     the    new 
novels. 

8  P.M.— Visit   all     the     new 
pieces. 

9  P.M. — Illustrate  Society. 

10  P.M. — Write  Treatise  on  the 
Eastern  Question. 

11  P.M. — Write  a  few  chapters 
of  my  History  of  the  World. 

12  P.M. — Study  again. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JULY  29,  1876. 


COACHING    (WITH    A    DIFFERENCE). 


DOWN  HILL  IN  FIXE  WEATHER. 


UP  HILL  IN  WET  WEATHER. 
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THE    SILENT    HOUR!' 

SHALL  you  COME  HOME,  MUMMT  DARLING?" 
"  NOT  TILL  THE  MIDDLE  OF  THS  NIRBT,  MY  LOVE  !  " 
"NOT  TILL  THE  MIDDLE  OF  THE  NIGHT!— WHEN  THE  CLOCKS  STRIKS  Nominal" 

HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

Stopping  on,  the  Way — But  Going  to  Ireland  for  all  that, 

TIM  MAHOTTT  has  failed  me :  it  occurs  to  me  to  give  up  Ireland  altogether. 

I  am  meditating  on  this  while  debating  on  the  question  of  lunching  at  a  restaurant's  close  at 


then  relapsing  into  the  most  ordinary  English,  without  the  slightest  suspicion  of  a  hrogue,  he 
informs  me  that  though  he  has  property  in  Ireland,  he  doesn't  like  to  live  over  there,  for 
fear  of  being  shot  at.  I  assure  him  (not  knowing  anything  at  all  about  it)  that  they  (who- 
ever "they  '  may  be)  wouldn't  shoot  at  him.  Whereupon  he  adopts  the  brogue  again — (I 
note  that  generally  an  Irishman,  in  England,  makes  a  burlesque  imitation  of  his  own 
countrymen  a  special  point  of  humour) — just  to  give  a  piquancy  to  his  reply.  "  Begorr," 
says  he,  " 'tisn't  being  shot  at  I 'm  afraid  of ;  it's  being  hit,  is  the throuble.  D'ye  mind," 
he  continues,  "  the  story  of  the  Agent  writing  over  to  the  Landlord  in  England,  and  telling 
him  that  while  collecting  the  rents  he  was  going  in  bodily  fear  of  his  life  ?  " 


Happy  Thought.— A.»  I  can't  absolutely 
assert  that  I  do  not  know  this  story— 
because  I  never  yet  met  him  without  nis 
bringing  it  in,  somehow — I  say,  "Go  on! 
You  ve  always  got  something  good."  Which 
is  true ;  as  this  story  is  good :  and  ho  has 
always  got  this  story.  Q.  E.  D. 

He  goes  on,  still  continuing  his  imitation 
of  a  brogue : — 

"  Well,  Sorr,  the  Landlord  wrote  back  to 
him,  and  said,  '  My  dear  MISTHER  DKLA- 
ITEY.  ye  may  just  tell  my  tenanthry,  that 
if,  by  shooting  you,  they  think  they'll 
intimidate  me,  they're  mightily  mis- 
taken.1 " 

And  taking  advantage  of  my  laugh,  my 
friend,  FORDE  MACKINNOX,  shakes  my  hand, 
wishes  me  ban  voyage,  steps  into  a  hansom, 
and  makes  a  telling  exit. 

When  he  is  well  out  of  sight,  it  occurs,  to 
me  that  I  ought  to  have  asked  him  for  in- 
troductions, or  for  some  informatioiTabout 
Ireland. 

Happy  Thought.— to  compile  a  book  of 
What  f  Ought  to  have  Said. 

This  leads  to  melancholy  reflections.  It 
means  lost  opportunities.  (I  stand  by  a 
lamp-post  near  the  large  restaurant's,  and 
think  in  a  mooning  kind  of  way,  having 
wandered  away  from  Ireland  altogether—) 
If  when  I  was  with  ALICE — or  KATE — or 
BERTHA  .  .  .  (what  a  pretty  girl  that  is 
coming  out  of  the  restaurant)  .  .  ._  I  had 
only  said  what  I  ought  to  have  said,  instead 
of  sitting  still,  staring  ...  (I  wonder  if 
I  've  met  her  before — I  seem  to  know  her 
face)  .  .  .  and  losing  my  presence  of  mind 
.  .  .  (She  seems  to  recognise  me.  She  is 
very  pretty.  I  rather  fancy  she  is  a  cousin 
of  mine  whom  I  haven't  seen  for  years  .  .  .) 

Happy  Thought.— To_  go  up  and  ask  her 
if  she  is  a  cousin  of  mine  whom  I  haven't 
seen  for  years. 

.  .  .  Let  me  see — what  opportunities — 
yes,  that  was  what  I  was  thinking  about 
...  (I  am  sure  I  notice  in  her  a  family 
resemblance  .  .  .  about  the  eyes .  .  .  She 
is  going  to  cross,  and  it  is  dangerous  for  a 
Lady  to  attempt  crossing  alone.  She  hesi- 
tates. If  I  could  be  of  any  assistance-^ —  I 
hesitate.  It's  a  very  warm  day.  I  wish  I 
had  bought  a  new  pair  ot  gloves.  I  fancy 
mv  boots,  too,  are  defective.) .  .  .  Ah!  .  ._. 
Odd !  I  am  sighing  .  .  .  what  does  this 
mean?  It  would  make  a  subject  for  an 
Essay  "On  Unexplained  Sighs  —  their 
Origin  and  Probable  Meaning ".  .  .  (She 
looks  round  as  though  she  were  afraid  of 
crossing  alone,  and  were  expecting  some 
one — me? — to  help  her.  .  .  .  Heavens! 
what  an  unchivalnc  age  we  live  in !  .  .)  it  is 
a  very  warm  day  .  .  .  yet  I  regret  not 
having  on  light  gloves,  bright  boots,  and  a 
new  hat.  .  . 

Again  she  looks  ronnd,  nervously,  be- 
seechingly ...  I  wonder  if  she  is  a  cousin  ? 
.  .  .  Shall  I  flourish  my  stick,  wave  back 
the  cabs,  carts,  and  omnibuses,  and  take 
her  under  my  protection  across  the  road 
.  .  .  Shall  If  .  .  .  One  can  never  lose  by 
politeness — and  this  isthemerestelementary 
duty  ...  I  settle  myself,  as  it  were,  to  my 
work  .  .  .  Take  a  putt,  at  my  gloves,  arrange 
my  hat  (which  has  somehow  got  to  the  back 
of  my  head),  give  a  gymnastic  dig  at  my  tie 
(which  has  somehow  "rucked  up"),  and 
make  one  step  towards  .  .  . 

"  I  'm  sorry  you  so  long  vaiting  to  have 
keep,"  says  a  light-haired,  fluffy-looking 
man,  of  apparently  German  extraction, 
stepping  out  of  the  restaurant's.  (How 
on  earth  such  a  pretty  English  girl  could 
have  chosen  such  a  plain,  stupid-looking 
foreigner— with  blue  spectacles,  too !  .  .  . 
But  one  never  can  have  any  sympathy  with 
the  man  on  these  occasions)  .  .  .  and  she 
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seems  pleased  to  see  him,  and  smiles.  ...  (I  do  not  think  she  is  a 
cousin  of  mine  .  .  .)     Let  me  see,  what  was  the  subject  of  my 
meditation  when  this  distraction  intervened  ?  .  .  . 
"  Hullo !  "  cries  a  jovial  voice,  which  is  accompanied  by  a  hearty 


lowed  a  doubtful  oyster. 

It  is  my  amiable  musical  friend,  KKPPEL  BIBKETT,  who  is  speak- 
ing. The  German  and  the  Young  Lady  have  not  yet  crossed:  ehe 
overhears  KEPPEI,  (I  am  sure  of  it),  and  is  amused. 


WI1U      prUlCSa  UUl*     LU     11U.VG     o^^xi     J""-  l  J    4. 

feel  themselves  at  liberty  to  study  your  personal  appearance,  and  to 
express  themselves  with  great  freedom,  and  without  any  oonsidera- 
inn  for  vourself.  or  for  the  entourage  at  the  moment.)  .And,  he 


smiling,   and  the  German  blue-spectacled 
turn  my  back  on  them  both  contemptuously.) 

REPPEL  is  still  going  on,  laughingly,  to  me, — 

"Well,  we're  getting  old  together.  Everyone's  getting  old— at 
least,  everyone 's  about  the  same  age  now.  "We  're  all  getting  stout 
and  grey  and  bald.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Come  in  and  lunch.  ' 

With  pleasure.  But  I  can't  stop  long,  I  tell  him,  because  I  want 
to  go  and  find  some  one  who  can  tell  me  all  about  Ireland. 

'"  All  about  Ireland ! "  exclaims  KEPPEL,  opening  his  eyes. 
"  Why,  you've  come  to  the  right  person.  And  are  you  going  to  the 
dear  old  country?" 

"  I  am,"  I  reply;  "  but  why  do  you  call  it  the  dear  old  country  P 

"  Because,"  he  answers,  "  I 'm  so  fond  of  it." 

"  But,"  I  object,  "  you  're  not  an  Irishman,  and  you  don't  live  in 

"No,"  he  says,  "I  live  in  Wales,  and  I 'm  a  Scotchman.  But 
what  of  that?  Wasn't  St.  Patrick  himself  a  Scotchman  P  Of  course. 
Come  in  and  have  lunch,  and  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it." 

Happy  Thought.— Met  a  Scotchman,  who  lives  in  Wales,  who 
calls  Ireland  the  "dear  old  country,"  and  who  will  tell  me"a_ll 
about  it."  If  I  hadn't  stood  on  the  kerb  by  the  lamp-post,  lost  in 
thought  about  what  I  ought  to  have  said  on  various  occasions,  the 
probabilities  are  I  should  not  have  met  with  KEPPEI,  BIRKETT.  A  Huns  ! 
lunckons ! 

MRS.    GAMP    ON    THE    GUSH. 

Being  a  Confidential  Communication  from  Sairey  to  her  Friend, 
Mrs.  Harris,  concerning  a  Late  Loyal  Deliverance  of  the 
former  Lady's. 

ES,  my  dear,  they  are  down 
on  me  dreadful,  them 
Radicals,  drabbit  their 
spite ! 

Jest  because  I  invoked  our 
Sweet  Prince  in  a  way  as 
was  kind  and  polite. 
As  I  own  I  'd  been  drinking 
his  health,  bless  his  heart, 
in  good  gunpowder  green, 
And  a  Germany  Band,  jest 
below,  was  a  playing  up 
"  God  Save  the  Queen." 

Which,  what  with  the  tea 
nnd  the  tune,  and  the 
thoughts  of  that  lovely 
Review, 

I  felt  so  warmed  up  that 
my  pen  like  a  prose- 
simrning  Pcggysus  flew, 

And  promiscusly  dropped 
into  poetry — ah!  and  jest 
wasn  t  it  fine  ? 

Not  sech  stuff  as  them  Tele- 
graft  spouters  reels  off  at 
a  penny  the  line. 

No,  when  I  does  pile  it  up  lofty,  P.  COURT  isn't  nowhercs,  my  clear  ; 
But  the  way  as  the y  chivies  your  S.VIKEV  is  shameful,  as  well  you  're 


Which  loyalty  isn't  their  line,  and  in  course  they  dislikes  it  in  me, 
But  their  nasty  mean  weuomous  malice  shan't  make  a  sour  Dilke 
of  S.  0. 

Which   "shudder"   I  did,   and  no  wonder,  as  where 's  the  lone 
woman  would  not  ? 


At  the  thought  of  that  dear  plucky  Prince  being  swallered  or 

pisoned  or  shot  ; 
Which  thousands  of  bullets  and  daggers,  and  millions  of  tigers  and 

snakes, 
Is  things  they  may  laugh  at  as  likes,  but  they  gives  your  friend 

SAIREY  the  shakes. 

When  I  'eard  he  was  going  to  Ingy  among  them  black  barbarous 

hordes, 

The  fright  as  it  giv'  mo  was  sech  as  is  not  to  be  put  into  words. 
And  oh!  when  I  read  of  his  prowess—  sweet  Palading  !—  sticking 

them  pigs, 
Why  aspings  is  not  to  be  mentioned  for  shivers,   nor  likeways 


(Which  earwigs,   my  dear,   as  you  know,   always  gives  mo  the 

shudders  that  bad  !) 
But  when  he  got  back  to  his  "younglings"  (that's  "kids,"  dear) 

jest  wasn't  1  glad  P 
And  because,  while  a-gazing  with  awe  on  the  face  of  our  Sun  and 

our  hope, 
I  bust  into  song,  the  Rads  cheeks    me,  a-siuging  out  "  Treacle  !  " 

and  "  Soap  !  " 

Soap,  indeed  !      Drat  their  imperent  spite  !   which  they  wants  it 

theirselves,  for  the  sands 
They  would  only  bo  '  appy  to  lift  '  gainst  my  Prince,   as  I  quite 

understands. 
But  the  "  Presence  "  and  "  Prowess  "  that  braved,  as  it  might  be,  a 

"  Zoo  "all  let  loose, 
Won't  take  fright  at  the  bray  of  a  donkey,  nor  pale  at  the  '  iss  of  a 

goose. 
Consequentially  why  should  I  care  for  their  wulgar  and  wenomous 

jeers, 
Concerning  my  words  on  the  Prince,  and  the  Fleet,  and  them  sweet 

Volunteers. 

Which  adjectives  fails,  MRS.  ARMS,  and  poetry-werses  is  weak, 
To.  express  what  I  felt  in  my  '  art,  and  so  warmly  endeavoured 

to  speak. 

But  I  think  I  'm  a  little  bit  low,  —  which  my  BENJAMIN  isn't  too  kind,  — 
As  is  why,  dear,  I  now  writes  to  you.     Won't  I  give  'em  a  bit  of 

my  mind  ? 

But  if  only  my  Gingham  may  cover  my  Prince  like  Akilles's  shield, 
Why  the  wounds  as  them  wipers  as  left  in  my  bussum  will  quickly 

\\a    *  ailnfl 


be  '  ealed. 


LACONICS  FOR  THE  LANGUID. 

A  Dialogue  overheard  on  the  "  Sweet  Shady  (?)  side  of  Pal!  Mull." 

(Thermometer  90°  in  the  shade.) 

Enter  SMITH  and  BROWN,  a  pair  of  perspiring  pedestrians,  agonising 
in  regulation  rig. 

Brown  (languidly).  How  do,  SMITH:  ?    Weather  extremely  torrid ! 

Smith  (limply).  Horrid! 

Brown  (mopping).  Not  much  news  ?    No  brightening  in  the  City  ! 

Smith  (ditto).  Pity ! 

Brown  {gasping).  Same  old  game.    No  business,  lots  of  money ! 

Smith  (puffing).  Funny ! 

Brown  (unbuttoning).  What  do  you  make  of  DERBY'S  "minimising  "  ? 

Smith  (shirking).  S'prising! 

Brown  (unroofing).  Like  the  look  of  prospects  out  in  Turkey  ? 

Smith  (fanning).  Murky! 

Brown  (yawning).  Contradictory  telegrams  quite  trying. 

Smith  (emphatically).  Lying! 

Brown  (fervently).  Hang  this  heat !     Wish  South  Sea  modes  were 

lawful ! 

Smith  (sympathisingly).  Awful ! 

Brown  (wistfully).  Prince  might  start  some  cooler  style  of  dressing. 
Smith  (more  so).  Blessing ! 

Brown  (tentative!;/).  India  must  have  given  him  some  "  notions  "  ? 
Smith  (confident/i/).  Oceans ! 
Brown   (eyeing  coat,  disparagingly).  Broadcloth  in  the  Dog-Days ! 

Simply  smother ! 
Smith  (expressively).  Bother ! 

Brawn  (plaintively).    Look  at  muslin!      We're  worse    off   than 
,dii 


one  would  quash  this  full-dress 


Ladies ! 

Smith  (comprehensively).  Hades  ! 
Brown  (rebuttoning).    Wish  some 

folly. 
Smith  (ditto).  Jolly  ! 

Broirn  (ritpth/).  Envy  NARES'S  lot  among  the  ice. 
Smith  (ecstatically).  Nice! 
Brown  (desperately).  Well,  ta !  ta !     Can't  walk.    A  "  Growler  "- 

quicker. 
Smith  (with  midden  gleam  nf  animation).  Liquor? 

[Carried  nem.  con.     Left  drinking. 
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EAVILY  hang  pains  and  pleasures ; 

Would  that  Parliament  were  dumb ! 
Slowly  drag  the  Session's  measures, 
Or  to  Fate  succumb. 

Yet  neither  House  has  heard  a  sqlider  night's  talk  than  that  of 
the  Lords  (Monday,  July  24),  in  which  three  lights,  or  ex-lights,  of 
the  Foreign  Office  were  turned  on  to  the  question  of  Extradition, 
now  darkened  with  much  dispatching,  under  the  Treaty  at  present 
unhappily  suspended  between  JOHN  and  JONATHAN. 

The  question  lies  in  a  nutshell.  Is  JOHN— having  caught  one  of  JONATHAN'S  gaol-birds,  and  handed  him  over  to  JONATHAN  under 
terms  of  an  Extradition  Treaty,  on  such  evidence  as  would  warrant  his  committal  for  trial  nere — bound  to  bind  JONATHAN  over  not  to 
try  his  gaol-bird-in-hand,  now  he  has  got  him.  on  any  but  the  charge  on  which  JOHN  handed  him  over  ?  "  Yes,"  maintains  LORD 
•  r.  "No,"  argues  SECRETARY  FISH.  And  LORDS  GBANTILLE,  KIMBERLEY,  HAMOND,  COLERIDGE,  and  GREY— great  lights,  diplo- 
matic and  legal — say  something  very  like  ditto  to  MB.  FISH.  So  does  Punch,  under  stress  of  common  sense  as  well  as  argument. 
First  catch  your  rogue  ;  but  leave  the  Cooks  at  home  to  dress  him.  The  right  of  political  sanctuary  once  secured,  every  rogue  arrested 
is  a  good  riddance  of  bad  rubbish  to  be  thankful  for,  and  there  an  end. 

BUITANXIA  does  not  bear  her  o?gis  to  shelter  gaol-birds.  The  sooner  the  rogue-net  is  re-set  between  JOHN  and  JONATHAN  the  better. 
LORD  DERBY  must  feel  by  this  time  that  he  has  been  needlessly  solicitous  about  rascaldom.  "Give  and  take"  should  be  the  standing 
rule  between  us  and  our  American  Cousin  in  all  tilings,  most  of  all  in  the  case  of  each  other's  law-breakers.  BRITANNIA  keeps  a 
political,  not  a  criminal,  asylum.  That  must  be  a  bad  construction  of  law  or  treaty  which  turns  the  one  into  the  other.  The  restoration 
of  the  criminal-catcher  is  henceforth  only  a  question  of  time  and  terms.  The  sooner  MR.  PIERREPOINT  and  LORD  DERBY  set  about  it 
the  better.  While  honest  men  remain  fallen  out,  thieves  are  coming  by  what  is  not  their  own.  Who  knows  hut  the  theft  of  the 
"  DueAett"  may  be  due  to  the  suspended  Extradition  Treaty  ? 

(Cummniis.)— MR.  E.  JENKINS,  having  asked  MR.  DISRAELI  an  ill-judged  question,  MR.  DISRAELI  gave  MB.  E.  JENKINS  an  uncivil 
answer.  Both  are  to  be  regretted,  but  MR.  DISRAELI  ought  to  have  known  better.  His  reputation  for  courtesy  and  good  breeding  is 
worth  more  than  the  turning  of  the  laugh  against  MR.  E.  JKXKINS. 

On  Education  Bill— another  night  added  to  the  two  already  wasted  in  stirring  the  fires  of  polemic  strife  with  PEIX'S  poker. 


"  Your  Clause  I  don't  like,  Mil.  PELL, 

The  reason  why  I  'in  free  to  tell : 


LORD  SANDOX'S  Bill  was  going  well 
Till  your  Clause  marred  it,  MR.  PELL." 
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PELL  asks  powers  to  dissolve  Sehool-Boards  by  local  vote.  The 
Government  has,  ill-ad visedly,  accepted  the  clause,  and  avowed  its 
preference  tor  Voluntary  over  Compulsory  Educational  Machinery, 
for  Schools  over  School-Boards,  for  the  system  as  it. was  before 
1870  to  the  system  1870  established.  Now,  ap^art  from  the  merits 


Vestig, 

mottoes.  Even  when  she  doubts  the  wisdom  of  the  step  taken,  she 
feels  there  may  be  more  mischief  in  retracing  than  in  sticking  to 
it.  Much  more  when  she  has  no  such  doubt.  1870  settled  too  many 
burning  questions,  to  have  their  ashes  now  relighted  by  the  Pellian 
firebrand.  Unluckily.  LORD  SANDON  has  thrust  that  incendiary 
instrument  into  his  Bill,  and  thereby  wasted  a  week,  set  the  Opposi- 
tion in  a  blaze,  and  brought  about  two  explosions  of  MR.  BRIGHT'S 
Nonconformist  dynamite,  which,  dangerous  at  all  times,  seems 
fraught  with  ten-fold  power  in  the  present  state  of  the  weather.  As 
if  the  House  hadn't  been  hot  enough  for  the  last  fortnight,  without 
these  smouldering  fires  of  Church  and  Dissent  being  blown  up  again  ! 

LOBB  SANDON  seems  to  have  seen  his  error,  and  to  have  done  all 
he  could  to  allay  the  conflagration,  by  such  wet  blankets  as  MB. 
DODSON'S  Amendment  (that  there  should  be  no  dissolution  of  a 
School-Board  without  the  sanction  of  the  Education  Department), 
and  so  forth.  But,  the  spark  had  been  set  to  the  dry  wood.  BRIGHT 
blazed  forth.  A.  MILLS  kindled  his  Church  Beacon  on  the  other  side. 
The  Fiery  Cross  was  sent  round  to  summon  the  champions  of  the 
Church.  SIB  JOHN  KENNAWAY  and  MR.  STOKER  struck  into  the  melee 
to  the  slogan  of  "  Church-School  and  Catechism" ;  while  LOWE  and 
PLAYFAIB,  MUNDELLA  and  DODSON,  BBISTOWE  and  JAMES,  JACOB 
BRIGHT  and  WHALLEY,  charged  to  the  cry  of  "  School-Board  and  no 
Creeds." 

"  Aurora  pratlium  dircmit." — The  House  rising  at  ten  minutes  to 
three,  after  one  of  the  hottest  nights  of  the  season  in  every  sense. 
"  Que  (liable  allait-il  faire  dans  cette  Pell-ere  !  " 

Tuesday  (Commons). —Morning  Sitting.  The  fire  kindled  by  the 
pestilent  Pell-Clause  still  raging. 

ME.  FOBSTEE  moved  to  exempt  from  the  operation  of  the  clause 
Sehool-Boards  compulsorily  formed. 

Hot  passages  of  arms  between  MB.  MUNDELLA  and  Loan  SANDON, 
and  LORD  SANDON  and  the  veteran  ROEBUCK. 

LORD  SANDON  accepted  an  amendment  requiring  a  vote  of  three- 
fourths  of  the  ratepayers  for  dissolution. 

MR.  SHAW  LEFEVRE  moved  to  limit  application  for  dissolution  to 
within  three  months  of  the  expiry  of  Sehool-Boards,  that  is,  to  once 
in  three  years. 

The  Chairman  left  the  Chair  at  seven.  The  super-heated  House 
had  not  cooled  down  for  the  transaction  of  business  by  nine,  and 
was  Counted  Out. 

The  waste  of  that  night,  too,  may  be  scored  to  PELL. 

Wednesday. — Two  Bills  for  Second  Reading.  One  a  Burial  Place 
Bill  of  MR.  TALBOT'S,  which  had,  with  singular  infelicity,  combined 
in  opposition  the  paladins  of  Church  and  Chapel,  BERESFORD  HOPE 
and  OSBORNE  MORGAN,  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  and 
MB.  RAMSAY  ;  the  other  a  bold  Bill  of  ME.  E.  ASHLEY'S,  for  allowing 
accused  persons  to  give  evidence  in  their  own  cases,  which  MR.  ROD- 
WELL  described  as  a  return  to  the  dark  ages— but  which  seems  to 
Punch  to  tend  in  the  direction  of  more  light  rather  than  more 
darkness. 

MR.  SERJEANT  SIMON,  SIB  T.  CHAMBERS,  MR.  KNATCHBULL  Hu- 
GESSEN,  SIR  E.  WILMOT,  and  the  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  united  in 
opposing  ME.  ASHLEY'S  innovation.  RECOBDEB  RUSSELL  GURNET 
was  equally  emphatic,  and,  as  it  seems  to  Punch,  more  reasonable, 
in. recommending  it.  Lawyers  differ  as  yet.  The  time  may  come 
when  the  weight  of  even  legal  opinion  shall  be  as  decidedly  on  MR. 
ASHLEY'S  side  as  it  now  seems  against  him.  And  yet  if  there  were 
a  "  balance  of  opinion,"  as  there  is.  nominally  at  least,  a  "balance 
of  power,"  query,  which  of  Wednesday's  testimonies— that  for 
ME.  ASHLEY,  or  those  against  him — would  kick  the  beam  ? 

Thursday  (Lords}.—  The  only  thing  that  occurs  to  us,  in  the 
present  state  of  the  weather,  is  that  the  "  Nulhan  Tcmpus  Bill  "— 
whatever  that  may  be — went  through  Third.  Reading  in  no  time. 

(Commons.)— SIB  H.  WOLFF  asked  the  PBIME  MINISTER  whether 
he  had  reason  to  think  the  Servian  plans  had  [failed,  and  that  the 
time  had  come  for  a  Congress  on  the  Eastern  Question  ? 

ME.  DISRAELI,  not  knowing  what  the  Servian  plans  were,  could 
not  say  if  they  had  failed.  As  for  the  rest  of  the  question,  the 
Eastern  Question  was  about  to  be  discussed  in  the  House,  and  he 
would  prefer  to  keep  his  powdor  for  that. 

After  a  desultory  talk  about  the  business,  the'  Bills  blocked,  and 
the  questions  hung  up— MB.  DISKAFLI  declaring  he  would  and  could 
settle  nothing  till  the  Education  Bill  was  got  out  of  the  way  ;  and 
a  laugh  raised  by  a  fervent  wish  of  ME.  WARD  HUNT'S,  in  answer  to 
an  interrogatory  from  MR.  GOSCHEN,  that  he  saw  his  way  to  the  end 
either  of  the  Session  or  of  the  inquiry  into  the  explosion  aboard  the 
ThOnderer — the  House  went  again  into  the  Education  row,  pell-mell. 


LORD  SANDON  showed  his  readiness  to  take  advantage  of  all  the 
buffers  offered  him,  by  accepting  Mu.  SHAW  LEFEVEE'S  Amendment 
of  Wednesday. 

Then  MR.  BRIGHT  made  the  most  furious  onslaught  this  Session  has 
seen  on  the  Bill  and  the  Church  Party,  reopening  every  old  Non- 
conformist raw,  and  pouring  oil  of  vitriol  on  the  stormy  waters  of 
the  Debate.  He  moved  that  whenever  a  School-Board  was  dissolved, 
the  local  authority  shall  have  all  its  Powers  under  the  Act  of  isyi). 
LoiU)  SANDON  declined  to  introduce  new  elements  of  polemic  strife 
into  Boards  of  Guardians  and  Town  Councils,  but  showed  good  taste 
in  declining  to  take  up  any  of  the  shower  of  gauntlets  flung  down 
by  MR.  BRIGHT. 

At  last,  after  a  hot  fire  pro  and  con.,  ME.  BRIGHT'S  Amendment 
was  rejected  by  120  to  r.:;,  and  ME.  PELL'S  Amendment  was  voted 
part  of  the  Bill  by  122  to  81.  LOBD  SANDON'S  dwindling  majorities 
should  teach  him  and  his  prompters  what  the  more  sensible  section 
of  his  supporters  think  of  the  policy  of  reopening  closed  strifes. 

The  same  lesson  was  read  to  MB.  HALL — who  tried  to  enforce  pro- 
vision by  Sehool-Boards  for  the  religious  instruction  of  children 
if  their  parents  desire  it,  and  as  they  desire  it — by  a  Division  of  190 
to  96.  But  the  House  has  not  yet  reached  the  end  of  the  Bill ;  and 
till  it  is  got  rid  of,  no  other  business  can  be  done.  And  here  we 
are  within  a  fortnight  of  the  Parliamentary  Last  Day ! 

Friday  (Commons}.—  Morning  Sitting  for  Education  fight.  Great 
cry,  and  little  wool.  The  House  agreed  to  sit  on  Saturday,  to  clear 
the  road  for  the  Eastern  Question  on  Monday. 

Discussion  of  the  riots  in  Barbadoes.  GOVERNOR  HENESSEY 
acquitted  of  aught  worse  than  indiscretion  in  promising  too  much 
good  from  Confederation.  On  the  whole,  the  Governor  comes  out 
of  the  mess  with  less  discredit  than  the  planters. 


THE    WAR. 

(From  Our  Special  Correspondent.     Belgrade,  July  27.) 

HEBE   has    been 


THE     EASTEf          QUESTION.    |      great  battle,  but  as 

it  is  not  yet  known 
when,  between 
whom,  and  with 
what  result  it  has 
been  fought,  I  de- 
lay sending  par- 
ticulars. 

(From  Our  Special 
Correspondent.) 

CONSTANTINOPLE, 
July  25. 

IT  is  officially 
announced  that  the 
Turkish  Army,  un- 
derBu  NKUM  PASHA, 
have  achieved  a 
i_-_  glorious  victory 
~:  over  the  Servians 
rL~r-~  in"  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Tchsntiza. 
The  Servians,  who 
were  under  the  com- 
mand of  GENERAL 
VVWZTKS,  num- 
bered 40,000,  and 
bad  twenty  cannon.  After  a  long  day's  fight,  in  which  the  Turks 
accomplished  prodigies  of  valour,  the  Servians  were  compelled  to 
evacuate  all  their  positions.  They  left  20,000  dead  on  the  field, 
15,000  of  them,  were  taken  prisoners,  and  the  rest  of  the  40,000 
are  now  in  full  flight.  BUNKUM  PASHA  took  eighty  cannon,  and 
is  confident  of  capturing  the  remainder.  The  Turkish  loss  is  but 
ilight ;  and  it  is  generally  considered  that  the  war  is  virtually  over. 

(From  Our  Special  Correspondent.) 

RAGUSA,  July  28. 

COLONEL  XXITISKWI  is  marching  on  Seutsloklics.  This  is  im- 
portant, and  may  be  decisive.  The  movement  is  creating  much 
excitement. 

(From  Our  -Special  Correspondent.) 

BELGRADE,  July  29. 

I  MENTIONED  in  my  last  telegram  that  a  great  battle  had  been 
fought,  and  I  am  now  in  a  position  to  give  you  all  particulars.  On 
July  26th  the  Servians,  5000  strong,  under  GENERAL  VVWZTKS, 
attacked  the  strong  position  which  the  Turks  held  at  Tchsntiza. 
After  two  days'  incessant  fighting,  the  fortunes  of  war  inclined  to 
GENERAL  VVWZTKS,  and  the  Turks  were  beaten  along  the  whole  line. 
This  virtually  finishes  the  war. 
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(From  Our  Special  Correspondent.) 

VIK.NN-A.  Ju/y  30. 

You  must  not  believe  any  telegrams  sent  you  from  BAgnde,  or 

indeed  from   iiny  place  except,  here.     The  stories  about,  sanguinary 

engagements  ar-  all   falser     As  a  matter  of  fact  then-  hai  been  nn 

ing  ;,t  all  yi  -t.     ll'-ly  ilium  me,  as  soon  as  there  is  a  battle,  to 

Bend  you  full  and  truthful  particulars. 

(From  Our  .V//IVM/  Corrwpondtttt.} 

.....  :>sv,  July  20. 

<!|.;xi-:i:u.   Ki.iKi.ir/  lia     !>•••  n  recalled.     Owinnto  the  deplorable 
ignorance  <f  tbe  natives  of  this  town,  1  am  at  pn-s(  nt  unable  to  taU 

youwhothi  <!eiier:il   is,  when'   In-   !i  railed  from,  why  he 

lias  been   recalled,  who  has  recalled  him,  and  what  is   pim-   ; 

done  to  him. 

(From  Our  Special  Correspondent.) 

llr.ni.ix,  July  31. 

BKKLIN  is  the  only  place  where  any  trustworthy  information  can 

be  obtained  from  the  seat  of  war.     Constantinople,  in  particular,  is 

-bed  of  lies.     There  has  been  much  severe  fighting,  but  with 

no  important  results.     Holy  upon  me  for  early  news. 

(From  Our  Special 


COXM  .  AMINOI'I.i:,  .llli/ltxf   1. 

THE  Turks  have  won  another  great  victory.    This  is  official. 


Hopes  are  loudly  expressed  here  that  your  Correspondent  at  Belgrade 
may  have  been  hanged. 

(Fi-nm  Our  Special  CbrraqpMMtatJ 

.  A  in/list  1. 

THE  Servians  have  totally  defeated  the  Turkish  army.     '1 
was  much  rejoicing  here  last  night  when  it  was  announced  that  your 
Constantinople  Correspondent  had  been  shot. 
(Front  Our  Special  Corrfxpo/i 

V  n::. N\,  . I n</uxt  1. 

I  i  M  IT.OUE  you  to  put  no  faith  in  any  telegrams  but  those  I  send 
you.  There  has  been  no  lighting  at  all. 

(Friini  Our  Special  Vorrexpomleitl.) 

liilKI.IN',  Auijiiat  \. 

IT  is  worse  than  useless  to  print  anything  except  my  contributions. 
There  has  been  more  severe  lighting.  This  is  true. 

TII  Our  Special  Corre.spnnthint*. 

1V.M  I'l'/iist  2. 

Com:  home  at  once.  I  can't  understand  a  word  of  what  you  are 
sending  me.  You  contradict  each  other  all  round,  and  1  can  t  make 
out  your  names,  places,  or  dates.  I  believe  you  ore  all  at  Margate. 
lint  wherever  you  are,  you  had  better  come  home.  Rely  upon  one 
thing — no  more  remittances  will  be  sent. 


HOW   TO    KEEP    COOL    IN    HOT   WEATHER. 

NKVKK  read  a  notice  of  your  last 
novel  written  by  an  Anonymous 
Friend,  or,  if  you  are  warm  you 
•will  become  warmer. 

Take  no  notice  of  any  number  of 
cards  from  those  "  very  particular 
people,"  Ma.  and  MBS.  PERCY  PI.AX- 
1 1 ,  and  forget  all  about 
their  last  invitation 
to    a   "small    and 
early."  Greet  them 
afterwards      from 
the  knife-board  of 
an    omnibus,    and 
you  will  find  their 
reception    of   your 
salutation  remark- 
ably cool  even  for 
August. 

On  no  account 
have  a  carte  de 
ri.tite  taken  of  your- 
self for  the  girl  of 
your  heart.  Anx- 
iety and  a  thing 
screwed  tightly 
into  the  back  of 
your  head  durin? 
the  process,  will 
rapidly  raise  your  blood  to  something  like  fever  heat. 

Don  t  be  led  into  a  discussion  about  the  Eastern  Question  with  an 
Irishman  who  can  see  no  difference  between  the  cruelties  of  the 
Turks  in  Bulgaria,  and  the  brutalities  of  the  English  in  the  Emerald 
Isle. 

Don't  argue  about  the  Mobilisation  Scheme  with  a  Militia  Sub- 
altern, the  construction  of  Ironclads  with  a  Recruit  belonging  to  the 
Royal  Naval  Artillery  Volunteers,  and  the  Prisons  Bill  with  a 
Deputy-Lieutenant  of  this  year's  appointment. 


MOBILISATION. 

"  Kpur  non  inuove." 

THE  publication  of  the  following  opinions  anent  the  "Mobilisation 
Experiment;"  requires  no  apology. 

Liriit.-ln'iii'i-iil  Sir  Stock  Dunilerhcil,  G. C.B.  (Ensign's  Commis- 
xi'nn  ilutttl  1S17). — Stuff  and  nonsense,  Sir!  Bringing  a  lot  of  men 
together,  Sir— what  for.  Sir,  what  for  ?  To  show  'em  where  to  go 
in  case  of  an  invasion !  Stuff  and  nonsense,  Sir !  In  case  of  an 
invasion  the  proper  place  for  the  British  Army,  Sir,  would  be  in 
front  of  the  Enemy.  English  Soldiers  don't  want  to  be  taught  that, 
Sir  !  The  march  of  science,  indeed !  Stuff  and  nonsense.  Sir,  what 
we  did  sixty  years  a<?<>,  we  can  do  again,  Sir.  The  Duke,  Sir, 
never  wanted  a  Mobilisation  scheme,  Sir,  nor  do  I.  And  now  pass 
the  port,  Sir. 

Miijur-di-iieriil  Sir  Blotti/ng  Paper,  K.f'.B.  (nf  the  Intelligence 
Department,  JC.  O.). — A  perfect  success,  reflecting  the  greatest  credit 


upon  everybody  concerned.  I  feel  sure  that  were  our  shores  to  be 
invaded  we  now  could  put  everv  man  in  his  proper  place  in  com- 
paratively no  time.  All  we  should  want  would  be  a  few  more  horses, 
a  few  more  men,  and  the  means  of  transport.  I  consider  that  my 
Department  has  honestly  earned  the  hearty  praise  it  is  waiting  to 
receive.  The  work  has  been  something  enormous,  ever  since  we 
received  instructions  (in  the  Spring)  about  the  proposed  proceedings. 
After  the  late  experiment  I  may  say  that  in  the  event  of  a  descent 
upon  our  shores  oeing  attempted,  we  could  get  Infantry,  Cavalry, 
and  Reserves,  into  their  appointed  district,  with  six  months'  notice 
from  the  Enemy. 

Colonel  Martin  Henry  (of  the  Regulars}.— May  do  the  men  some 
good.  Gets  them  under  canvas,  and  accustoms  them  to  travelling  in 
heavy  marching  order.  Awful  bore  for  the  Officers— double  duty 
and  a.bad  mess.  On  the  whole,  can't  exactly  see  what  harm  it  can 
do ;  on  the  other  hand.can't  find  out  what 's  the  good  of  it.  Well, 
it'  amuses  the  War  Office  and  the  Public,  and  doesn't  hurt  us,  and 
so  we  needn't  complain.  And  now,  Mr.  President,  shall  we  go  into 
the  ante-room  ? 

Colonel  Broicne  Bess  (of  the  Militia). — The  worst  thing  in  the 
world,  Sir,  for  us.  Whenever  they  take  us  from  our  head-quarters, 
our  recruiting  is  thrown  back  for  years.  The  men  learn  nothing. 
Remember  we  are  only  out  twenty-seven  days.  Allow  for  three 
Sundays,  four  half -holidays,  two  days  for  giving  out  the  clothing, 
two  days  for  paying  off  and  taking  the  uniforms  into  store,  the 
inspection,  ana  say  three  wet  days,  and  the  twenty-seven  are  reduced 
to  a  miserable  fortnight.  We  want  every  hour  of  those  fourteen 
days,  and  "  the  Mobilisation  Experiment  robs  us  of  nearly  all  of 
them.  It 's  a  great  pity,  Sir,  they  don't  leave  us  alone. 

Trooper  Wurzel  (of  the  Yeomanry). — Ha !  ha !  ha !  As  if  we  were 
going  to  take  our  horses  to  be  half  starved  and  quite  worked  to 
death.  We  said  we  wouldn't  go,  and  didn't.  The  "  Experiment" 
has  only  proved  that  where  there 's  a  will  there  isn't  a  way.  Mo- 
bilisation won't  move  us.  Ha !  ha !  ha ! 

Captain  Lounge  (of  the  — th  Hussars,  Clubs.  Hag,  Junior,  Naval 
and  Military,  and  the  Raleigh).— Sot  quite  the  thing,  you  know, 
for  a  noble  sportsman.  Taking  a  lot  of  warriors  away  from  town  in 
the  height  of  the  season,  and  sticking  them  in  a  horrid  hole  without 
food  and  water,  is  scarcely  the  way  to  promote  chirpiness.  Tell 
you  what,  old  man,*  if  they  try  it  on  again.  I  shall  send  in  my 
papers,  and  go  in  for  a  flutter  in.the  wine-trade.  Waiter !  A  split 
brandy-and-soda  and  the  ci^ar-box. 

Lieutenant  Head  (Head  tn  the  Ciril  Serrice  Examination). — I 
have  considered  the  matter  very  carefully,  and  have  commenced  a 
pamphlet  upon  the  subject,  which  would  have  been  finished  by  this 
time  had  I  not  been  ordered  a.  course  of  position-drill  by  my  com- 
manding officer. 

Messrs.  Counter  and  Till  (Tradesmen,  Horsham,  also  at  Chelten- 
ham).— A  very  good  idea,  indeed.  But  mind  you,  it 's  not  a  bit  of 
good  if  you  knock  the  Soldiers  about.  Let  them  get  well  accustomed 
to  any  two  places.  Yon  've  begun  with  Horsham  and  Cheltenham. 
Then  stick  to  Horsham  and  Cheltenham.  Not  that  tee  are  interested 
in  the  matter.  When  all 's  said  and  done,  our  takings  during  the 
Experiment  wasn't  much  more  than  about  five  times  as  much  as 
usual. 

Mr.  Pitnrh  (Adviser-General  to  the  British  Public,  Greatest  Sage 
of  this  or  any  other  Age,  AT.,  AT.,  AT.,  AT.,  <Sj-e.). — For  a  first 
attempt  not  so  very  bad.  No  transport  and  far  too  much  notice.  To 
sum  up,  the  Mobilisation  of  the  Army  would  have  been  eminently 
successful  if  the  Soldiers  had  only  been  able— to  move ! 
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A    GENERIC    DIFFERENCE. 

First  Schoolgirl  (Sweet  Eighteen).  "  I  Air  so  TIRED  OF  WALKING  ALONG  BY  Twos  AND  Twos  IN  THIS  WAY  ! 
ANIMALS  GOING  INTO  THE  AKK  !  " 

Second  Ditto  (ditto  ditto).  "  WORSE  1    HALF  OF  THEX  WEKE  MASCULINE!" 


Il  'S  AS  BAD  AS  THE 


HINTS  ON  DIET  DUKING  HOT  WEATHEK. 

(Compiled  from  Various  Aidlwrities  in  the  Medical  Press.). 

DURING  the  prevalence  of  hot  weather : — 

1.  Meat  should  be  eschewed. 

2.  Fish  should  be  looked  upon  with  suspicion,  if  not  dispensed 
with  altogether. 

3.  Poultry  contains  but  little  nourishment,  decomposes  rapidly, 
and  cannot  be  recommended. 

4.  For  health,  Tinned  Provisions  are  out  of  the  question. 

5.  The  excessive  fermentation  of  Bread  in  hot  weather  renders  it 
indigestible  and  unwholesome. 

6.  The  sometimes  fatal  effect  of  stale  Vegetables,  and  the  diffi- 
culty inexperienced  cooks  have  in  detecting  the  stale  condition, 
render  the  use  of  Green  Vegetables,  particularly,  extremely  risky. 

7.  Fruit,  unless  at  first  hand,  is  so  much  poison. 

8.  Pastry  of  all  kinds  impedes  the  digestion,  and  throws  the 
internal  machinery  out  of  gear. 

9.  Recent  revelations  with  regard  to  Milk  will  caution  all  persons 
against  its  use,  even  when  direct  from  the  Cow  that  imbibes  sewage 
water.    The  same  remark  may  apply  to  Butter. 

10.  Pilchards  and  Sardines  contain  so  much  doubtful  oil  of  their 
own,  and  that  which  surrounds  them  is  too  often  so  doubtful  also, 
that  it  is  impossible  to  advise  their  use. 

11.  Many  a  constitution  has  been  sacrificed  to  Made  Dishes. 

12.  Of  Eggs,  unless  laid  on  the  premises,  the  less  said  the  better. 

And  now  with  regard  to  drinks  and  stimulants  in  hot  weather : — 

1.  Those  who  drink  adulterated  Tea,  Coffee,  &c.,  know  the  risks 
they  run.  No  stomach  can  stand  them  long  at  any  time. 

•2.  Two-thirds  of  the  trash  known  as  "Aerated  Waters  "  contain 
nothing  but  a  little  impure  gas  pumped  into  impure  water. 

3.  Ordinary  Water  should  undergo  two  or  three  processes  before 
it  is  tit  to  drink. 


4.  With  regard  to  Ice,  it  is  to  be  feared  that  a  large  proportion  of 
it  is  derived  from  horse-ponds. 

5.  Wines  within  the  reach  of  ordinary  incomes  only  have  the 
effect  of  over-heating  the  system,  and  producing  lamentable  results. 

6.  Weak  Whiskey-and-water  might  be  recommended,  were  it  not 
for  the  deadly  fusil  oil  contained  in  most  Whiskeys. 

7.  To  drink  the  best  Pale  Brandy  implies  the  millionnaire.    Among 
Brandies  of  the  ordinary  class,  Brown  Brandy  has  been  considered 
least,  but  only  least,  injurious. 

8.  Gin  is  always  debilitating,  and  sometimes  actually  poisonous. 

It  is  Mi:  Punch's  painful  duty  to  inform  the  Public  that,  as  a 
consequence  of  compiling  the  above  "  Hints,"  Mr.  Punch's  Nervous 
Contributor  has  been  endeavouring  to  sustain  life  on  Brown  Brandy 
and  Bloaters.  The  result  is  scarcely  satisfactory. 


VERY  SERIOUS  SHAMMING. 

WHAT  have  MR.  ROUTLIDSE  and  MR.  BOOTH  to  say  to  this  (from 
the  Yorkshire  Post  of  July  21)  ?— 

"A  DYING  PRISONER  REFUSED  MEDICAL  AID.— At  the  Borough  Court 
on  Wednesday — before  MR.  3.  KOUTLIDOE  and  MR.  AY.  BOOTH — a  poor, 
dejected-looking  creature,  who  gave  the  name  of  PATRICK  DALY,  and  de- 
scribed himself  as  being  a  bricklayer,  was  charged  with  having  been  found 
drunk  in  the  Market  Place  at  Pontefract,  on  the  night  of  Tuesday.  The  poor 
fellow  was  apparently  suffering  great  pain,  and  begged  the  Bench  to  allow 
him  to  be  taken  into  the  Union  House  and  seen  by  a  Doctor.  This  request, 
which  was  over  and  over  again  asked  at  the  hands  of  the  Bench,  was  disre- 
garded. •  •  »  As  he  was  being  removed  in  a  sinking  condition  from  the 
court  the  same  request  was  most  pitiably  made,  but  the  poor  man  was  informed 
he  could  see  a  Doctor  on  reaching  Wakefield.  He  was  conveyed  there,  and 
while  proceeding  through  the  streets  he  died  at  the  feet  of  the  police-officer  who 
had  apprehended  him,  and  was  conveying  him  to  the  House  of  Correction." 

The  promise  of  the  Bench  will  not  be  broken.  Poor  PAT  DALY 
has  seen  a  Doctor — or  rather  a  Doctor  has  seen  him — at  Wakefield, 
for  post-mortem  examination. 
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NEUTRALITY   UNDER   DIFFICULTIES. 

DIZZY.  "  BULGARIAN  ATROCITIES  !     I  'CAN'T  FIND  THEM  IN  THE  '  OFFICIAL  REPORTS  ' !  !  '.  " 
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'THE  LIAR  BIRD." 

RECENTLY  OBSERVED  IN  GREAT  NUMBERS  AT  THE  SEAT  OF  WAR. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

On  the  Way  to  Ireland — Lunch — Information — A  Genuine  Start, 
or  eery  near  it. 

WE  "  lunch— KEPPEL  BIRKETT,  and  myself.  BIRKETT  is  enthu- 
siastic about  Ireland.  "Ah!"  he  exclaims,  "the  dear  old 
country !  I  envy  you.  I  wish  I  were  going  with  you." 

I  press  him  to  come.  He  considers  before  replying ;  then  he  asks 
me  the  day  of  the  month;  then  he  frowns,  and  appears  to  he 
"  thinking  it  out."  Presently  he  shakes  his  head,  and  says,  regret- 
fully, "  Pm  afraid  I  can't." 

KEPPKL  BIRKETT  never  says  "  No  "  decidedly.  I  do  not  believe 
that  "  No  "  is  in  his  vocabulary.  As  a  rule,  he  means  "  No,"  but 
he  doesn't  like  to  say  it  all  at  once.  My  belief  about  KEPPEL  is,  that 
were  I  to  meet  him,  and  say.  "  My  dear  KEPPEL,  I  'm  off  to  Tim- 
buctoo  to-morrow,"  he  would  immediately  reply,  "  Timbuctoo ! 
dear  old  Timbuotoo !  "  (Happy  Thought. — What  a  beautiful  name 
for  an  Irishman— TIM  BUCKTOO  1  Note  this  under  the  letter  "  N" — 
Nomenclature — for  Typical  Developments,  Vol.  .  Book  ,  Chap.  .) 
And  then  he  would  probably  go  on  to  say,  Ah !  many 's  the 
pleasant  day  I  've  had  in  Timbuctoo !  "  Whereupon  he  would  (I 
am  sure)  be  eloquently  silent  for  a  few  moments,  while  his  manner 
generally  would  lead  his  hearers  to  imagine  that  he  was  recalling 
such  romantic  details  of  his  life  in  Timbuctoo  as  it  would  be  a  breach 
of  confidence  on  his  part  to  mention,  even  to  his  dearest  friend.  If  I 
then  changed  the  scheme,  and  observed,  "I  beg  your  pardon — I 
didn't  menu  Timbuctoo,  I  meant  Japan — I  'm  off  to  Japan  to-morrow," 
ho  would  be  sure,  after  a  pause,  to  reply,  with  quite  another  ex- 
pression of  countenance,  conveying  the  idea  that  his  reminiscences 
connected  with  Japan  had  rather  more  of  a  comic  than  a  romantic 
side,—"  Ah !  dear  old  Japan !  Ah !  "—with  a  laugh,  as  though,  ii 
he  liked,  he  could  tell  me  something,  about  his  personal  adventures 
in  Japan,  that  would  amuse  me  intensely, — "  An !  Japan !  It 's  a 
charming  place,  if  you  only  get  hold  of  the  right  people.  You  must 
know  the  MIKADO — a  dear  old  boy — and  old  HANIN  YOKO,  who 's 
immense  fun— full  of  anecdote !  "  Then  he  would. fall  into  a  re- 
verie, waiting  to  be  drawn  out  by  a  process  of  further  questioning. 

However,  it  not  being  a  question  of  Timbuetoo  or  Japan,  but  oi 
Ireland,  he  confines  himself  to  the  subject  in  hand.  He  can't  go 


limself,  but  he  can  give  all  the  information,  and  the  introduc- 
ions,  which  will  be  of  tin-  (.Tcatcst  possible  service  to  me.  He  has  all 
sorts  of  out-of-the-way  things  tor  me  to  do  ;  and  I  listen  eagerly. 

"  What  lino  of  country  shall  1  take  ?  "  I  ask.  note-book  in  hand, 
and  expecting  to  be  furnished  with  a  detailed  plan  of  travel,  which 
'uill  include  lakes,  mountain*,  waterfall*,  wonderful  rocks,  &e. 

"  Well,"  he  says,  "  I  '11  tell  you.  You  mustn't  miss  a  breakfast 
at  the  Zoo — near  the  monkey-house.  Charming!  Such  a  set  of 

good  fellows !     Such  wit!  such  stories!  such "  here,  being  quite 

ii  ;i  loss  for  words  to  express  his  admiration  of  these  Zoological 
Fellows,  he  finish*--,  liy  nodding  at  me  heartily,  exclaiming,  "Ah! 
Quite  a  thing  to  see !  h 

I  note  down  "  tfottl   ,,-house"— "  Breakfast"— "  Zoo"— "  Fel- 
ws ! .' "  and  ho  proceeds : — 

"  Then  you  must  go  up  to  the  Monastery  in  the  Hills " 

I  note  down"  .'/  ma  ',  ry  in  >li,-  /////s,"  and  ask  him"  What  name?" 

He  doesn't  remember  the  name  at  that  moment,  but  he  '11  give  me 
an  introduction  to  some  of  the  members  of  the  Club — "  the  best 
fellows  in  the  world  !  " — (all  KKPPKI.'S  friends  are  "  the  best  fellows 
n  the  world  !  ")  "  And,"  he  continues,  "  you'll  have  a  real  treat. 
You  '11  meet  the  Doctor,  and  CRUMP— d  'ye  know  CHUMP  ?  He 's  a 
Parson — ah !  you  must  know  him — full  of  songs  and  the  raciest  sto- 
ries !  You  mustn't  expect  anything  big  in  the  way  of  dinner ;  you  '11 
only  get  roast  and  boiled  there  :  and  the  Monks  do  it.  It 's  grand ! " 
.hat  Order,"  I  ask,  "  do  these  Monks  belong ? " 

I  am  deeply  interested,  for  it  sounds  mediaeval  and  picturesque  ; 
only,  I  never  heard  of  an  Order  of  "  Cooking  Monks,    who  served 
•lub  dinners  for  the  delectation  of  a  Doctor  and  a  singing  Parson. 

He  doesn't  remember  exactly  to  what  Order.  "  But,"  ne  goes  on, 
"  there  they  are  in  the  grounds,  in  their  grey  or  brown  habits — 
quite  takes  you  back  to  the  old  days."  He  says  this  as  if  he  had  a 
distinct  and  vivid  recollection  of  the  '  old  days,"  and  deeply  regretted 
them ;  implying  thereby  that  his  premiere  jeunesse  must  have  been 
about  four  hundred  years  ago.  You'll  have,"  he  continues,  "a 
first-rate  dinner ;  first-rate  conversation,  songs  and  whiskey  after- 
wards— such  songs ! — such  whiskey !  " — and  KEPPEL  lifts  up  his 
eyes  to  Heaven,  as  though  in  grateful  remembrance  of  a  sip  of 
nectar,  and  smacks  his  lips.  Then  he  returns  to  earth — "and  a 
drive  home  on  a  car! — hrst-rate!  There  are  only  two  Monks  left 
now — dear  old  boys ! I: 

Only  two  Monks  left !  I  suppose  the  work  for  the  Club  was  too 
much  for  them  ;  but  I  note  down,  "  Two  Monks,"  "  In  the  Hills," 
"  Dinner,"  "  Drive  Home."  Then  I  ask  him,  "  What  else  ?  "  as 
this,  though  delightful  as  far  as  it  goes,  doesn't  seem  to  me  to 
absolutely  exhaust  a  visit  to  Ireland. 

He  considers.  "  Ah ! "  he  exclaims,  as  if  suddenly  recalling 
scenes  of  the  brightest  description,  "  You  mustn't  [miss  a  lecture 
at  Trinity  College ;  you  can  go  in  free,  and  hear  just  as  much  as 
you  like.  You  ought  to  do  that.  Then — let  me  see-^ah! — you 
must  visit  the  National  Schools :  wonderful  sight !  I  '11  give  yon  an 
introduction  to  Old  Thingummy— I  've  got  his  name  at  home — the 
Secretary— oh,  the  best  fellow  in  the  world !  "  I  note  down  hur- 
riedly, so  as  not  to  lose  a  word  of  his  valuable  instruction  (as  some- 
thing must  come  out  of  it  at  last),  "  National  Schools — Sec.  best 
fellow  in  the  world."  Then  I  look  up,  inquiringly,  for  more. 

"Of  course,"  he  says,  "you'll  go  to  the  Phoanix — you  should  go 
when  there 's  something  '  on ' ;  but  that  you  '11  find  out.  At  least 
I'll  give  you  a  line  to  Da.  MACSALVEB.  Ah,  yon '11  like  him 
immensely!"  Here  he  becomes  enthusiastic.  "  He 's  the  best,  the 
kindest,  the  warmest-hearted  old  boy  that  ever  lived !  " 

I  note  down,  "  DR.  MACSALVER — best,  kindest— ever  lived." 

Happy  Thought.— What's  his  address  ? 

Ah !  that,  KEPPEL  can't  recollect  at  the  moment,  but  he  has  it  at 
home,  and  will  write  to  the  kindest  and  best  of  men  immediately  he 
gets  back  to  his  rooms,  to  say  that  I  'm  coming. 

I  thank  him  heartily.  But  still  I  want  to  know,  though  I  do  not 
like  to  interrupt  him  in  his  flow  of  information,  "  How  about  my 
line  of  country  r  " 

"  Oh,"  he  says,  as  if  this  were  a  mere  matter  of  course,  "  you  '11 
go  to  Bray,  and  the  Wicklow  Mountains,  and  see  all  that." 

I  note  down,  for  my  itinerary,  "  Bray —  Wicklow  Mountains — 
and  all  that." 

"  And,"  continues  KEPPEL,  "  I  '11  give  you  an  introduction  to 
FATHER  TOM." 

"  Will  you  ?  "  I  exclaim.  I  am  now  really  delighted.  This  does 
sound  something  like  Irish  life.  It  conjures  up  the  Colleen  Bawn 
scene,  Eily  O'  Connor,  Miles,  and  Father  Tom  brewing  the  whiskey 
and  singing  "  Grammachree  ma  Cruiskeen  Lawn."  Not  to  mention 
"  PHIZ'S  "  illustrations  to  Charles  O'Malley,  Jack  Hinton,  Harry 
Lorrequer,  from  which  delightful  works  by  the  late  CHARLES  LEVER 
my  present  store  of  knowledge  of  Ireland  is  principally  derived. 

""  Ah,"  says  KEPPEL,  "  you  '11  he  enchanted  with  Aim.    Such  wit ! 

such  spirits !  such but,  upon  my  soul,  I  envy  you  your  trip." 

lluppy  Thnuyht.—I  am  going  to  Ireland  to  see  FATHER  TOM.  I 
should  also  like  an  introduction  to  2Ui\es-na-Coppaleen,th6  Colleen 
Bawn,  and  a  few  others  of  the  same  sort. 
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BETTER    THAN    BEATING    HER! 

Artisan  (who  Jias  been  "catching  it "  from  his  "  Missis").  "  LOOK  HEBE,  'LtzA  ! 
STOPS  TEETH  MODERATE  !" — (With  a  placable  nudge.)—"  'WONDER  WHAT  HE'D 
STOP  TOUK  '  JAW  '  FOK  !  "  [Storm  clears  off. 


HARD  LINES  AT  LORD'S. 
Much  bethumped  Cricket-Ball  loquitur. 
NOTHING  like  leather  ?    That  might  have  been  said 
Once,  when  a  bowler  could  "  bowl  with  his  head." 
Now,— ah  go  to !    Who  would  echo  the  cry, 
Who  had  had  such  an  afternoon's  thwacking  as  I  ? 
Just  the  old  story,  "  the  bowling  quite  collared." 
"Fours"    thick   as    blackberries.     Lor!    how   they- 

hollared — 

Noodles,  whose  new-fangled  notion  of  Cricket 
Is  score  of  two  hundred  and  never  a  wicket ! 
"  Hit,  Sir .'  "—oh  hang  it !     Would  each  empty  head 
That  bowled  that  had  felt  THORNTON'S  "  slogs  "  in  my 

stead. 

Cricket  ?    Absurd !    /  've  about  as  much  share 
In  the  fun  of  the  game  as — in  hunting — the  hare. 
Mainly  along  o'  those  GRACES.    Good  gracious ! 
Four  hundred,  not  out !     It  is  simply  audacious. 
Cricket,  with  WALKEK,  WEB  BE,  LYTTLETON,  YAKDLEY,. 
All  in  three  rigures  or  thereabout !     Hardly ! 
Oh  for  a  CLAEKE  or  two !     Bounceable  Bat 
Then  might  experience  sweet  tit-for-tat. 
SHAW,  Sir  ?  Ai,  pshaw !   We  are  wanting,  and  sorely, 
Trundlers  more  killing  than  he,  HILL,  or  MORLEY. 
/am  neglected,  quite  down  in  the  dumps : 
Scarce  get  a  chance  at  those  stuckuppish  stumps. 
Every  young  duffer  must  go  in  for  slogging, 
Blind  to  the  glory  of  artfully  fogging 
Cracks  with  a  curly  one.    Spoiling  the  game,  Sir ! 
Notjhalf  a  chance  for  me.    Thundering  shame,  Sir ! 
Bat  rersus  Ball !     Who  will  champion  me, 
And  take  the  shine  out  of  that  W.  G.  ? 


"Help  Yourselves,  Young  Ladies !" 
LET  Punch   give  a  wider  circulation  than  even  the 
Birmingham  Gazette  to  this  rare  chance  for  a  Lady  Help — 

WANTED,  a  GOVERNESS,  to  instruct  and  take  charge 
of  five  children  under  10,  and  assist  in  their  wardrobes. 
Requirements,  English,   Music,   and    French.      Salary  £14. — 
Address,  &c.  

HORSE  AND  DOS  DAYS. 

THE  late  weather,  though  inimical  to  verdure,  has  been 
propitious  to  the  Turf.  Sporting  men  say  they  have  not 
tor  years  known  such  heats  at  Goodwood. 


"Oh!"  KEFPEL  goes  on,  rapturously,  "I  never  spent  such  a 
time  as  I  did  in  Ireland.  I  wish  I  could  manage  to  come  with 
you." 

"  Do,"  I  say,  heartily.  (This  is  an  inexpensive  form  of  invitation, 
and  it  somehow  sounds  uncommonly  hospitable.) 

"  Ah,  I  'm  afraid  I  can't,"  he  returns.  "  I  would,  if  I  hadn't  an 
appointment  with  a  fellow  here — most  important :  if  I  miss  him  I 
shall  lose  a  big  chance— twenty  thousand  pounds  p'raps." 

KEPPEL  has  always  a  really  forcible  reason  for  not  doing  what  he 
is  uncertain,  at  the  moment,  whether  he  would  like  to  dp  or  not.  He 
is  invariably  going  to  meet  some  one  who  will  make  his  (KEPPEL'S) 
fortune  on  the  spot ;  only — though  he  has  been  going  to  meet  this 
enterprising  capitalist  any  time  within  these  last  ten  years — the 
expected  individual  has  somehow  or  another  failed,  at  the  last 
moment,  to  put  in  an  appearance.  Ask  KEPPEL  afterwards  how  it 
was  that  the  great  event  didn't  come  off,  he  will  answer  carelessly, 
and  just  as  contentedly  as  though  he  had  realised  a  fortune  by  the 
transaction,  "  Oh,  I  don't  know.  There  was  some  muddle  some- 
where. It  would  have  been  a  '  big  thing,' if  it  had  come  off.  But" 
— and  he  becomes  confidential — "  I  've  got  something  on  now,  my 
boy  .  .  .  only  I  can't  mention  it  to  a  soul  at  present  .  .  .  but,  I  've  to 
meet  a  man  " — here  he  refers  to  his  watch,  which  he  has  appa- 
rently set  by  this  other  man's — "in  half  an  hour,  who'll  tell  Jie 
whether  he  will  undertake  it  or  not.  If  he  does,  and  I  'm  pretty 
sure  he  will,  it 's  a  fortune.  Sorry  I  can't  stop  now,  as  I  've  to 
meet  him.  Ta !  ta !  "  and  he 's  off. 

We  part.  He  promises  me  letters  of  introduction  to  everyone  in 
and  out  of  Dublin,  and  even  to  the  Steward  of  the  Holyhead  steamer. 
"  Telegraph  for  a  berth,"  are  his  last  words  as  he  leaves  me,  "  and  " 
— this  very  heartily — "  mention  my  name." 

"I  willl"  I  say,  with  equal  heartiness.  But  when  he  has  dis- 
appeared it  occurs  to  me  that  there  will  be  a  difficulty  about  tele- 
graphing for  a  berth  to  the  Steward  (which  Steward  ?  which 
steamer ':},  and  mentioning  somebody  else's  name.  For  example  : — 
"  From  Myself  to  Steward  of  Steamer. — Keep  berth  for  me, 
because  you  know  MR.  KEPPEL  BIRKETT." 


Must  send  to  KEPPEL,  and  ask  him  for  further  details, 
meantime  I  feel  that  now  I  have  a  chance ;  now— 


In  the 


leaniime  i  leei  uia-u  rtuvu  A  ji»vc  «t  ^ua-uo^  ,  i^.. 
Happy  Thought  (quotation).— "Now  I  'mfurmshed  for  my  night, 
r  shall  be  directly  I  get  the  letters  from  K.  B. 
At  all  events  I  've  made  some  useful  notes.     I  will  read  them. 
Notes  for  Ireland.— Monkey-house  ...  Zoo  ...  Breakfast  .  .  . 
Monastery  .  .  .  boiled  and  roast  .  .  .  drive   back  .  .  .  Lecture  .  . 
Trinity  College .  .  .free .  .  .National  Schools  .  .  .Sec.  .  .Thingummy 
.  .  best  fellow  in  the  world  .  .  .  Phecnix  ...  DR.  MACSALVEB  .... 
best  .  .  .  kindest  .  .  .  address  where  ?  .  .  .  Bray  .  .  .  Wtcklow  Moun- 
tains .  .  .  "  all  that "...  FATHER  TOM  .  .  . 
And  that 's  all.    A  little  vague. 

In  my  Room.— While  thinking  of  writing  to  KEPPEL,  his  servant 
comes  with  a  packet.  KEPPEL  BIEKETT  has  been  better  than  his 
word.  Five  letters  of  introduction,  and  a  note  to  wish  me  bon 
voi/aqe,  and  to  tell  me  that  he  has  been  writing  to  everyone. 

Arrival  of  Post.— Letter  from  FORDE  MACKINNON.  Jie  has 
written  to  everyone  too,  and  sends  me  names  and  addresses. 
Happy  Thought.— Yes.  Now  I  am  furnished  for  my  flight. 
Next  Step.— Euston  Station.  Late  train.  London,  farewell !  As 
I  step  out  of  the  cab  at  Euston  already  I  feel  an  Irish  influence 
stealing  over  me.  I  am  inclined  to  say  to  the  Cabman,  who  objects 
to  eighteenpence,  "Bedad,  Sorr !  will  ye  tread  on  the  tail  of  me 
coat  ?  "  But  I  only  think  this,  I  don't  say  it :  perhaps  if  I  had  a 
shillelagh  I  might.  Instead,  I  refer  the  matter  to  a  Policeman, 
who  sides  with  the  Cabman,  and  I  give  the  man  two  shillings, 
with  twopence  to  the  Policeman  for  his  opinion. 

Happy  Thought.— Much  Continental  travelling  has  accustomed 
English  voyageurs  to  give  sous  to  foreign  porters,  and,  on  their 
return  to  England,  they  keep  up  the  practice  in  pence.  At  least,  1 
do ;  and,  of  course,  I  represent  a  section  of  the  public.  Years  ago, 
nothing  was  given  under  a  shilling,  or  sixpence  at  the  least,  me 
introduction  of  threepences  was  a  great  saving,  besides  having  a 
pretty  effect  as  a  gift.  But  why  give  a  Policeman  twopence  for  an 
adverse  opinion  ?  (Notes  made  while  waiting  at  the  Station  for  hall 
an  hour  before  the  train  starts.) 
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EXPENSIVE    HABITS. 

"  PLEASE,  Miss,  I  WANT  A  '  PENNY  SMOKE  ' ! " 

"  WK  HAVE  NO  PBNNY  CIGARS,  BUT  YOU  CAN  HAVE  ONE  AT  THREE  HALF- 
PENCE ! " 

"  ALL  RIOHT,  Miss  !  'AND  IT  OVER  !  I  NEVEE  MIND  WHAT  I  PAY  FOB  A 
GOOD  WEED  ! " 


WHAT  !    "  RUSSEL  of  the  Scotsman  "  dead  ? 
Why,  Death  himself  should  hang  the 
And  uevi  r  thin-  !••  I'll  the  lie, 
That  sueh  a  living  force  could  die. 

The  shadows  that  make  up  our  nipht, 
\\'i  re  trrowins?  thin  for  him  to  t 

But  still  he  tights,  we  think  with  Jiride, 
Our  battlu  from  the  other  side  ! 

Hard  head,  warm  heart,  and  liberal  hand, 
Open  or  shut,  to  bless  or  brand  ; 
Large-moulded,  with  Norse  lire  aglow  ; 
This  was  a  man,  to  friend  or  foe  ! 

A  thirteen-tumbler  man,  at  times, 
\\~ho  heard  but  heeded  not  the  chimes 
<  If  midnight  ;  and  at  morning-call 
Was  freshest,  merriest  man  of  all. 

Long  in  our  mflfe  will  be  missed 

The  mace  of  KCSSKL'S  mighty  list, 

That  struck,  and,  wasting  nought  in  sound, 

Buried  its  blow  without  rebound. 

With  "  derring-do,"  and  thought  that  strives, 

t  hi  a  statue  in  your  lives, 
Warm-blooded,  not  in  marble  wan  — 
The  living  measure  of  the  man  ! 

Walhalla  !    Rise  and  welcome  him 
Across  the  Braga-Beaker's  rim  ; 
And,  that  his  glorv  may  be  full, 
Brim  high  some  Water-Drinker  s  Skull. 


Pigeon  English. 

GREAT  excitement  accompanied  by  a  joyous  flutter  is 
observable  in  the  dovecotes  near  Hurlingham  and  Shep- 
herd's Bush.  The  close  of  the  season  is  remarkable  for 
the  fact  that  where  everyone  was  letting  off  his  gun,  the 
proprietors  are  now  letting  off  the  pigeons.  The  noisy 
"  coup  "  tie  feu  is  replaced  by  the  self-gratulating  "  coo  " 
Jejoie  of  the  respited  blue-rocks. 


A  QUESTION  OF  COURSE. 

THE  publication  of  MR.  BROWNING'S  new  poem,  Pac- 
chiarotto,  and  how  he  worked  in  Distemper,  has  led 
numerous  Scotchmen  to  inquire  if  PACCHJAROTTO  was 
a  vet.  f 


"MOBILISATION"  FROM  A  LOW  POINT  OP 
VIEW. 

Louqlirea  Rifles, 
The  Camp,  Cove  Common,  nr.  Aldershott. 

ME  DEAR  TIM,  Sunday. 

I  GOT  yours  and  was  very  glad  to  have  heerd  from  you. 
Faix  and  I  '11  be  glad  to  get  out  of  this,  divil  such  a  place  iver  I  see. 
The  rigment  left  Horsham  for  this  on  Thursday,  we  was  up  at  5  in 
the  morning  drillin  then  marched  a  thunderin  long  way  to  some 
i>laee  where  the  railway  was,  Gilford  they  called  it  I  think  but  these 
English  names  bother  me  intirely,  well  bedad  when  we  got  there 
iiivir  a  train  was  riddy  at  all  at  all,  and  there  we  was  waitin  till  one 
in  the  mornin  lyin  out  in  a  iield  as  though  we  was  sheep.  Thin  we 
took  our  sates,  and  sure  them  caridges  are  not  as  good  as  on  our  own 
Athenry  and  Tuam  Line,  and  a  desperate  crowd  in  it  always.  Well 
when  we  got  to  this  Aldershot  we  had  to  pitch  our  tents,  and  no  food 
IT  lire  to  be  had,  nivir  a  bit  I  got  from  Thursday  at  noon  till  nine 
o'clock  on  Friday  mornin.  Ye'i  see  a  grate  change  in  me,  I'm 
worn  to  the  bone  intirely. 

There  was  a  terrybel  day  yesterday  what  these  English  call  a 
revew.  We  had  to  be  under  arrums  at  half  past  one.  I  thought  to 
get  off  sayin  I  was  ill,  but  the  Docthor  was  too  cute  for  me.  Hah 
ye  schammg  scoundrel  says  he  got  baek  wid  ye  to  the  ranks,  dont 
let  me  have  any  more  of  your  dirthy  thricks  or  twill  be  worse  for 
ye.  So  bedad  away  they  inarched  us  over  a  powderin  dusty  plane, 
not  worth  a  sliillin  an  acre  'twouldnt  feed  a  goat  itself  leave  alone  a 
slice]).  Me  watlier  liolle  leked  and  ivery  drop  ran  away  on  me  before 
we  {rut  to  (he  ground  at  all,  only  for  JIM  MruriiY  givin  me  ; 
would  be  dead  with  the  thirst.  Well  sure  there  was  a  powerful  dale 


of  throop  on  the  ground.  Them  men  with  black  horses,  and  kind  of 
dish  covers  on  them  was  a  tine  lot,  but  all  that  iron  must  be  killin 
hot.  We  marched  past  the  Prince  in  grate  style  t'was  a  tine  day  for 
Ireland  anyway,  but  what  with  the  manuverin  back  and  forards  I 
went  near  being  kilt  and  murthered.  The  megur  is  a  desperate 
hard  man,  as  we  came  home  the  thirst  was  on  me  so  bad,  that  crossin 
the  canal,  I  was  nearly  bet  up  altogether,  so  I  made  one  rush  to  get 
a  drop  of  wather  in  me  shaco,  faith  he  was  down  on  me  like  a  cat 
afther  a  mouse,  and  his  sowrd  drawn,  and  the  grate  black  horse  he 
has  tearin  afther  me  like  blazes.  Give  me  one  drop  Meejur  says  I, 
oh  you  chiken  hearted  villin  says  he  get  back  wid  ye  now  like 
lightnin  or  I  '11  kill  ye  ye  ruffin  says  he.  Fabc  ye  may  swear  I  was 
back  soon  enough  for  sure  he 's  awful  determined  and  I  didnt  know 
what  he  might  do  to  me.  Well  TIM  take  me  word  for  it,  and  niver 
jine  the  mUeesha,  I  'd  rather  be  in. the  poorhouse  itself  than  soljerin 
again,  so  I  would.  There 's  the  bugle  bad  cess  to  it,  so  no  more  now 
from  your  frend  pAT  EGAN. 

MR.  TIM  MAHONEY,  Sack  Street,  Galtoay. 


ADVICE  TO  THOSE  ABOUT  TO  TRAVEL  WITH  MUCH  I.TTGOAOE. 

STAY  at  home.  The  elephant,  that  most  sagacious  of  animals, 
never  moves  with  more  than  one  trunk,  and  that  not  registered,  but 
attached  to  his  body. 

SEASONABLE  COINCIDENCE. 

PROTRACTED  debates  upon  Education  in  the  House  of  Commons 
coincident  with  prolonged  drought  out-of-doors. 
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ODOR    RITUALISTICUS. 

Extra-Protestant  Parishioner  (to  his  Vicar).   "  I  'VE  LONG  BEEN  OF  OPINION  THAT  'CAUSE  TEOIT  DU'STN'T  BURN  INCENSE,  YEOU  GOT  THEM 
PARAFFIN  LAMPS  'STEAD  o'  CANDLES,  so  AS  TO  HEV  SOUE  SMELL  IN  THE  CHU'CH  ! ! !  " 


IN  THE  SHADE. 

An  Optimistic  View  of  the  Great  Heat  Question. 

"  Circumstances  alter  cases." — Old  Saw. 

HORRIBLY  hot  ?    Ah !  no  doubt— in  the  City ; 

Phoebus  is  there  an  ignipotent  foe, 
Sunshine  a  thing  to  be  shunned— more 's  the  pity : 

Here  we  exult  in  Sol's  aureate  glow. 
There  the  still-rising  thermometers  terrify ; 

What  need  we  care,  in  this  verdurous  glade. 
Though  ours  may  mark— as  a  glance,  dear,  will  verify — 
Ninety  degrees  in  the  shade  ? 

Summer  at  last !     Sure  a  seven  years'  waiting 
Seems  to  have  passed  since  we  saw  her  full  face. 

How  the  leaves  laugh  at  her !    Town-thralls  are  rating 
Her  too  torrid  glance  in  their  verdureless  place. 

Here  she  smiles  soft  through  a  veil  of  glad  greenery. 
So,  doff  your  hat,  dear.    Nay,  bind  not  that  braid. 

Pleasant  to  gaze  on  yon  sun-suffused  scenery, — 
Ninety  degrees  in  the  shade ! 

Cool  is  the  plash  of  the  river,  and  cooling 
Each  curve  of  your  drapery.    You  have  a  lore. 

Taught  you  by  Nature,  that  needs  not  the  schooling 
In  "  colour"  and  "  keeping"  of  LEIQHTON  or  MOORE. 

In  sober  truth,  though  you  mock  it  so  merrily, 
Scarce  were  Sabrina  more  aptly  arrayed. 

Gazing  upon  yon  I  ask,  is  it,  verily. 

Ninety  degrees  m  the  shade  ? 

Town's  modish  slaves  are  debating  the  question 

Whither  to  fly  for  laborious  rest ; 
Here  we  're  at  home  with  sweet  Leisure — suggestion 

Utterly  strange  to.the  tour-planner's  breast ! 
Head !    You  well  know  who  my  favourite  poet  is. 

Idle  Iambics !    Eh  ?    Tired,  I  'm  afraid  f 
Lay  your  head  here.     We  can  slumber,  although  it  is 
Ninety  degrees  in  the  shade ! 


HYGlfiNE  IN  HOT  WEATHER. 

A  MILLER,  as  is  well  known,  wears  his  hat  for  the  purpose  of 
keeping  his  head  warm.  What  is  applicable  to  the  head  is  appli- 
cable to  the  whole  body  from  top  to  toe  ;  therefore,  to  keep  the  head 
cool,  a  black  hat  is  preferable,  and  for  the  body  likewise  a  suit  of 
sable.  Contrarily,  therefore,  to  common  practice,  instead  of  wearing 
light-coloured  fabrics  with  the  temperature  at  80°  in  the  shade,  put 
yourself  into  decent  mourning. 

Such  being  the  fact  that  colds  are  sometimes  caught  in  hot  weather 
through  sitting  in  a  draught,  carefully  close  all  doors  and  windows 
both  day  and  night. 

Health  chiefly  suffers  from  excessive  perspiration,  which  is  very 
"  lowering,"  consequently  strength  requires  to  be  kept  up  by  repa- 
ration of  wasted  tissue,  particularly  by  eating  and  drinking  as  much 
as  possible  of  solid  food  and  cordial  and  generous  liquor,  chops  and 
steaks,  bottled  stout,  port  wine,  grog,  punch,  in  addition  to  all  the 
lighter  wines  and  other  beverages  commonly  in  use.  Tripe-and- 
onions  and  Irish  stew  are  peculiarly  wholesome ;  and  a  broiling 
summer  is  really  the  right  season  for  Christmas  plum-pudding.  It 
is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  diet  should  consist  principally  of 
fish,  fruit,  and  vegetables,  though  if  plenty  of  more  nutritious  food 
be  taken,  the  more  of  those  other  things  you  eat,  too,  the  better. 

After  a  full  meal  rest  is  indispensable  ;  indeed,  as  little  exercise 
should  be  taken  as  possible,  for  any  attempt  to  move  is  felt  to  be 
laborious,  and  the  sense  of  developed  energy  and  relief  from 
oppression  developed,  for  example,  by  resolute  perseverance  in 
walking,  is  fallacious.  In  India  men  commonly  recline  in  a  high 
temperature,  sipping  brandy-pawnee  with  great  benefit  to  their 
livers,  as;  is  well  known ;  and  you  cannot  do  better,  if  you  have 
nothing  else  to  do,  than  sit  still  the  greater  part  of  the  day  between 
your  meals,  or,  at  any  rate,  after  dinner  till  supper-time,  and  after 
that  till  bed-time,  smoking  cigars  and  drinking  soda-water  and 
brandy.  If  you  feel  any  sense  of  the  sort  of  discomfort  commonly 
called  "  seediness,"  of  a  morning,  you  will  find  a  glass  of  sherry- 
and-bitters,  or  a  little  absinthe,  or  some  other  kind  of  innocent 
"  pick-me-up,"  quickly  put  you  all  to  rights  again  without  the  least 
detriment  to  your  constitution. 
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BORN    JUNE    29,  1827. 


DIED    JULY    28,   1876. 


Tin:  Kverlasting  Silence  has  suddenly  come  down  upon  a  clear,  joyous,  and  musical  voice,  which 
for  the  last  two  years  has  rung  among  the  most  regular  as  well  as  blithest  in  our  weekly  concert. 

MORTIMER  COLLINS,  in  the  apparent  fulness  of  health  and  strength,  has  been  carried  off,  after 
two  days'  illness,  by  disease  of  the  heart,  induced  it  may  be.  certainly  brought  to  a  head,  by  the 
wear  and  tear  of  literary  labour,  which  for  many  years  past  had  known  no  intermission,  not  even  for 
the  ordinary  interval  ot  a  brief  yearly  holiday.  In  the  most  literal  sense  of  the  words,  "he  died  in 
harness."  "  The  natural  end,"  the  Cynic  may  say,  "of  the  literary  hack."  Not  the  less  sad  is  the 
thought  how  much  nobler  in  results,  as  yell  as  longer-sustained,  his  labour  might  have  been  under 
better-regulated  conditions  and  happier  circuinst  ; 

As  Journalist  (Provincial  and  Metropolitan),  Kssayist,  Critic,  Novelist,  Poet,  MORTIMER  COLLIXS 
has  done  much  gay  and  genial,  much  ingenious  and  suggestive,  much  graceful  and  scholarly,  work  ; 
though  the  best  ot  it,  no  doubt,  in  all  kinds,  might,  with  more  leisure,  have  been  better.  But  though 
the  field  was  too  constantly  cropped  for  the  harvest  ever  to  come  to  its  perfection,  it  grew  always 
wholesome  and  pure  grain,  with  gap  of  scholarship,  fine  colour  of  fancy,  and  the  juice  of  a  large, 
kindly,  and  generous  nature.  He  wrote  the  Secret  of  Long  Life  to  teach  men  to  live  a  century,  ana 
himself  died  at  forty-nine. 

lie  was  a  man  who,  in  an  unconventional  way,  deeply  believed  in  God,  and  strove  to  do  his  duty 
honestly  and  punctually  by  his  employers,  loving  his  family  and  friends  :  variously  accomplished, 
happv  under  hard  labour,  and  helpful  to  all  lie  could  help,  by  word  or  deed. 

Two  stanzas  of  a  Poem  which  terminates  his  last  published  volume  of  Verse  may  form  his 
worthiest  epitaph  :— 


"  The  Poet  mny  tread  earth  partly, 

•  -MnilnM'!'.-  king, 
And  the  fays  at  his  bidding  gladly 

Vision*  of  beauty  brine ; 
Hut  bin  joys  will  be  rarer,  Oner, 
Away  from  thia  earthly  ntage, 
lie,  who  is  now  a  minor, 
Comes  of  ago. 


•          •          •          •          t 
'  Holl  on,  O  tardy  cycle, 

•  death  u  the  Poet's  birth  I 
Clow  soon,  great  trump  of  Michael, 

Shatter  the  crust  of  earth ! 
Let  the  slow  spheres  turn  faster  ; 

Hasten  the  heritage 
Of  him  who,  as  life's  true  master, 
Comcsof  age!" 


CHIEF  OIUH'TS   OK    l.XTKItKST   IX  LONDON  DURING 

AUGfST. 

In  Belgrare  Square. — Several  rows  of  magnificent  hrown  Holland 
window-blinds. 

In  Rotten  Row. — PRIVATE  JONT?S  (3rd  Life  Guards  Green),  wait- 
ing in  vain  for  Miss  MART  JANE  SMITH  (Nursery  Superintendent— 
out  of  town  with  "  her  people.") 

In  H'iii'1  Street. — A  Policeman  (very  rare). 

In  dim-ing  Cross. — An  empty  Hansom  carefully  avoiding 
Northumberland  Avenue. 

In  Picr/itlilli/. — A  Footman  (on  hoard  wages)  in  a  straw  hat. 

In  Li-i'i'i'xter  f-lqimrf. — M.  LE  I)UC  DE  CHATEAU  ORDINAIRE,  just 
arrived  from  France  to  take  part  in  the  gaieties  of  the  "  High  Life  " 
during  the  London  Season. 

In  the  Strand. — A  Country  Cousin. 

In   Oxford  Street. — Another. 

In  lleiji'iit  Street.— The  Infant  Deputy  of  the  Regular  Crossing 


In  Hanorer  Square. — A  home-sick  cat. 

In  the  British  Museum. — Several  specimens  of  the  Government 
Otlicial. 

In  Pall  Mall.— The  solitary  Sentry  in  front  of  Marlborough 
House. 

In  St.  ./rimes'  Furl;.— The  Park  Keeper. 

In  All  ti-iints,  Margaret's  Street.— The  officiating  Clergy. 

/»  the  Zoological  Gardens. — Chief  Representatives  of  the  Human 
Race  to  be  found  in  the  Monkey  House. 

In  tli,'    ll'<'*t  E,,<i  (I,.,,,.,;,!!,,.—  Nobody. 

//;  tin'  Must  End. — The  usual  Couple  of  Millions  or  so.  And 
lastly, 

In  *:.,  J'lret  Street.— Mr.  Punch's  locum  fr/iens— the  Venerable 
To!/;/. 

CENTRE  OP  CTVTHSATIOIT. 

Din  VICTOR  HUGO  call  Paris  "the  brain  of  the  world"?  The 
great  Metropolis  and  Centre  of  Cookery  might  rather  perhaps  be 
denominated  the  world's  stomach  ;  hut "  Magister  Artium  renter ;  " 
so  it  is  all  one. 

VOL.  LXXI.  o 


PADDY'S  AUTONOMY. 

THERE  's  a  mighty  Hue  thing  in  vogue, 

Which,  by  divil  a  bit  of  pseudonomy, 
I  u  an  iligant  Grecian  brogue 

Slav  insurgents  call  "  Autonomy :  " 
Jupiter,  Venus,  and  Mars, 

Wid  the  rest  of  our  scheme  of  astronomy, 
Is  a  system  of  separate  stars, 

That  has  aich  got  its  own  "  Autonomy." 
'Tis  a  plain  and  simple  phrase, 

Not  at  all  at  all  a  metonymy, 
For  it  manes  just  as  much  as  it  says 

Without  the  laist  smack  of  homonymy. 
The  Jews,  in  the  times  of  old, 

According  to  Deuteronomy, 
By  the  best  accounts  we  're  told, 

Enjoyed  a  nate  "  Autonomy." 
And  who  can  he  such  a  fool 

As  not  to  perceive  the  synonomy 
Of  the  terrum  with  BUTT'S  "  Home  Rule," 

Or,  "  Irish  Domestic  Economy  "  f 


POISONS  AND  FIGS. 

NOTE  a  strange,  but  seasonable,  paragraph  in  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  concerning  :  — 

"  TARTAR  EMETIC.—  At  Ballina,  on  Wednesday,  a  greet  r  was  remanded  on 
the  charge  of  selling  tartar  emetic  for  cream  of  tartar.  J-'ive  persons  had  a 
narrow  escape  from  death  through  the  mistake." 


Is  it  lawful  for  a  grocer  to  sell  tartar  emetic  at  all  ?  In  that 
the  sooner  it  ceases  to  be  lawful  the  better:  unless  on  cond 
that  grocers  shall  have  to  be  qualified  by  a  proper  examination  to 
deal  in  drugs,  as  well  as  in  groceries  Kven  then  it  would  be  desirable 
that  an  extended  inscription  over  the  grocer's  shop-door  should 
describe  him  as  "  Licensed  to  deal  in  tea.  coffee,  tobacco,  snuff, 
arsenic,  corrosive  sublimate,  prussic  acid,  oil  of  vitriol,  tartar 
emetic,  vinegar,  pepper,  and  poisons  generally." 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


SATURDAY  sitting,  July  29.  Better  day.  better 
deed.  The  House  met  and  fought  the  Education 
Bill  as  far  as  Report,  so  as  to  leave  Monday  free 
for  the  Eastern  Question. 

Monday,  July  31.— "Who'll  tread  on  the  tail 
of  my  Foreign  Office  uniform?"  might  have 
been  LORD  DERBY'S  cry — (Lords) — through  a 
night's  talk,  in  which  nobody  seemed  disposed  to 
turn  on  any  tap  stronger  than  milk  and  water. 
LORD  STHATHEDEN'S  tame  Resolution  in  favour 
of  supporting  the  treaties  of  1856,  was  followed 
up  by  a  long-winded  vindication  of  our  policy  in 
the 'Crimean  War  from  LOED  GHANVILLE,  spiced  with  a  little  mild  objurgation  of  Turkey,  as  a  Power  that  had  violated  every  undertaking 
with  her  political  as  with  her  pecuniary  creditors,  and  a  passing  fling  at  the  Government  for  not  more  effectually  interfering  in 
the  framing  of  the  Andrassy  Note,  and  for  sending  the  Fleet  to  Besika  Bay,  without  explanation  whether  that  move  was  made  as  an 
intimation  to  Russia,  a  hint  to  the  Porte,  or  a  defence  of  the  Christians.  Most  people  will  echo  LOED  GRANVILLE'S  amiable  wish 
that  LOED  DERBY  will  "  hasten,  rather  than  delay,  the  moment  where  Europe  in  concert  can  by  diplomatic  action  put  an  end  to  a 


words  break  no  bones,  if  they  butter  no  parsnips. 

LORD  DERBY  might  well  say  he  felt  rather  like  a  Minister  waiting  to  return  thanks  for  his  health,  than  a  Foreign  Secretary  on  defence 
of  his  policy.  He  found  himself  reduced  to  the  humiliating  necessity  of  agreeing  with  LORD  GEANVILLE  in  almost  everything. 
Agreeing  with  him  that  the  subject  ought  to  be  brought  before  the  House;  agreeing  with  him  in  regretting  the  war;  agreeing  with 
him  in  hoping  it  may  be  localised  ;  agreeing  with  him  that  Turkish  misgovernment  for  the  last  twenty  years  has  contributed  "  in  some 
not  inconsiderable  degree" — nothing  like  putting  a  fine  diplomatic  point  on  it— "to  the  insurrectionary  movements  of  the  last  twelve 
™nr,fi",  "  As  for  the  Andrassy  Pie,  we  nad  quite  as  much  of  a  finger  in  it  as  was  desirable  ;  and  as  to  the  Berlin  Memorandum,  not 


months." 


**Q      J.V/*       ill'..       J\  IIHI  il.T.^J      A  iCj       WC      lltlU.      yjlllLG      O,O     1UUU11     \JL      CL     11UKC1     ' "      It    *L3      W  O.O    (-1 C  Bl-l  tl  U 1 C    ,      U.I1U.    c».D     \AJ    Lil«    Ltiji  im.    «*.«*•**»*• 

only  were  we  well  out  of  it,  but  all  the  Powers  were  thankful  to  us  for  enabling  them  to  be  well  out  of  it  too.  The  fact  is,  we  were  the 
hrst  for  keeping  a  ring,  and  now  all  the  Powers  are  helping  us  to  keep  it.  So  the  talk  wore  on  with  a  dreary  absence  of  variance,  even 
LOED  HAMMOND  falling  into  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  warning  the  Turk,  that,  if  he  wasn't  a  better  boy,  BRITANNIA  would  no  longer 
stand  his  friend.  As  for  LORD  BATH,  he  roundly  lectured  LOED  DERBY  on  his  want  of  bowels,  calling  Turkish  rule  the  most  brutal  that 
ever  disgraced  the  earth,  and  warning  the  Government  that  the  country  was  sick  of  the  Turks,  and  would  stand  no  more  Crimean  wars. 
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THE    LATE    HOT    WEATHER. 

Traveller  (bedtime,  thermometer  100"!).  "WAITER,  GO'   SH'CH  A  THING   AS   A 
WARMIN'-PAN  1 " 

Waiter  (astounded).  "  A  WARMING-PAN,  SIR!" 

Traveller.  "  AND  'GOT  ANY  ICE  ? " 

Jf'aiter.   "  ICE,  SIR?    YESSIR!" 

Traveller.  "  THBN  TELL  'CHAMB'MAID  TO  RUN  A  PAN  OP  ICB  THROUGH  MY 

BED,    AND   LET   ME   HAVE   MY  CANDLE.        I  *LL  TURN   IN  I  I " 


LORD  WAYENEY  was  all  for  a  Conference  of  the  Powers,  with  Besika  Bay  for  a 
background,  and  "  the  British  Fleet  a  riding  at  anchor  "  to  determine  the 
balance  of  the  Powers. 

After  a  plaintive  remonstrance  from  poor  LORD  STRATHEDEN  AND  CAMPBELL. 
that  his  Speech  and  Resolution  had  been  pooh-poohed  by  LORD  GRANVTLLE  ana 
shunted  by  LORD  DERBY,  but  never  argued  or  answered  by  anybody,  the  DUKE 
OF  RICHMOND  moved  and  carried  the  Previous  Question  without  a  division. 

Was  there  ever  a  question  previous  to  our  old  friend,  the  Great  Eastern  ? 

(Commons.) — Touching  tableau — BENJAMIN  protecting  the  Innocents !  But 
"the  good  die  first,"  as  WORDSTVOBTH  says.  The  Government  clings  to 
Vivisection,  but  sacrifices  the  Prison  Bill — the  most  practical  measure  of  the 
Session — and  the  two  Universities  Bills.  Then  there  is  the  Extradition  Treaty 
breakdown— one  of  the  most  serious  of  the  many  Government  blunders  of  the 
year— yet  to  be  talked  over,  and  the  Indian  Budget  to  be  knocked  off  in  the 
expiring  moments  of  an  empty  and  exhausted  House,  and  Supply  still  to  be  con- 
cluded, including  the  cost  of  MR.  CAVE'S  well-meant  but  ineffectual  ,'attempt 
at  the  great  Egyptian  balancing  trick,  and  the  Education  Bill  to  be  threshed 
through  Third  Heading.  But  don't  let  us  anticipate. 

Then  arose  The  BRUCE,  and  brought  in  the  Eastern  Question  with  kid  gloves 
on.  All  movers  of  the  question  had  been  busy  taking  allpossible'  offence 
out  of  their  Motions,  but,  of  all  the  rose-water  Resolutions,  The  BRUCE'S  was 
the  rosiest.  It  was  the  Eastern  Question  strained  through  several  folds  of 
Ottoman  Bank  paper.  Our  interest  in  retaining  the  Turks  at  Constantinople 
was  not  because  they  wore  Turks  (particularly  after  they  have  repudiated 
and  brought  down  Ottoman  Bank  Stock  so  shamefully),. but  because  they  were 
an  unaggressive  andsettled  Power  ("  settled,"  we  presume,  on  the  "  lucus  a  non 
lucendo^ "  principle,  from  not  settling).  The  grievances  of  the  Insurgents  were 
more  fiscal  and  agrarian  than  religious. — (Provided  you  pick  a  man's  pocket, 
outrage  his  wife,  and  cut  his  throat,  we  should  have  thought  it  didn't  much 
matter  under  what  epithet  vou  pigeon-hole  his  case.)  The  dispatch  »f  the  Fleet 
to  Besika  Bay  relieved  the  Turk  f  ram  the  apprehension  that  he  wag  going  to  fee 
crushed  without  consideration  or  fair  play,  calmed  his  irritation,  and  prevented 


repetition  of  outrages.  Non-intervention  is  the  best 
policy,  but,  when  the  time  comes  for  the  Powers  to  act ,  1  h  <  •  y 
must  enlist  Moslem  support  for  their  reforms.  Matters 
can't  be  settled  by  merely  backing  Cross  against  Crescent. 

MB.  HANBUHY  (not  the  well-known  Entire,  but  a  very 
diluted  tap ! )  thought  the  Turks  the  only  hand  to  which 
we  could  trust  the  keys  of  Asia.  It  wasn't  the  Turkish 
Government  that  had  oppressed  the  Rayahs,  but  the 
Mahometan  Slavs,  and  their  own  Bishops.  He  looked  to 
the  Serbs  as  a  barrier  against  Russia. 

MR.  FORSYTE  moved  the  one  Amendment  of  the  night 
with  some  pith  in  it,  lurging  the  Government  to  insist 
on  effectual  guarantees  for  good  government  irrespective 
of  race  and  creed.  Pace  BRUCE  and  HANBURY,  it  wai 
the  FORTE'S  corruption  and  misgovernment  and  the 
Turkish  rulers'  cruelty  that  had  provoked  insurrection. 

LORD  E.  FITZMAUTUCE  followed  on  the  same  tack,  and 
advocated  autonomy  for  the  Balkan  Provinces. 

MR.  HOLMS  took  up  his  parable  lustily  against  the 
Turks. 

MB.  GLADSTONE  maintained  that  the  upshot  of  the 
Crimean  War  was  to  give  us  a  right  to  interfere  ^  and 
remonstrate  with  the.Porte.  The  Turk  had  not  fulfilled 
his  promises,  because  he  couldn't.  The  Government  had 
not  sufficiently  snubbed  the  Three  Powers  for  presuming 
to  leave  England  out  in  the.  cold.  We  ought  not  to  have 
rejected  the  Berlin  Note  without  offering  an  alternative. 
Something  must  be  done  to  restore  the  European  concert, 
and  that  oy  way  of  self-government  of  the  insurgent 
provinces. 

MR.  DISRAELI  complained  of  having  no  attack  to 
repel.  Our  policy  was  non-intervention.  After  the  Berlin 
Note  we  stood  alone  at  first,  but  now  the  other  five 
Powers  had  come  over  to  us.  The  sending  of  the  Fleet 
was  not  meant  to  threaten  anybody.  It  was  in  the  first 
place  a  purely  histrionic  move.  England,  as  a  naval 
Power,  ought  to  be  adequately  represented  by 'a  Fleet. 
Then,  it  was  not  sent  to  protect  the  Turkish  Empire,  but 
the  British.  The  cue  was  non-intervention  just  now : 
when  the  moment  came  for  England  to  interfere,  she 
would  interfere  for  the  good  of  everybody. 

LORD  HARTINGTON  said  ditto  to  all  the  dittos— and 
recommended  the  withdrawal  of  both  Motion  and  Amend- 
ment, and  so  the  night's  talk  ended  in  general  agreement 
that  nothing  had  been  done,  nothing  ought  to  be  done, 
and  that  all  was  for.  the  best  in  this  most  do-nothing  of  all 
do-nothing  worlds. 

Tuesday  (Lords).— LORD  WAVENEY  (SHAFTO-ADAIB  in 
his  late  Lower  Life),  passed  a  favourable  verdict  on  the 
corpora  vilia  lately  made  subjects  of  Experimental 
Mobilisation.  The  men  had  done  very  well— and  would, 
no  doubt — like  their  officers  and  staff — do  better.  The 
Reserve — what  there  was  of  them — had  come  well  up  to 
time.  The  transport  was  susceptible  of  improvement. 

I, (i KD  ( 'A  Dm; AN  admitted  that  the  Force  "  had  not  been 
adequately  provided  with  technical  waggons."  There 
had  not  been  more  than  two  per  cent,  of  absentees  from 
the  Reserve. 

LORD  CARDWEXL  joined  in  the  chorus  of  congratula- 
tion. (The  author  of  the  Short  Service  Scheme  has 
every  right  to  'be  happy  in  results  so  far.  If  only  our 
corps  could  move  when  mobilised.) 

LORD  CARNARVON  on  the  Barbadoes  difficulty.  _A 
careful  summing  up,  and  judicial  distribution  of  wig- 
gings. Confederation  meant  little  more  than  amalga- 
mation of  municipal  offices  and  expenses.  Badians  are 
g'overbially  stiff-necked  and  hot-headed.  In  POPE- 
ENNESSY  they  met  with  a  match.  Hence  naturally  an 
explosion.  But  if  the  POPE  has  been  indiscreet,  having 
talked  too  big  and  too  loose,  and  comported  himself  alto- 
gether too  much  "More  Hibernico,"  the  Badian  big-wigs 
have  been  reckless,  violent,  and  unscrupulous  in  word 
and  deed. 

The  best  thing  for  Barbadoes  would  be  remodelling  of 
its  Government  on  the  Jamaica  model. 

LORD  CARNARVON  supports  his  Governor  like  a  gentle- 
man ;  and  there  is  far  more  to  be  said  in  excuse  of 
GOVERNOR  HENNESSY,  POPE  though  he  be,  than  of  those 
who  have  so  recklessly  assailed  him. 

(Common*.)— MB.  WARD  HUNT  told  the  sorry  story  of 
the  introduction  of  measles  into  Fiji,  and  made  a  feeble 
attempt  .to  apportion  the  blame  for  its  introduction 
between  the  naval  and  the  colonial  authorities.  A 
case  of  bungling  all  round — only  to  be  explained  to 
BRITANNIA  in  DR.  JOHNSON'S  quaint  fashion,  "  Ignor- 
ance, Madam,  sheer  ignorance." 
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Supply.    Education  Estimates. 

MB.  A.  B.  HOPE  and  LORD  ELCHO  spoke  an  urgent  word  for  the 
British  Museum  Staff,  at  once  the  most  efficient  and  worst-paid  body 
under  Government.  The  protest  came  with  appropriate  grace  from 
HOPE — hope  long-deferred.  MR.  W.  H.  SMITH  promised  that  any 
advance  should  be  a  discriminating  advance. 

It  is  wonderful  how  intensely  careful  the  Treasury  grows  over  a 
proposed  rise  in  the  salaries  of  the  one  set  of  specially  qualified 
scholars  and  archaeologists  in  the  Government  service.  Not  a  staff 
of  the  most  commonplace  clerks  in  the  most  routine  office  but  can 
(rive  the  British  Museum  assistants  long  odds  in  the  way  .'of  salary. 
Yet  when  a  rise  to  something  like  the  usual  official  level  is  asked  for, 
what  a  marvellously  nice  conscience  is  brought  to  bear  on  their 
case  by  MR.  W.  H.  SMITH — "while  the  Government  desired  to  do 
justice  to  a  staff  of  gentlemen,  than  whom  none  could  be  more  able, 
they  were  at  the  same  time  conscious  of  the  responsibility  which 
rested  on  them  not  to  give  more  in  any  case,  or  under  any  circum- 
stances, than  the  just  claims  of  the  officers  entitled  them  to  receive." 

By  all  means,  MR.  SMITH.  "Who  asks  you  to  do  otherwise  ?  Only 
do  that,  and  the  British  Museum  Staff,  and  Punch,  will  be  perfectly 
satisfied.  Hut  do  that,  if  you  please,  ME.  SMITH,  and  you,  Messieurs 
Treasury  Clerks, 

"  Who,  "neath  the  eye  of  LINOEN  and  of  LAW, 
Wield  the  cheese-paror,  and  the  save-all  stern, 
Sacred  to  candle-ends," 

be  fair  to  culture  for  once. 

LORD  SANDON'S  Education  Estimates.  English,  show  a  rise  of 
£158,492  ;  Scotch,  of  £81,817,  with  excellent  results  for  the  money  ; 
the  Irish  estimates,  a  rise  of,sqrne'£21,810  in  teachers' salaries  and 
allowances,  against  a  reduction  of  some  £15,000  in  school-farms, 
school-apparatus,  and  teachers'  residences.  The  Act  of  last  Session 
has  failed  to  improve  the  payment  of  teachers ;  but  Government 
is  still  tinkering  at  it,  rather  than  boldly  making  the  proper  pay- 
ment of  teachers  out  of  a  national  rate  compulsory.  The  im- 
provement of  the  National  School  Teachers'  position  is  the  key  to 
all  real  improvement  of  Ireland,  and  the  needful  work  has  yet  to  be 
done. 

SIB  "W.  HAHCOURT  raised  the  nice  question  whether  ME.  SCLATEB- 
BOOTH'S  Rivers  Pollution  Bill  is  better  than  nothing.  If  8ra 
WILLIAM  wants  Mr.  Punch's  opinion,  that  is  precisely  the  right 
estimate  of  it— Just  better,  than  nothing ;  how  little  better,  Punch 
cannot  find  any  word  to  express. 

After  an  attempt  at  a  Count-Out,  another  night  was  added  to 
those  already  lost  this  Session  in  attempting  to  induce  the  House  to 
release  the  nine  Irish  political  prisoners  still  in  confinement.  The 
debate  was  remarkable  for  MB.  BHIGHT'S  appearance  as  an  advocate 
for  the  release  of  the  prisoners — including  the  two  still  in  prison  for 
the  shooting  of  BBETT,  the  Manchester  policeman,  and  the  soldiers 
who  have  violated  their  oath  of  enlistment.  MB.  BRIGHT  went 
further  than  his  best  friends  are  likely  to  go  with  him.  He 
argued  against  the  established  rule  of  law,  that  concert  in  a  joint 
purpose  to  violate  the  law  makes  common  guilt ;  and  contended 
that  a  soldier's  breaking  his  oath  is  not  a  more  heinous  offence 
than  another  man's.  Punch  finds  it  difficult  to  say  which  doctrine 
strikes  him  as  the  more  dangerous. 

The  weather  was  too  hot  for  the  subject,  and  the  House  broke  out 
more  than  once  in  highly  inflammatory  utterances.  But  the  Motion 
was  lost  by  117  to  51. 

Wednesday.— The  centre  of  interest  was  shifted  from  St.  Stephen's 
to  the  Mansion  House,  though  with  DISBAELI  and  DERBY  absent. 

Nobody  would  listen  to  Chairman  RAISES  on  Parliamentary 
Agents,  and  the  Major's  friends,  without  the  Major,  succeeded  in 
talking  out  ME.  SMYTH'S  Irish  Sunday  Closing  Bill. 

Thursday  (Lords).— The  Law  Lords  CAIRNS  and  SELBOBNE  had  out 
the  Extradition  argument.  Lord  Chancellor  of  Chancellors  Punch 
gives  it  for  LORD  SELBORNE  against  the  Government.  LORD  CAIRNS 
failed  to  make  any  better  case  than  LORD  DERBY  before  him. 

Foreign  Office  has  blundered.  FISH  scores  a  triumph,  and  the 
gallows-bird  flits  in  safety  to  and  fro  across  the  Atlantic. 

(Commons.)— SIR  WHFRID  LAWSON  wailed  over  the  rejection  of 
MR.  SMYTH'S  Sunday  Closing  Bill  yesterday,  and  fell  fpnl  of  the 
inoffensive  RAISES  for  insisting  on  his  talk  about  Parliamentary 
Agents,  who,  as  RAISES  explained,  were  more  interesting  to  him  than 
all  the  Sunday  Closing  Bills  that  ever  were  or  would  be. 

LORD  HAS.TINGTON  moved  a  protest  against  PELL  his  clause,  and 
LORD  SANDON  replied,  and  the  House  divided— 182  to  120 ;  and  all 
that  trouble  seemed  at  an  end,  when  the  ill-starred  SANDON  and 
the  rash  SIB  STAFFORD,  not  satisfied  with  the  week  lost  and  the 
heats  raised,  in  this  state  of  the  weather  too.  by  PELL'S  fire-brand, 
must  give  countenance  to  that  Haratnzadeh,  LORD  ROBERT  MONTAGU, 
in  flinging  all  the  fat  in  the  fire  by  a  clause  compelling  Guardians 
to  pay  the  fees  of  children  whose  parents  are  too  poor  to  pay  them, 
at  Denominational  schools. 

This  exactly  suiting  the  Roman  Catholics'  book,  united  the  Home- 


Rulers  with  the  Denominationalists,  and  set  up  the  backs  of  the 
Secularists,  and  Nonconformists,  and  Anti-Sectarians  in  the  same 
degree,  and  the  House  was  left  dividing — in  a  state  wherein  exas- 
peration and  perspiration  seemed  struggling  for  supremacy — till 
naif-past  four  on  Friday  morning ! 

Friday  (Lords). — LORD  NOETHBROOK  and  the  MARQUIS  OF  SALIS- 
BURY shook  hands,  like'well-conditioned  gentlemen.  The  Baring- 
reign  is  over,  and  the  Marquis  protests  he  never  meant  his  reign 
to  be  overbearing. 

(Commons.) — Gradual  recovery  of  reason  after  last  night's  de- 
lirium. All  as  eager  to  agree,  as  they  were  in  this  morning's  small 
hours  to  differ.  ME.  FORSTER  moves  repeal  of  the  25th  section  of 
the.  Act  of  1870 — the  old  bone  of  contention,  over  which  there  was  so 
much  snarling  in  its  day  ;  and  LORD  SASDON,  instead,  provides  that 
Boards  of  Guardians,  everywhere,  may  pay  the  fees  for  children 
whose  parents  can't  pay,  at  the  Schools  ot  the  parents'  choice.  So 
the  Act  reaches  Third  Heading,  after  a  narrow  escape  of  shipwreck 
in  sight  of  port,  on  the  rock  of  PELL'S  clause. 

Bill  for  'better  'Pollution  of  Rivers  passed  Third  Reading,  the 
manufacturers  having  strained  out  of  it  the  little  stringency 
MR.  BOOTH  had  left  in. 

HAPPY    THOUGHTS. 

A  Thrilling  Incident,— An  Arrest— Notes  on  Legal  Forms  and 
Reforms,  made  on  the  Huston  Platform— The  Sell  just  going  to 
King. 

£USTON  Station. — Very  few 
people.        Consequently 
Guard  (with  Irish  brogue 
— everybody  seems  sud- 
denly to  have  an  Irish  brogue) 
is  peculiarly  civil. 

Happy  Thought. 
— When  going  to 
France,  speak 
French :  when  going 
to  Ireland,  speak 
Irish — that  is,  try 
thebrogue.  Tokeep 
up  this  illusion,  I 
assume,  occasion- 
ally and  diffident- 
ly, a  brogue. 

In  order  to  give 
the  Guard  an  in- 
terest in  me  over 
and  above  a  shilling, 
it  would  be  as  well 
to  pretend  to  be  a 
Fenian  Leader,  in 
disguise,  escaping,  or  a  Home-Ruler  in  difficulties.  The  Guard  is 
eyeing  me  suspiciously,  which  is  satisfactory  (as,  in  travelling  alone, 
a  journey  should  be  made  exciting,  somehow),  when  a  respectable- 
looking  person  in  black  comes  on  to  the  platform,  looks  sharply 
right  and  left  of  him,  walks  straight  up  to  me,  bows,  asks  me  if  I 
am  myself,  and  before  I  have  determined  upon  a  course  of  action — 
that  is,  whether  to  admit,  or  deny,  my  identity — he  produces  two 
envelopes,  one  long  and  large,  the  other  small  but  bulky,  shows  me 
the  address,  observes,  "  For  you,  Sir,  I  believe?  "  and,  as  I  murmur 
an  affirmative,  he  opens  the  bulky  one  himself,  takes  out  two  sove- 
reigns and  a  few  shillings,  hands  them  to  me,  observing,  "  For  you, 
Sir,  from  PLTTMPTON  AND  SPRY." 
Happy  Thought  (undoubtedly).— Pocket  the  coin. 
Suppose,  even,  that  this  is  an  amiable  and  harmless  lunatic,  who 
goes  about  thinking  himself  PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY  (whoever  they 
may  be — clearly  not  twins),  and  giving  people  sovereigns,  still, 
evidently,  one  should  not  refuse  to  accept  the  gilts,  if  only  to  keep 
him  quiet. 

Guard  watching  intensely.  He  has  made  up  his  mind  that  I  am 
some  one  in  disguise— Fenian  probably — only  the  two  sovereigns 
have  puzzled  him.  He  has  his  eye  on  us. 

"  From  PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY'S,"  says  the  respectable  man  in 
black.  "  MR.  PLUMPTON  heard  you  were  going  away  to  Ireland 
from  MR.  BIEKETT,  and  so  he  thought  he  would  just  eaten  you  before 
you  were  off."  Whereupon  he  hands  me  the  long,  legal-looking 
envelope. 

I  open  the  paper.    It  is  headed,  "  In  the  High  Court  of  Justice. 
Is  it  a  practical  joke  ?    No  ;  the  Clerk  for  MESSES.  PLUMPTON  AND 
SPRY  explains  that  I  am  subpcena'd  as  a  Witness  in  a  question  of 
right  of  way. 

J5ut  what  an  awfully  startling  form  to  a  nervous  temperament  is 
this  subpoena  paper.  The  medical  profession  ought  to  protest 
against  it,  on  physical  grounds  ;  the  clergy  on  moral  grounds.  Let 
me  put  the  case.  You  are  an  innocent  man,  but  a  nervous  one 
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You  haven't  done  anything  contrary  to  Law — at  least,  not  that  you 
are  aware  of :  only,  you  suddenly  remember  that,  four  years  ago, 
you  were  a  little  uncertain  about  joining  the  Directorship  of  that 
Company,  of  which  you  had  heard  little  or  nothing,  except  what  your 
tstccmeu  and  ranened  friend  (a  man  of  vast  commercial  experi- 
ence) had  chosen  to  tell  you.  Has  some  prying,  meddling,  sensation- 
loving  Shareholder  started  up,  and  insisted  upon  an  exhumation 
of  that  Company's  body,  and  a  consequent  inquest  'f  If  so  ... 
Then  the  nervous  man  reads  the  summons :  "  VICTORIA  "  (in  large 
letters,  of  a  fanciful  nourishing  character),  "by  the  Grace  of  timl, 
of  the  I'niti'il  Kiiitjdiitit  i  if  Great  liritain  and  Ireland"  (this  is  HER 
MAJESTI'S  address,  should  you  wish  to  write  to  her),  "  (Jueen,  De- 
fender df  thf  Faith"  (this  title  suggests  to  the  nervous  man  the 
possibility  of  his  having  unconsciously  offended  against  some  old 
ecclesiastical  Law — but  he  cannot  call  to  mind  any  statute  he  might 
have  contravened,  except,  perhaps,  something  about  "  a  fine  of  nve 
shillings  for  swearing),  "to"  (So-and-so — here  follows  the  name), 
"  Greeting"  (which  is  the  iirst  sign  of  politeness  on  the  part  of 
Royalty,  and  of  a  wish  to  make  things  pleasant.  It  puts  the  ner- 
vous man  temporarily  at  his  ease.  He  breathes  again ;  he  looks 
round  ;  he  imiles ;  he  experiences  a  tingling  of  loyalty  in  his  heart, 
and,  expecting  something  still  moro  paternal,  or  maternal,  and 
cheering,  he  resumes  his  perusal.  But  the  tone  is  suddenly  and  inex- 
plicably changed.  So  rapid  is  this  alteration,  that,  had  somebody, 
six  feet  two  high,  and  powerful  in  proportion,  smilingly  beckoned 
you  up-stairs,  and  then,  on  your  reaching  the  top,  had  changed  from 
lively  to  severe,  and  kicked  yon  down  again,  the  shock  could  not 
be  more  electrical  than  this  sudden  assumption  of  fierceness.  Thus 
it  goes  on  peremptorily  : — )  "  We  command  you,  and  every  of  you" 
(which  appears  unnecessary,  as  if  you  had  some  deep  scheme  for 
evading  the  summons  by  sending  your  hat,  or  your  carte  de  visite, 
or  your  wooden  legs— if  any),  "  that  all  things  set  aside  "  (this  sounds 
like  a  direction  to  "  leave  your  sticks  and  umbrellas  in  the  hall "), 
"  and  ceasing  every  excuse  "  (when  as  yet  you  haven't  tried  to  raise 
even  one  plea  on  your  own  behalf),  "you  and  every  of  you  be  and 
appear  in  your  pro/n-i-  i>frm»i.i  bi'fure  "  (now  the  tone  changes  to  one 
of  more  than  affectionate  regard)  "our  right  trusty  ami  n-i-ll-bi-lorrd 
SIR  PETER  PTPSR"  (or  whatever  the  name  for  the  time  being  may 
he),  "Hart.,  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  J-'nglantl,  $-c.t  on  —  day  of 

l>y  ten  of  the  clock  ",(what  clock  P),  "in  the  forenoon  of  the  same 

dni/,  and  mi  from  day  to  day  "  (enough  to  worry  a  nervous  man's 
life  out  of  him,  merely  to  read  this)  "until  the  cause  hereinafter 
mentioned  be  tried,  to  testify  the  truth  according  to  your  knowledge  " 
(&c.,  &c.).  "  And  this  y»u  nor  any  of  you  shall  in  nowise  omit, 
under  the  Penalty"  (with  a  large  "P")  "of  every  of  you"  (this  is 
confusing,  hut  the  sequence  is  clear)  "of  One.  Hundred  Pounds." 

Whereupon  the  nervous  man  collapses.  Now,  why  cannot  it  be 
put  simply  thus  ? — 

' '  SIR,—  You  will  have  to  attend  as  a  Witness,  on  and  after  —  day> 
at  —  A.M.,  in  such-and-such  a  case,  at  — .  The  penalty  for  non- 
attendance  is  £100." 

Sappy  Thought.— Reform  of  legal  forms.  However,  not  having 
time  to  go  into  the  subject,  at  the  station,  with  the  Clerk  from 
MESSR*.  PLUMPION  AND  SPRY'S.  I  simply  tell  him,  as  pleasantly  as 
possible,  "  That  I  should  have  had  great  pleasure  in  accepting  the 
invitation,  but  unfortunately  I  can't,  as  I  am  off  to  Ireland,  and 
am  uncertain  as  to  my  return." 

PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY,  however,  have  provided  for  this  emer- 
gency. Wherever  you  may  be,  Sir,"  says  the  Clerk,  with  a  tinge 
of  sadness  in  his  voice,  "  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  keep  MESSES. 
PLTTMPTON  AND  SPRY  informed  of  your  movements  by  letter,  or  tele- 
gram. Then  we  can  summon  you  at  a  moment's  notice,  if  wanted, 
and  we  shan't  detain  you  five  minutes." 

So,  chained  by  a  telegraph  cable — PHTMPTON  AST  SPRY  being 
at  one  end,  and  myself  at  the  other— I  am  off  for  a  holiday's  enjoy- 
ment to  Ireland ! 

Supposing  at  the  Giant's  Causeway  I  receive  a  telegram — "  Come 
back  from  Erin.  Shan't  keep  you  five  minutes.  Judge  waiting  "— 
there  would  be  an  end  of  all  my  amusement. 

couldn't  my  examination,  as  a  witness,  he  conducted  by  tele- 


i  ^j  uvi^gi<iiu  juot  ii»  wuu,  uiiu  oeitur,  tnan  u  i  were 
being  brow-beat  in  a  witness-box,  with  the  eyes  of  the  Judge, 
Counsel,  Jury,  Reporters,  Illustrated  Paper  Artists,  Police,  Usher, 
and  Public  on  me?  Certainly.  Why  the  thing  might  be  done 
beautirully,  and  our  legal  machinery  simplified  by  wiring. 

lo  put  it  clearly  and  dramatically,  thus  : 

SCENE.— Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  during  a  Trial. 

Counsel.  Call  the  next  Witness. 

Usher  (calls).  MR.  GRANVTLLE  DE  L'ASHBY  ZOOCH  ! 

No  answer.    Judge  restless.    Counsel  consults  Solicitors,  MESSES. 

DHAIU'E   AND   CHUCKITUP. 

Counsel.  He 's  not  here.    Most  important  Witness.    What  shall 
we  do  t 


Mr.  Sharpe.  I  know  where  he 's  to  be  found.  He 's  at  the  Giant's 
Causeway.  [For  example ;  but  it  might  be  the  Hebrides,  or  cm 
board  the  yacht  Xnniilnn,  off  Trouvillt.J  But  —(Happy  Thought. — 
Klr<'triuity,  like  love,  makes  all  places  alike.)— I'll  wire. 

Exit  MR.  SHARPE  to  wire,  while  Counsel  explains. 

Judge.  Well,  we  can  take  the  next  Witness  in  the  meantime. 
(They  take  the  neztWitness,  squeeze  him  dry  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
and  then  throw  him  away.) 

Then  the  electric  machine  is  brought  into  Court.  Counsel  asks 
questions,  and  Telegraph  Clerk  works  the  wire. 

Cintiixi'l  (in  the  Court  of  (Jiwen's  Hatch).  Your  name,  I  think  is 
GRANVILLE  DE  L'Asniiy  ZOOCH  f 

Witness  (seated  at  the  Giant's  Causeway,  on  the  rock  furtln ••••/ 
from  the  short;  with  his  stockinos  < iff  and  his  fcut  in  the  ncn,  i-njui/iinj 
the  delicious  breeze  in  the  month  of  June,  and  smoking  a  mild  cigar. 
Next  him  sits  a  Telegraph  Clerk  with  tltv  electric  apparatus  and 
wire  laid  on).  It  is. 

Counsel  (repenting  answer,  which  arrives  one  minute  nftt-r  it  has 
been  gii-en).  ''It  is."  Now,  Sir,  on  the  19th  of  June,  1873,  were 
you  breakfasting  with  His  Excellency  the  Due  DE  DEKAYSES,  the 
accredited  Plenipotentiary  from  the  South  Guano  Isles  to  this 
country '' 


will  you  have  the  goodness  to  tell  us  what  happened  on  that  occa- 
sion? 

Witness  (lighting  afresh  cigar,  and  answering  by  telegram).  With 
pleasure.  Only  wait  till  I  have  opened'this  bottle  of  whiskey. 

The  Judge  (in  the  Court  of  Queen's  Sench).  What  does  he  say  ? 

Counsel  (who  has  called  the  Witness  on  his  own  side).  He  is  only 
pausing  for  a  minute,  my  Lud,  to  refresh  his  memory. 

The  Judge  (leaning  back).  Oh,  very  good.  ( Wishes  he  could 
ri'fi-i-sh  his  memory  too.  Looks  at  his  watch.)  Just  send  to  your 
Witness  to  tell  him  to  get  on — or,  if  he  is  going  to  have  his  lunch 
brought  to  him  out-of-doors,  we  can  take  ours  at  the  same  time.  It 
only  wants  half  an  hour  of  our  usual  adjournment. 

Witness  (on  receiving  the  message).  Thanks.  Only  some  cold 
chicken  and  whiskey  and  potass.  Pipe  afterwards.  Call  it  half 
an  hour,  and  "  I'm  on."  I  shan't  stir  from  here,  so  won't  incur  any 
unnecessary  expense. 

The  Judge  (after  hearing  this  read  out).  Good.  Then  (to  Counsel) 
we 'd  better  adjourn.  (To  Jury.)  In  three-quarters  of  an  hour  from 
now.  Gentlemen.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

"When  they  return,  of  course,  the  Witness  gives  his  evidence  with 
a  will,  stands  the  fire  of  a  searching  electric  cross-examination,  and, 
after  all,  serves  the  cause  of  justice  far  more  effectually  than  if  he 
had  travelled  a  thousand  miles,  tired  himself  out,  and  had  come  up 
ill,  worried,  and  irritable  into  the  box  in  the  Court  of  Queen's 
Bench. 

I  present  these  suggestions  as  Happy  Thoughts  to  the  Bench,  the 
Bar,  and  the  legal  profession  generally, — and,  without  further  note 
or  comment,  I  am,  at  last,  off  for  Oula  Ireland. 


SENTIMENT  AT  STRATFORD-ON-AVON. 

IT  appears  from  the  gratifying  paragraph  below  quoted,  that, 
though  utilitarianism  has  triumphed,  still  unproductive  sentiment 
prevails  to  a  considerable  extent  amongst  the  inhabitants  of  a 
municipality  associated  with  the  memory  of  a  poet,  the  late  Mu. 
WILLIAM  SH  A  KSI-EA.RE  :— 

"  THE  CURFEW  BULL.— The  Stratford-on-ATon  Town  Council  ve»terday, 
by  a  majority  of  one,  decided  to  discontinue  the  ringing  of  the  Curfew  Bell,  a 
custom  which  baa  been  observed  for  several  hundred  years.  There  was  strong 
opposition  to  the  proposal  to  abolish  such  an  ancient  custom." 

In  fact,  it  seems  that  nearly  half  the  Stratford-on-Avon  Town 
Councillors  were  unable  to  see  that  the  Curfew,  in  this  age  of  gas,  to 
say  nothing  of  railways  and  electric  telegraphs,  was  a  mere 
anachronism,  that  it  had  long  ceased  to  admonish  people  to  put  out 
their  fires  and  candles,  and  had  sunk  into  a  mere  survival,  prolonged 
by  nothing  hut  an  idle  veneration  for  antiquity.  The  feeling  which 
made  so  large  a  minority  of  them  obiect  to  abolish  the  ringing  of  an, 
old  bell  would  no  doubt  also  make  them  wish  to  see  weather-stains 
and  ivy  continue  to  deface  an  old  bell-tower.  To  be  sure,  the 
majority  have  just  managed  to 

"  Silence  that  dreadful  bell." 

But  it  appears  likely  that  they  will  encounter  a  strong  opposition  to 
any  proposal  they  may  by-and-by  make  to  improve  SHAKSPEARE'S 
monument  by  whitewashing  it.  or  to  defy  superstition  by  removing 
both  it  and  the  remains  beneath  it  to  another  site. 


THE  END  OF  THE  SESSION.— Smoke. 
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MORAL    PLUCK. 

Paterfamilias,  who,  under  pretext  of  seeking  a  suitable  French  watering-plate  for  his  Family,  has  enjoyed  a  delightful  three  weeks'  trip  on  the 
French  coast  with  a  congenial  Bachelor  Friend,  returns  to  his  Penates,  and  after  partaking  duly  of  refreshment,  delivers  himself  thus : — "  WELL, 

MV  DEARS,    WE'VE  TRIED    TROUVILLE,    DIEPPE,    fiTRETAT,    TRfePORT,    BOULOGNE,    AND  ALL,    AND   HAVE    COME    TO    THE    CONCLUSION    THAT 

'  THERE'S  NO  PLACE  LIKE  HOME  !'     '  ENGLAND,  WITH  ALL  THY  FAULTS  I  LOVE  THEE  STILL  !'    AND  I  PROPOSE " 

Indignant  Chorus.   "  OH,  ISDSSD,  PAPA  ! " 


A  WORD  IN  SEASON. 
From  BULL  to  BENJAMIN. 

"I never  adopted  that  Coffee-house  babble,  brought  by  a  Bulgarian  to  the 
Vice-Consul,  as  authentic  information  -which  we  ought  to  receive." — 
Ma.  DISRABLI. 

"  COFFEE-HOUSE  babble  "  ?    BENJAMIN,  my  boy, 

That  sounds  a  very  pat  and  pithy  summary, 
Nor  do  I  quite  expect  you  to  employ 

The  hot  philanthropist's  effusive  flummery ; 
But.  though  of  fuss  I  'm  far  from  being  fond, 

The  news  I  'm  getting  now  my  dander  raises 
To  heat  that's  just  a  little  bit  beyond 

The  chilling  power  of  cool  official  phrases. 

Moslem  and  Christian !    Blood  both  flags  must  drench, 

When  Crescent  flies  on  Cross,  and  Cross  on  Crescent ! 
But  not  the  coldest  DEBBY  douche  can  quench 

Wrath  at  some  wrongs  to  coolness  acquiescent : 
Fire,  plunder,  prison,  butchery,  bestial  lust, 

Are  things  to  mix  hot  rage  my  scalding  shame  with, 
Which  no  snow-blooded  policy,  I  trust, 

Will  ever  load  my  soul  or  stain  my  name  with. 

The  status  quo  ?    Oh  bless  me,  yes,  /  know. 

I  've  backed  and  buttressed  that  with  blood  and  treasure ; 
Show  me  good  cause  and  both  of  them  shall  flow 

Once  more,  with  promptitude,  if  scarce  with  pleasure. 
But  fight  'gainst  new  life  waking 't    Lend  my  face 

To  merciless  «iisrul«  and  wholesale  murder  ? 
Considering  my  hist»ry.  and  race, 

Few  propositions  well  could  look  absurder. 

Not  mine,  thank  Heaven,  the  calm  official  mimd 
That  smiles  to  scorn  such  strong  words  as  "  atrocity;  " 


Some  outrages  too  devilish  I  find 
To  treat  with  epigram  or  smooth  pomposity. 

"  Coffee-house  babble  "  may  not  mean  as  much 
As  gushers  paint  in  their  too  graphic  strictures, 

But  yet  my  shuddering  sense  thrills  to  the  touch 
Of  too  familiar  horror  in  their  pictures. 

Though  optimistic  HANBUBY  gloss  and  gild 

The  blood-stained  Crescent  raised  before  the  nations, 
The  Palace  of  fine  Fancy  he  would  build 

Seems  a  Fool's  Paradise  on  sand  foundations. 
'Tis  hard  to  hold  the  balance  ?    Very  like  ; 

That 's  why  I  've  not  been  hot  to  put  my  word  in — 
But  peace  must  not  help  wrong,  nor,  if  I  strike, 

Injustice  weight  the  scale  I  throw  my  sword  in. 

Mild  words,  my  BEN  ?    Good !    I  would  have  them  mild  ; 

I  know  'tis  not  the  hour  for  angry  bluster : 
But  while  war — and  wrong  worse  than  war— runs  wild, 

Courts  scheme,  and  armies  mass,  and  navies  muster, 
'Twere  just  as  well  to  have  it  clearly  known — 

In  your  own  phrase  of  politic  urbanity — 
JOHN  BULL  can  only  make  one  side  his  own, 

And  that  the  side  of  justice  and  humanity ! 


A  Party  of  Progress. 

EABL  RUSSELL,  in  his  letter  lately  addressed  to  LOUD  GBANVILLE 
on  the  Eastern  Question,  observes  that :— "  The  Whig  Party  toast  is 
'  Civil  and  Religious  Liberty  all  over  the  World.'  "  True.  This  is 
the  old  Whig  Party  toast.  The  toast  of  a  party  more  advanced 
w»uld  seem  to  be  "  Uncivil  and  Irreligious  Licence  all  the  World 


POPULAR  GAME  FOE  THE  RECESS.— The  Grouse. 
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UNFASHIONABLE    INTELLIGENCE. 


M1 


B.     BOUNCER 
has  left  Town 
for  a  week's 
yachting,    as    he 
says.  His  friends, 
however,      think 
that  he  has  merely 
gone  to  Margate, 
and     bought      a 
yachting  jacket. 

MBS.  Sill;  us 
gave  a  Ball  at 
her  residence  in 
Camberwell,  on 
Thursday  evening 
last.  SPROUTS,  the 
greengrocer,  was 
specially  retained 
for  the  occasion, 
and  the  German 
Band  that  plays 
in  the  neighbour- 
hood was  engaged. 

MR.  FLYTTER,  having  failed  to  get  his  Bill  discounted,  has  been  obliged  to 
leave  his  rooms,  and  start  for  Paris,  without  paying  his  rent. 

The  riitp/oyi's  in  the  Firm  of  MKSSHS.  SHOHTMEASUBE  AND  SHODDEE  spent  a 
happy  day  at  Rosherville  (it  being  the  Bank  Holiday),  on  the  7th  inst. 

Miss  SMITH  has  gone  to  Birmingham  on  a  visit,  for  a  few  days,  to  her  Uncle, 
MK.  BHOWW. 
MR.  GCTTLEB  gave  a  small  and  early  Dinner  Party  yesterday.    Covers  were 


laid  for  thirteen  guests,  and  the  menu  included  (besides 
turtle)  eleven  kinds  of  fish. 

MR.  GAiCDERLiNa,  who  lately  joined  the  Slopshire 
Volunteers,  sprained  his  ankle  yesterday  while  practising 
the  goose-step. 

MK.  WAGH  has  been  so  prostrated  by  the  heat  of  the 
weather,  that  he  has  attended  seven  dinners  without 
making  a  joke. 

MASTER  SCKEECIIER,  with  a  party  of  his  Sunday 
schoolfellows,  went  to  Bushy  Park  last  Monday  in  a 
van  :  when  they  all  enjoyed  their  usual  yearly  privilege 
of  screaming  at  the  very  tip-top  of  their  voices,  the 
whole  way  there  and  bacK. 

Miss  DuMi-iK  slipped  and  fell  upon  a  flower-pot  labt 
week,  while  attempting  lawn  tennis  with  her  sister  upon 
the  grass-plat. 

The  REV.  MK.  MUGGINS  has  recently  arrived  at  Buo- 
OINS'S  Hotel. 

MR.  SCAMPERTON  has  started  on  a  bicycle  excursion 
through  Greenland  and  Siberia,  and  proposes  to  return 
via  Egypt  and  the  Cape. 

MR.  PRIGUINS  entertained  MR.  JONES  and  MR.  JOWLEK 
last  Saturday  at  supper,  at  his  lodgings  in  New  Grub  Street. 

Miss  RrtrKEBLEY  has  gone  to  Canada,  with  a  view  to 
spend  the  winter  there,  and  get  some  real  skating. 

MR.  DIDDLER  has  proposed  a  matrimonial  alliance  with 
the  widow  of  the  late  ME.  EIIENEZER  BLUNT. 

MR.  CLYFAKER  emerged  from  his  retirement  at 
Holloway  on  Friday  morning  last,  when  a  most  distin- 
guished company  of  his  pals  were  assembled  to  meet 
him,  and  stood  a  number  of  "  drains  round  "  in  honour 
of  his  release. 


OUB  OWN  REPRESENTATIVE. 

(lie  proposes  going  to  the  Wagner.  Festival  at  Bayreuth,  and  i» 
off  before  we  can  stop  him.) 

DEAH  SIR, 

Excuse  this  short  and  hurried  dispatch,  but,  while  I  write, 
I  am  engaged  in  superintending  the  packing  of  my  portmanteau. 
I  have  a  young  black  servant  who  was  lately  brought  from  the  South 
Guinea  Coast,  and  this  is  the  first  time  he  has  ever  seen  a  portman- 
teau. At  first  he  was  frightened  of  it,  and  inclined,  not  being  a 
well  instructed  Christian,  to  worship  it  as  a  god.  When  it  closed  up 
suddenly  of  its  own  accord— as  is  the  habit  of  portmanteaux,  after 
you  've  got  the  upper  compartment  nicely  packed,  but  not  fastened — 
and  all  my  shirts  came  out  in  a  heap,  he  started  back,  his  hair  came 
out  of  curl,  he  turned  quite  white  (fact!),  then  he  made  a  rush  for 
the  door,  and  bolted.  Having  succeeded  in  overcoming  his  supersti- 
tion and  his  panic,  I  now  find  him  inclined  to  treat  the  portman- 
teau with  contemptuous  familiarity.  He  wishes  to  put  in  anything 
anywhere,  he  conducts  himself  towards  a  pair  of  boots  as  though 
they  were  on  a  footing  with  a  fine  well-got-up  white  shirt,  and  in 
fact,  my  time  just  now  is  occupied  in  finishing  the  education  of  this 
half-instructed  blackamoor.  He  has  much  to  unlearn,  as  much. 
indeed,  as  he  has  to  unpack  :  his  notions  of  the'.Catechism  are  limited 
to  a  set  of  riddles  (which  I  fancy  he  must  have  learnt  from  a  Comic 
Missionary),  such  as  "  Where  was  Moses  when  the  candle  went 
out  ?  "  Who  subscribed  to  the  first  newspaper  t"  and  so  forth. 

You  would  be  touched  by  the  earnestness  and  fervour  of  this 
young  negro,  whose  artless  prattle  draws  tears  from  eyes  unaccus- 
tomed to  weeping,  when  he  tells  of  his  friends  and  relatives  now 
suffering  under  the  lash,  and  living  in  a  brutalised  state  of  unblissful 
ignorance.  I  am  getting  up  a  subscription  for  SAM'S  tribe,  intend- 
ing to  bring  them  over  en  masse,  as  they  would  make  excellent 
servants  in  such  an  establishment  as  MR.  HANKEY  has  recently 
started,  or — they  wouldn't  do  badly  as  a  troupe  round  the  country. 
SAM,  my  boy,  tells  me  he  is  not  a  cannibal,  and  he  assures  me  that 
he  prefers  our  beef  and  mutton  to  anything  he  ever  tasted.  I  am 
sure  you  will  head  the  list  with  a  .handsome  donation,  and  you 
might  put  an  iron  box.  with  a  patent  padlock  JT  '11  supply  it  at  my 
own  expense  and  find  the  key),  outside  your  office-door  with  "  The 
Stuck  Boy  Fund"  written  on  it. 

I  will  undertake  that  erery  penny,  placed  in  that  box  by  a  generous 
and  Chrittianly  charitable  public,  shall  be  spent  upon  the  most 
irortfiy  objects  :  and  if  the  money  does  not  convert,  clothe,  and  render 
happy  an  entire  tribe,  it  will  not  be  the  fault  of  the  good-hearted 
English  subscribers  to  the  "Black  Boy  Fund.  Depend  on  me. 
If  necessary,  1  will  go  out  myself  with  the  money,  and  explore  the 
country.  1  am  quite  ready  to  fill  the  rule  of  a  Stanley,  if  you  will 
be  as  magnificently  enterprising  as  are  the  undaunted  Proprietors 
of  the  I)-!/  T-l-gr-ph. 

But  I  have  not  yet  told  you  what  I  am  packing  up  for.  Pardon. 
I  am  off  to  Bayreuth  for  the  Wagner  Festival.  I  am,  myself,  a 


Wagnerite,  tooth  and  nail,  heart  and  soul  I  I  may  say,  with  diffi- 
dence, that  it  was  I  who  started  Wagnerism  in  my  dear  old  friend 
WAGNER  himself,  years  ago.  Of  course,  what  /  lacked  was  the 
technical  knowledge  to  carry  out  my  own  idea.  But  I  '11  explain 
this  later  on. 

You  remember  saying  to  me,  despairingly,  "  How  I  wish  I  had 
some  real  musical  man,  whom  I  could  trust,  to  send  to  Bayreuth !  " 
I  said  nothing  then  ;  but  I  made  up  my  mind :  and  when  you  ob- 
served, after  dinner,  to  me,  "  I  wish  you  'd  go  to  Bayreuth,"  I 
replied,  "  Certainly.''  Now  I  'm  off.* 

•  We  do  not  recall  either  of  the  occasions  alluded  to,  but  still  if  we  did  say 
"Go  to  Bayreuth!"  we  are  perfectly  ready  to  abide  by  our  word,  aa  we 
should  have  been  had  we  only  said,  "Go  to  Bath!"  No  doubt  there  is  a 
i  large  section  of  the  music-loving  public  which  will  be  heartily  glad  to 
receive,  from  a  trustworthy  source,  aft  the  particulars  of  an  event  which  seems 
to  mark  an  era  in  the  history  of  the  Mutual  World  (edited  by  our  esteemed 
friend  and  high-art  critic  J)n.  DISHLBY  PETERS,  to  whom  we  shall  write  to 
keep  an  eye  on  our  Correspondent  at  Bayreuth,  where  they  will,  probably, 
meet).  *  *  On  reflection,  we  have  written  to  our  Contributor  to  say,  "  Put  ut 
down  for  twenty  pounds  to  the  '  Slack  Soy  Fund.'  Go  to  Bayreuth.  On 
your  arrival  you  ought  to  find  a  circular  note  at  the  fast  Office,  not  necessarily 
for  immediate  and  lavish  expenditure,  but  as  a  guarantee  of  our  good  faith. 
The  public  may  now  rest  assured  that  our  excellent  Representative  will  not 
allow  the  grass  to  grow  under  his  feet.  We  act,  now  aa  always,  in  the 
interests  of  civilisation,  of  journalism,  and  of  an  enlightened  and  appreciative 
public.  In  apite  of  the  vast  additional  expense  incurred  by  these  arrange- 
ments, no  extra  charge  will  be  made  for  our  Journal.  We  can  lay  our  hands 
on  our  hearts  and  say  that  we  shall  be  amply  repaid  for  all  our  trouble  by  the 
gratitude  and  delight  of  our  readers,  and  this  too,  we  feel  assured,  will  be 
equally  the  sentiment  of  our  noble-hearted  Contributor. — ED. 

*»*  (Just  before  going  to  press.)— The  above  idea  we  embodied  in  a  note 
to  pur  good  friend.  His  reply  was  characteristic,  though  hardly,  perhaps,  so 
satisfactory  as  we  could  have  wished.  Perhaps  he  was  in  a  hurry. 

"Dear  Ed.  Tes.  'Gratitude,' &c.,  good.  My  notion  to  a  turn.  Only  ten  d 
cheqtie  ;  or  better, — send  ten  real  sovereigns  by  hand,  and  I  '11  make  them  last 
me  till  I  get  to  the  Post  Office,  Bayreuth,  and  account  to  you  afterward*  !  " 

To  this  we  replied : 

"  On  inquiry,  we  find  you  can  get  to  Bayreuth  for  half  the  sum  (while 
double  the  amount  would  only  delay  you) — and,  as  that  ia  all  we  happen  to 
have  about  us  at  the  moment  (ana  we  shouldn't  have  had  thai,  but  for  a 
friend  accidentally  dropping  in),  we  send  it  at  once,  so  that  you  may  not  have 
to  complain  of  any  delay  on  our  part." 

To  which  came  back  the  answer  : 

"  Good  enough.  Was  just  off  when  your  boy  arrived  with  the  fiver.  It  is 
a  note,  and  I  asked  for  gold.  No  matter;  I  can  change  it,  at  a  slight  Ion 
(which  you  can  settle  on  my  return),  across  the  water.  In  the  meantime,  as 

1  m  (twenty  pounds)  from 
I  have  given  a  draught 
mt  an  hour's  time  ajter 
you  receive  this,  when  I  shall  be  far  away, 'careering,  steam  up,  fast  train, 
ni|h  pressure,  no-stopping-anywhere  express,  on  the  other  tide  of  the  glorious 
old  Channel.  Pentez  d  mot !  d  toi  toujourt. — T.  R." 

We  have  considered  it  our  duty  to  publish  this  intact,  as,  in  case  of  any 
future  difficulty — which  we  are  far,  of  eourse,  from  apprehending — we  shall  be 
able  to  call  the  Public  as  a  witness  to  our  own  integrity.  The  Gentleman, 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  12,  1876. 


A    ROUND-ABOUT    ROAD. 

Master  (cool  and  comfortable).  "  '^COMMONLY  WARM,  JAMES  !  " 

Gardener  (mopping  his  brow).  "  THAT  IT  BE,  SIR  !     TOM  OVER  THREE  HE  ARST  ME  TO  ARST  YOU  IP  YOU'D  STAND  A  EXTRY  GLASS 
o'  BEER,  AN'  I  TOLD  HIM  '  CEETAIN'Y  NOT  !   I  COULDN'T  THINK  o'  SUCH  A  THING  ! '     PHEW  !     IT  BE  WON'ERFUL  HOT,  SUKE-LY  ! !  " 


The  portmanteau  is  packed.  The  Black  Boy  accompanies  me.  I 
must  have  some  one  to  accompany  me  "  when  I  go  on  a  musical  tour 
— (this  is  a  jeu  de  mot,  or  kommikwordenspiel,  for  HERE  WAGNER. 
Fits ! !) — and  I  've  secured  as  a  fellow-traveller,  my  dear  old  friend 
the  Swedish  Pole,  DE.  SCHLAPPSHAGEB,  who  was  banished  from  Bul- 
gravia  for  his  political  opinions,  and,  coming  over  here,  wrote  that 
admirable  article  in  the  Threeweekly  on  "  The  B  flat,  and  how  to 
catch  it  with  a  tuning-fork,"  which  caused  such  a  sensation  in 
musical  and  scientific  circles.  It  was  a  masterly  production.  As 
DH.  ScHLAPPSHAGER  is  not  a  rich  man,  I  shall  have  to  pay  his  ex- 
penses. But  he  will  be  worth  every  penny  of  'em  to  You,  Sir.  He 
is  a  large  eater,  but  his  liquor  is  a  trifle  ;  and  you  cannot,  now-a- 
days,  get  such  rare  musical  talent  as  his  for  nothing.  He  is  a 
Practician  as  well  as  a  Theorigt,  and  brings  his  case  of  instruments 
with  him.  We  are  going  to  "  do  Wagner"  all  the  way  to  Bay- 
reuth.  I  am  an  adept  on  the  banjo,  the  Doctor  is  Al  with  the 
accordion  (which  is  his  national  instrument,  and  you  should  see  him 
whirling  it  about  his  head  in  a  patriotic  frenzy !),  while  the  bones 
naturally  fall  to  my  black  boy,  SAM.  It  is  a  brilliant  notion,  and  I 
fancy,  judging  by  what  is  done  on  the  road  to  Goodwood,  Epsom, 
and  Ascot,  that  we  ought  to  pick  up  a  pretty  groschen  on  the  road, 
which  we  shall,  of  course,  give  to  the  starving  poor,  or  some  local 
charity.  We  shall  call  ourselves  the  "  Warbliingen  Wagners." 
That  '11  fetch  the  Germans.  No  burnt  cork.  All  white— hat,  boots, 
shirts,  wigs,  all  white  except  SAM,  who  is  the  genuine  article.  Light 
hearts  and  white  hats !  OfftoBayreuth!  Train  ready!  Post  the  tin. 
Vive  WAGNEE  !  We  're  taking  over  an  illumination  and  fireworks. 

with  whom  the  loan,  in  our  interest,  was  negotiated,  did  call  at  our  office,  but, 
unfortunately,  after  we  had  left.  In  this  weather,  our  business  hours  are 
necessarily  early.  This  may  catch  hii  eye ;  in  which  case,  he  will  understand 
that  we  have  been  compelled,  by  Hidden  press  of  business,  to  go  to  Wales,  but 
hope  to  see  him,  and  thank  him  for  his  kindness,  immediately  o»  our  return. 
Tke  Public  is  now  in  full  posscssUm  of  »11  the  preliminary  circumstances,  and 
knows  as  much  about  our  worthy  Correspondent's  musical  expedition  to  Bay- 
reuth,  as,  up  to  the  present  mom«»t,  we  do  »urselves.  We  sincerely  trust  that 
the  result  will  be  hijhly  satisfactory  to  all  parties.— EB. 


The  Doctor  is  calling  to  me  "Mein  goot  freund,  man  will  unter 
Segel  gehen  und  wartet  nur  auf  Sie .' "  To  which  I  reply  "  Kommt  : 
wir  Sind  fertig :  nehmt  diese  zwei  Mantelsache."*  So  off  we  go 
with  our  two  "  Mantelsachs  "  (lovely  word,  eh  ?  so  expressive !),  away 
to  Bayreuth !  Soon  you  shall  hear  all  the  news  from  one  who  will 
always  sign  himself,  most  affectionately  and  rovingly, 

YOTO  REPRESENTATIVE. 

*  We  have  no  doubt  now  of  our  Correspondent's  good  intention.  Ho  is 
evidently  a  perfect  German,  and  so  is  his  friend.  Whatever  we  may  think  of 
his  plan  for  travelling  as  "  Warbling  Wagners,"  we  are  sure  that  everything 
will  be  done  by  him  in  excellent  taste,  and  with  a  view  to  making  the  English 
character  respected  on  the  Continent.  At  the  same  time  our  Readers  must 
make  allowances  for  a  man  of  undeniable  genius.  Genius  is  above  rules  ;  and 
if  Genius  chooses  to  travel  with  a  banjo,  a  German  Professor  with  an  accor- 
dion, and  a  Mack  servant  with  the  bones,  we  can  but  smile  and  pass  on,  mur- 
muring, "  Well,  after  all,  what  harm  to  anybody  ?— and  Genius  is  eccentric, 
or  it  would  not  be  Genius." 

We  feel  these  remarks  (made  in  perfect  good  faith)  are  due  both  to  our 
enterprising  Contributor  and  to  the  sagacity  of  our  respected  Headers.  — ED. 


Plea  for  Political  Prisoners. 

KILLING  is  no  murder  if  complicated  with  treason.  That  renders 
it  a  mere  misdemeanor.  A  military  offence,  simply  capital,  becomes 
a  minor  offence  when  treasonable  besides.  Treason  is  an  extenuating 
circumstance  of  mutiny  and  murder,  and  its  commission  in  commit- 
ting those  crimes  reduces  murderers  and  mutineers  to  political 
offenders.  Therefore,  instead  of  being  hanged  or  shot,  they  ought, 
if  punished  at  all,  and  not,  on  the  contrary,  rewarded,  to  be  con- 
demned to  nothing  worse  than  temporary  seclusion,  and  should,  all 
of  them,  after  a  merely  nominal  imprisonment,  be  respectfully 
released.  

A  DISTINCTION  WITH  A  DIFFERENCE.— The  distinction  between 
a  picked  man  and  a  plucked  man. 
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EQUALITY. 

Maid  (before'the  Party).  "SHALL  7ou  WEAR  YOUR  WHITE  MUSLIN  TO-NIGHT,  MA'AM?" 

Mistress.  "  YES,  JANE  !  " 

Maid.  "  THEN  I'LL  WEAR  MY  BLUB  SILK,  AS  I  DON'T  WANT  us  TO  CLASH  1 " 


AN   AUGUST   REMANET. 

By  a  Literary  Hack  in  Harness. 

FROM  out  my  garret,  hot  and  high, 
Pausing  from  work,  I  gaze  adown 

"With  longing  looks  intent  to  spy 
The  happy  hurriers  Out  of  Town. 

Four-wheelers,  groaning  'neath  the  load 
That    box-seat,    roof,    and    footboard 
crown; 

Hansoms  with  luggage  outside  stowed 
Of  happy  folks  bound  Out  of  Town. 

Their  baggage,  destined  for  first-class, 
Shames  my  one  coat,  once  black,  now 
brown ; 

And  a  sigh  comes,  that  I,  alas  ! 
Must  only  dream  of  Out  of  Town. 

Thinking  upon  the  days  gone  by, 
When     young,     defying     Fortune's 
frown, — 

Light  heart,  and  lighter  luggage,  I 
Have  gaily  chartered  Out  of  Town. 

Oh  for  some  drops  of  country  dew, 
If  they  would  only  help  to  drown 

My  longing  for  green  pastures  new — 
Green  ot  God's  making — Out  of  Town ! 

Well,  there 's  one  comfort,  now-a-days, 
With  intramural  graves  put  down, 

The  poorest  wretch  for  death  that  prays 
May  hope  for  one  ride  Out  of  Town. 

When  my  last  copy  earns  its  pay, 
And  I  am  dead  to  verb  and  noun, 

From  ink  to  dust — I  see  my  way 
To  that  excursion  Out  of  Town  ! 


MENS  SANA,  ETC. 

THERE  will  be  one  decided  advantage  in 
the  proposed  new  City  of  Hygeia.  There 
will,  of  course,  be  no  necessity  for  the 
iteration  of  the  unmeaning  greetings, 
"  How  are  you  ?  "  or,  "  How  do  you  do  t " 
since  the  answer,  "  Very  well,  thank  you," 
will  be  stereotyped. 


Our  OF  TOWN. — The  Season. 


THE 'GREENWICH  DINNER. 

Potages. 
Broth  a  la  trop  de  Cuisiniers  de  1'Amiraute. 

Tortue  a  la  M.  WARD  HUNT. 
Hodge-Podge  a  1'Ordre  du  Jour. 

Poissons. 

Flounders  a  la  Education  Bill. 

Quarrellets  a  1'Eau  de  Rose. 

Plaice  a  1' Administration  Conservative. 

Anguilles  a  la  BENJAMIN  DISRAELI. 

Saumon,  Sauce  a  la  GINX'S  Be  be. 

Homards  a  la  Scheme  de  Mobilisation. 

Whitebait  a  la  iin  d'Aout. 

Entree. 
Tete  de  Veau  a  la  Majorite  Ministerielle. 

Relevfs, 

Jambon  d'Espagne  a  la  DON  CARLOS  en  retraite. 
Cochon  de  Lait  a  la  Diplomatie  Anglaise. 

Rutis. 

Roast  Beef  a  PAnglais  aux  Indes. 
Turkey  a  la  Question  d' Orient. 

Entremets. 
Petits  Pois  au  Beurre  de  Lor-Maire  de  Londres. 

Soufflets  a  1'Ouvrage  de  la  Session. 
Pouding  Glace  a  I'lmperatrice  des  Indes. 

Bombe  a  la  JVENEALT. 
Soupirs  de  Nonnes  a  laNEwnKGATE. 
Triile  a  1'Interpellation  Irlandaise. 


AN  EXACT  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  SULTAN'S.HEALTH. 
(From  a  Comparison  of  Authorities.) 

MUCH  concern  having  been  felt  with  regard  to  the  health  of 
SULTAN  M ut.ui  THE  FIFTH,  Mr.  Punch  has  been  at  some  pains  to 
obtain  the  most  reliable  information  on  the  subject,  and  hastens  to 
inform  the  public  of  the  result. 

It  appears,  then,  from  a  careful  collation  of  the  most  authentic 
bulletins,  that  the  SULTAN  is  suffering  from  softening  of  the  brain, 
delirium  tremens,  rheumatic  paralysis,  and  other  complaints.  He 
converses  freely  with  those  about  him,  attends  public  prayers,  dis- 
plays great  interest  with  regard  to  his  family,  and  is  a  victim  to  a 
disordered  imagination — being,  in  fact,  on  the  verge  of  insanity. 
It  cannot  be  surprising  to  hear,  as  a  result  of  all  this,  that^His  Majesty 
"lacks  initiative  power  and  vigour."  He  is  very  anxious  about 
the  education  and  welfare  of  his  son,  SKLAII  EDDIS,  aged  twelve 
years. 

The  above  concatenation,  besides  fully  bearing  out  the  symptoms 
already  mentioned,  no  doubt  also  accounts  for  the  Sultan's  personal 
appearance.  Aged  twenty-eight,Jhi5s  of  a  greenish  complexion,  with 
a  leaden  eye  and  a  white  beard !  Besides  the  complaints  above  enu- 
merated, he  suffers  from  several  painful  skin  diseases  and  a  general 
nervous  prostration,  produced  by  raki  and  absinthe.  All  these 
afflictions  together  have  the  curious  effect  of  rendering  His  Majesty 
"  visibly  weaker  "  from  day  to  day.  Although  the  transaction  of 
business  with  the  GRAND  VIZIER  and  MIDHAT  PASHA  might  be 
expected  to  be  somewhat  fatiguing  under  the  circumstances,  still 
the  SULTAN  is  cheerful  and  fond  of  playing  the  piano.  In  con- 
clusion, it  may  be  stated  that  he  is  as  well  as  ever  he  was  in  his 
life,  has  not  long  to  live,  and  (evidently  more  astute  than  any 
European  politician)  "  is  perfectly  aware  of  his  position." 
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PATERFAMILIAS    ON    PIGTAILS. 

"  Materfamilias,  maddened  by  the  daily  increasing  insubordination  of  the 
British  Housemaid,  the  incapacity,  extravagance,  and  by  no  means  infrequent 
alcoholism  of  the  British  Cook,  and  the  rebelliousness  even  of  the  British 
Scullerymaid,  ...  is  furtively  yet  anxiously  expecting  the  arrival  on  the 
shores  of  Albion  of  the 'Heathen  Chinee.'  It  has  been  bruited  about  .  .  . 
that  Ait-SiNG  is  on  his  way  across  the  'big  black  water'  to  relieve  the 
barbarian  housekeepers  from  their  domestic  difficulties." — Daily  Teleyraph. 

OLiLOQur  of  MR.  B.  on  the 
threatened  advent  of  the 
"Heathen  Chinee." 

CAN'T  say  I've  had  that 
tip  from  MRS.  B. ; 
Don't  think  I  ever  heard 
her  broach  the  question : 
But   importation     of   the 
mild  Chinee 

Does  seem  a  rather  stag- 
gering suggestion. 
An-SiNG    as    Housemaid  ? 
Novel  notion  that ! 
Bo-HE    as    Buttons, 
QJUN o-Ho  doing  stitch- 
ing, 

CHANG  -  WANG  a-handing 
me  my  coat  and  hat ! — 
Must  say  it 's  more  be- 
wildering than  bewitch- 
ing. 

Servants  do  play  Old  Goose- 
berry, sure  enough ; 
But  omnipresentpigtails, 
pidgin  lingo, 

Slant     eyes,     and     baggy 
breeks,  and  faces  buff ! 
The  prospect  pulls  a  man 
up  short,  by  Jingo ! 
Those  Lady-Helps.looked'a  rum  start  perhaps, 

But  quite  a  trifle  when  compared  with  this  go. 
Don't  cotton  quite  to  those  Celestial  chaps. 
I  think  I  've  heard  they  funked  them  out  in  Frisco. 

Thought  they  were  only  fit  for  growing  tea. 

Don't  fancy  JOHNNY  dishing  up  my  dinner ! 
I  'm  not  exactly  sure  that  MRS.  B. 

Would  trust  the  Baby  to  that  saffron  sinner. 
All  very  well  on  tea-chests,  queer  and  quaint ; 

Quite  passable  on  screens  and  fancy  crockery  ; 
But  nursing  NELL  !— 'twould  make  ATJNT  BETSY  faint ! 

I  hope  that  D.  T.  means  it  all  in  mockery. 

Worst  of  those  blessed  papers  now-a-days, 

They  will  go  in  for  being  deadly  funny. 
I  like  plain  speech  that  means  just  what  it  says— 

(That  Standard  is  the  paper  for  my  money.) 
But  if  it 's  serious  ?    Well,  no  doubt,  An-SiNG 

May  be  a  meek,  industrious  sort  of  fellow  ; 
But  those  blue  bed-gowns  aren't  my  style  of  thing, 

And  blood  is  blood.    AH-SING'S  I'm  sure  is  yellow ! 

Cheap  ?    Civil  ?    Caring  nought  for  cuff  or  kick  ? 

Nice  change  to  have  a  servant  that  is  trounceablo. 
JOHNNY  will  pocket  "  fum-fum  "  and  "  eat  stick," 

While  MARY  ANNER  's  dear,  and  rude,  and  bounceable  : 
As  for  pig-tails,  one  mustn't  talk  too  loud, 

Seeing  the  things  our  Women  now  are  wearing — 
But  fancy  living  midst  a  family  crowd 

Of  bare  Mongolian  pates !    'Twere  past  all  bearing ! 

Moreover  labour  may  be  made  too  cheap  : 

This  Flowery  overflow  may  swamp  Creation. 
Suppose  An-SiNG  should  catch  J.  B.  asleep, 

And  ply  his  pidgin  to  our  ruination  ! 
ITard  work,  short  commons  ?    'Taint  the  modern  style, 

Short  hours,  long  pay,  serins  l.:ib<mr's  latest  charter. 
Aii-SiMi  may  slave,  eat  stick,  half  starve,  and  smile, 

Yet  that  sleek  Mongol  may  turn  out  a  Tartar. 

No,  MRS.  B. !    I  guess  you  'd  better  bear 
With  MARY  ANKER'S  ways  a  little  longer — 

The  Pigtails  far  outnumber  us,  I  hear, 
Let  JOHN  'ware  hawk  if  JOHNNY  grows  the  stronger. 


A  world,  too,  like  a  willow-pattern  plato 
Is  not  the  sort  of  thing  my  taste  that  pleases  : 

For  China  there  has  been  a  craze  of  late — 
Do  hope  we  shan't  extend  it  to  Chineses ! 


THE  EASTERN  QUESTION  IN  TflE  FUTURE. 

According  to  Russian  Ideas. 

1877.  Scrvia,  Montenegro,  and  lloumania  placed  under  Russian 
protection. 

1878.  The  Protected  Provinces  given  over  to  the  rule  of  a  Russian 
Viceroy. 

1879.  Important  Treaty  concluded  between  Russia  and  Greece. 

1880.  Coronation  at  Constantinople  of  the  KM PKHOR  ALEXANDER 
as  Czar  of  all  the  Russias,  Greece,  and  both  the  Turkeys. 

According  to  German  Ideas. 

1877.  Remonstrance  with  France  for  favouring  Turkey. 

1878.  Remonstrance  with    France  for  sympathising  with    the 
Insurgent  Provinces. 

1879.  Remonstrance  with  France  on  account  of  her  neutrality. 

1880.  War  declared  against  France. 

According  to  Turkish  Ideas. 

1877.  Loan  from  England  to  declare  war  against  Russia. 

1878.  Loan  from  England  to  declare  war  against  Germany. 

1879.  Loan  from  England  to  declare  war  against  France,  Austria, 
Italy,  Greece,  Denmark,  and  the  United  States. 

1880.  Loan  from  England  to  declare  war  against  Great  Britain. 

According  to  Austrian  Ideas. 

1877.  Negotiation  with  a  First-Class  Power. 

1878.  Negotiation  with  a  couple  of  First-Class  Powers. 

1879.  Negotiation  with  all  the  First-Class  Powers. 

1880.  Negotiations  with  the  Four  Quarters  of  the  Globe. 

According  to  English  Ideas. 

English  Constitutions  given  to  all  the  Insurgent  Provinces. 
Penny  Papers,  Penny  Ices,  Cheap  Omnibuses  and  Bath 
Buns  introduced  into  Belgrade,  Ragusa,  Nish,  and  Constantinople. 

1879.  Conversion  of  the  SULTAN.      Establishment   of    Turkish 
Houses  of  Lords  and  Commons,  Insurgent  Provinces  treated  like 
English  Colonies,  and  Inauguration  of  the  Constantinople  Under- 
ground Railway. 

1880.  Payment  of  the  Turkish  Debt. 

According  to  Mr.  Punch's  Private  Ideas. 
Revolution ! 
Reconstitution ! ! 
Renovation. 
Civilisation. 


1877. 
1878. 


1877. 
1878. 
1879. 
1880. 


PUNCH  AND  PUFFERY. 


GOOD  old  HOMER  sometimes  nods ;  and  Punch  may  occasionally 
take  forty  winks  ;  but  who  has  ever  heard  him  talk  "in  his  sleep  ? 
"  Aperiently,"  as  Mrs.  Gamp  says,  the  author  of  the  following 
announcement  in  a  morning  paper — unconnected,  however,  with 
Mrs.  Gamp ; — 

"THE  YACHTING  SEASOX. — 'There  is  nothing  more  refreshing  than  the 
Rhinegau  Champagne.' — I'unrli .' ' 

Mr.  Punch  does  not  remember  ever  having  made  this  observation. 
If  it  ever  escaped  him  whilst  dreaming,  in  a  moment  of  slumber,  he 
will  too  probably,  Tinder  the  same  conditions,  say  similar  things. 
The  next  of  them,  perhaps,  will  be  an  encomium  on  the  Sjsecialite 
Sherry  ;  and  by-and-by  Mr.  Punch  will,  without  knowing  it,  extol 
even  HOLLOWAY'S  Pills.  But  observe.  Except  through  "  uncon- 
scious cerebration,"  and  "reflex  action,"  Punch  never  puffs  any- 
thing but  tobacco  smoke.  Not  if  he  knows  it.  In  the  meanwhile 
common  sense  shows  how  certain  it  must  be  that  a  puff  falsely 
attributed  to  Mr.  Punch  is  a  truthful  advertisement. 


NEWS  FOR  THE  VATICAN.— Barbadocs  has  rebelled  against  Papal 
rule — such  is  its  Protestant  feeling — though  it  was  only  against 

Poi'Iv-HENNESSY  ! 

WITH  what  "faculty  ought  a  common  street  thief  to  be  eminently 
endowed  ? 

(It  being  too  hot  for  guessing,  we  give  the  answer  at  once) : — 
Purse-pi ok-acity  (Perspicacity). 


THE  PRISONS'  BILL.— MR.  WILLIAM  SIXES. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


INEU  coronal  opus  "  is  the  Parliamentary  setting  of  the  old  Classic 
saw. 

"  Work  crowns  the  Session's  end— Talk  its  beginning." 

So  now  the  House  sits  even  on  Saturdays,  and  Government  claims 
every  day  and  all  day  long — even  toJWednesdays.  And  this  while 
the  Dog-Star  rages'at  red  heat ! 

Saturday,  Attgust  "5  — RICHARD  was.  himself  again,  on  Third 
Reading  of  the  Education  Bill— which  he  denounced  "  as  the  worst 
measure,  the  most  unjust,  and  most  tyrannical  in  spirit,  since  BOLIKO- 
BKOKE'S  Schism  Bill — in  the  reign  of  UUEEN  ANNE." 

Big  words,  and  bold  words,  Brother  RICHARD.  Even  those  who 
have  opposed  the  PELL  element  of  the  Bill  most  strongly  admit  that, 
apart  from  this,'  it  makes  many  improvements  in  our  school 
machinery.  Disliking  what  the  Bill  has  been  perverted  into  doing 
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DESPAIR! 

BROWN  HAS   LOCKED  HIS   PORTMANTEAU  WITH  ONE  OP   THOSE   LETTER 
PADLOCKS,  AJSD  FORGOTTEN  THE  WORD  THAT  OPENS  IT  ! 

[Only  Ten  Minutes  to  Dinner  ! 


to  encourage  denominational  teaching  at  the  cost  of  School-Boards,  as  the  re- 
opening of  an  all  but  scarred  wound,  the  friends  of  Education,  who  are  not  also 
out-and-out  Nonconformist  partisans,  could  not  find  it  in  their  hearts  to  record 
their  votes  against  the  Bill.  The  end  was  a  poor  array  of  46  Noes  on  Third 
Reading,  which  may  he  said  to  measure  the  strength  in  the  House  of  the 
party  in  whom  hatred  of  the  Establishment  is  stronger  than  love  of  Education. 
ME.  FOHSTEB  did  not  vote. 
Punch  can  only  say, 

"  Heat,  rest  perturbed  spirits ! " 

Happily  these  heats  are  of,  and  for,  the  House.  They  cool  down  in  the  actuali- 
ties of  Educational  work.  Partisans  make  much  of  them,  pedagogues  little, 
parents  least. 

Dissection  of  the  great  Egyptian  CAVE  Bear.  Post-mortem  examinations  are 
not  ageeable  in  hot  weather,  at  best ;  and  th :  CAVE  Bear  has  been  dead  and 
buried  for  months.  What  use  to  dig  the  carcase  up  again— especially  to  write 
over  it  such  uncomplimentary  epitaphs  as  MR.  DODSON'S  ("  MR.  CAVE'S  mission 
was  a  total  fiasco,  the  report  waste  paper,  the  end  of  the  whole  business  no 
credit  to  ourselves,  and  no  credit  to  the  KHEDIVE  "),  or  MK.  LOWE'S  ("  The 
Decline  and  Fall  of  Egyptian  Credit,  a  drama  in  five  acts — Requisition,  Intru- 
sion, Inquisition,  Suppression,  and  Repudiation.")  The  fact  seems  to  be  that 
the  Acting  Manager  contemplated  a  grand  coup  de  theatre,  but  that  his  col- 
leagues in  the  Ministerial  management  shrank  from  the  risk.  GTE,  not  Govern- 
ment, may  have  courage  to  bring  out  an  Egyptian  spectacle,  regardless  of 
expense.  So  A'ida  succeeds,  while  CAVE'S  Inquiry  is  a  failure,  and  Suez-Canal 
Shares-Purchase  only  a  half-success.  But  what  is  to  be  expected  of  a  Cabinet 
coach  with  a  DERBY  Drag  on,  for  all  the  showy  driving  of  BEN  on  the  Box  ? 
The  KITEDIVE  asked  for  a  Clerk,  and  we  sent  him  a  CAVE  (as  he  is  reported 
to  have  said),  to  bury  his  credit  in.  Since  our  kind  intervention,  his  bonds 
have  fallen  twenty  per  cent.,  and  every  money-market  of  Europe  is  shut  in 
his  face.  Well  may  he  ask,  with  a  slight  variation  of  Falstaff,  "  Call  you  this 
backing  your  friend's  bills  ?  " 

Monday  (Lords}.— Bill  to  extend  English  local  Cattle-Plague  preventive  and 
detective  machinery  to  Ireland,  and  to  include  "horses"  under  general  term 
animals,"  for  the  first  time. 

LORD  ESILY  thought  the  Irish  central  system  better  than  the  English  local. 

LORD  STRATHNAIRN  had  a  little  snap  at  Short  Service,  and  a  grumble  over 
the  Reserve. 


LORD  CAJIDWELL  said  he  had  hoped  LORD  STRATH- 
NAIRN,  after  what  we  had  seen,  would  have  given  a  good 
word  to  the  Reserve.  But  not  a  good  word  had  been 
vouchsafed.  LORD  RAGLAN  had  complained  in  the 
Crimea  that  the  recruits  "died  like  flies."  These  Re- 
serve men  were  not  the  style  of  fellows  to  die  like  flies. 
No  "fly"  about  them. 

LORD  DORCHESTKR  didn't  know  about  that ;  but  twenty 
years'  service  men  were  better  than  two.  The  War  Olh'oe 
boasted  of  60,000  Reserve  men.  The  country  wanted 
five  times  as  many. 

(Commons.) — Bulgarian  Atrocities.  A  hideous  sub- 
ject, of  which  Government  has  heard  a  good  deal — 
though  not  from  its  Official  Correspondents  —  and  is 
likely  to  hear  a  good  deal  more. 

MR.  ANDERSON  quoted  the  indescribable  horrors  in  a 
recent  report  published  in  the  Daily  News. 

MR.  Mt'NDELLA,  CAPTAIN  HATTER,  JACOB  BRIGHT, 
MR.  WHITWELL,  and  MR.  COWEN  tried  to  say  what 
England  feels,  not  only  about  the  hideous  atrocities 
tolerated,  if  not  directed,  in  Bulgaria  by  the  Turkish 
Government,  but  about  the  slackness  of  England's  official 
eye,  ear,  ana  tongue  at  Constantinople  to  see,  hear,  and 
speak  the  truth  on  this  repulsive  subject.  SIR  HENRY 
KLLIOT'S  pre-determination  seems  to  have  been  to  dis- 
believe everything  against  the  Turks  or  for  the  Bulgarian 
rayahs.  When  forced  to  direct  inquiry  by  LORD  DERBY'S 
positive  instructions,  he  sends  an  agent  who  understands 
neither  Turkish  nor  Bulgarian,  in  charge  of  his  father- 
in-law,  a  notorious  partisan  of  the  Turk.  Altogether, 
if  England— as  well  as  facts— are  not  effectually  mis- 
represented at  this  crisis,  it  seems  that  it  will  not  be 
the  fault  of  the  English  Embassy  at  Constantinople. 

MR.  BOURKE  made  the  best  of  his  bad  case — his  cue 
being  to  destroy  the  credit  of  the  newspaper  corre- 
spondents, and  bolster  up  the  credit  of  the  official  re- 
porters. Time  will  very  shortly  decide  between  them 
all  that  it  has  not  already  decided.  But  does  any  one 
that  knows  Turkey  and  the  Turks  doubt  how  the  case 
really  stands  ?  If  we  wish  to  see  how  it  lies,  we  may 
turn  to  EDIB-EFFENDI'S  report,  which  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT 
quotes  as  if  he  believed  it. 

Let  Punch  speak  his  mind  in  this  matter.  Political 
partisanship  and  party  spirit  are  both  at  low?  as  well  as 
hike-warm,  water  in  England  just  now ;  but,  if  anything 
will  fire  JOHN  BULL'S  blood  to  feverheat,  it  is  such  horrors 
as  have  been  perpetrated  in  Bulgaria — and  part  of  his 
wrath  will  assuredly  be  visited  on  those  who  have  striven 
to  interpose  official  blinds  or  buffers  between  England 
and  the  sight  or  shock  of  these  horrors.  If  one  thing  is 
more  clear  than  another,  it  is  that  the  attempt  to  sor'ten 
them  is  past  BARING— or  his  father-in-law,  GUAJIACINO, 
either.  The  head  of  Her  Majesty's  Opposition  asserted 
for  the  Newspaper  Correspondents  the  credit  which 
English  common-sense  and  experience  unite  to  claim  for 
them. 

Tuesday  (Lords). 

"  Calm  in  the  Peers,  and  reason  cool, 
E'en  on  the  Education  Bill, 
That  made  with  strife  the  Commons  shrill, 
Shaping  such  shindy  out  of  School." 

Yes — there  were  the  DUKE,  and  LORD  GRANVILLE,  and 
the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  CANTERBURY,  and  LORD  RIPON,  and 
LORD  SALISBURY,  all  with  their  heads  together  over  the 
Bill,  and  never  a  quarrel  in  the  quintette ! 

"Ye  Commons'  cry  of  Curs"— take  a  lesson!  How 
infinitely  more  becoming,  both  the  subject  and  the  wea- 
ther, is  this  Lordly  coolness  and  calmness,  than  your 
hasty  heats  and  rampant  rancours. 

BHITANNIA  must  own  with  Punch  that  'tis  on  such 
questions  as  this  of  Education,  whose  habitat  should  lie 
above  the  zone  of  party  tempests  and  tornadoes,  that  her 
Lords  show  to  advantage  over  her  Commons. 

(Commons.) — Another  post-mortem  examination,  of  the 
Suez-Canal  Shares-Purchase,  in  Committee  on  the  Bill 
to  raise  the  money.  MR.  LOWE  poked  up  the  CHANCELLOR 
OF  THE  EXCHEQCTER,  and  MR.  RYLANDS  rasped  out  a 
screed  of  his  familiar  penny-wisdom.  But  the  House 
was  too  languid  to  feel  either  the  chafe  of  cynic  blister- 
ointment  or  the  burden  of  Rylandsian  boredom. 

"  Not  a  ha'porth  'twould  reck,  though  it  let  them  talk  on, 
And  e'en  Dizzy  in  duluess  arrayed  him." 

Even  when  RYLANDS  accused  the  Government  of 
havieg  formed  something  very  like  a  ring  to  "  rig  " 
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Egyptian  Stock,  the  House  could  hardly  be  roused  to  sympathise  with 
SIB  STAFFOBD'S  virtuous  indignation.  It  was  too  hot  even  for 
personalities.  Everybody  felt  that  somehow  there  had  been  a  coup- 
manque  here  too,  as  in  the  Cave  Report— a  "  letting  '  1  dare  not '  wail 
upon  '  I  would,'  "that  indicated  the  quenching  of  a  sensational  coup, 
smacking  strong  of  Asiatic  mystery,  with  a  douche  of  caution — 
"  from  DERBY'S  depths  in  cooling  fountains  drawn."  The  PREMIER 
explained  how  High  Political  and  Commercial  were  blent  in  the 
transaction. 

High  Policy '«  all  very  well. 

But  what  both  Jew  and  Gentil«!  essays, 

W  hen  loss  against  gain  you  'vc  to  tell, 
Is  to  prove  that  High  Policy  pays. 

Appellate  Jurisdiction  Bill  got  through  Committee,  and  the  die 
cast  for  creation  of  one-horse  legal  Peer* — not  permanent  pillars  ol 
the  House  of  Lords,  but  removable,  like  the  partitions  of  a  royal 
box. 

Wednesday. — When  the  steed  is  stolen,,  shut  the  door.  MR. 
BOUBXB  informed  the  House  that  Her  Majesty's  Government  have 
authorised  the  appointment  of  a  British  Consular  Officer  at  Philli- 
popolis,  so  that  SIR  HENBY  ELLIOTT  will  not  be  red  need  to  depend 
on  Turkish  authorities  for  accounts  of  Turkish  atrocities. 

Appellate  Jurisdiction  Bill   passed,  under  a  funeral  wail  from 
MB.  WHALLEY,  to  Ophelia's  air : — 
"  Oh,  woe  is  me ! 
To  hare  seen  what  I  hare  seen,  sec  what  I  see  !  " 

WHALLEY  suggests  as  subject  for  a  picture — "  The  Serpent  of  Sta- 
tutory Enactment  swallowing  the  Common  Law !  " 

MR.  CROSS,  in  a  speech  of  infinite  tact  and  discretion,  moved  the 
Bill  for  regulating  Vivisection.  About  this  question  England  is 
divided  into  two  camps :  one,  which  does  not  need  to  have  reason 
urged  on  it ;  the  other,  which  refuses  to  hear  reason.  The  Bill  is 
an  attempt  to  meet  an  angry,  excited,  and,  in  its  stronger  forms, 
irrational  feeling ;  but  respect  is  due  even  to  the  errors  of  humane 
sentiment,  however  hot  and  heady.  Of  the  thousand  forms  in  which 
man  inflicts  pain  on  animals,  one  is  specially  inflicted  for  a  holy 
purpose  — the  advancement  of  knowledge,  with  a  view  to  the 
diminution  of  suffering.  That  one  form  is  henceforth  to  be  placed 
under  special  legal  regulation.  MB.  HOLT  was  the  organ  of 
excited  sentiment.  SIB  JOHN  LUBBOCK  and  DR.  PLAYFAIB  put  the 
case  for  calm  science  with  exemplary  moderation ;  the  RIGHT 
HON.  ROBERT  LOWE,  more  suo,  with  more  point  and  pepper  than  per- 
suasiveness. On  an  ebbing  tide  Ministers  went  to  dine  at  Greenwich. 

Thursday. — LORD  G.  HAMILTON  brought  in  the  Indian  Budget- 
though  last,  not  least — to  an  Indian  audience— very  hot,  very 
languid,  and  as  little  able  as  willing  to  brace  up  its  energies  to  the 
terrible  feat  effacing  such  a  problem  as  the  Depreciation  of  Silver; 
still  more,  the  crux  of  applying  a  remedy  to  it.  To  talk  of  Indian 
prosperity  seems  literally  surplusage— for  in  1874-75,  a  calculated 
deficit  of  £1,388,000  had  been  converted  into  a  surplus  of  £319,197, 
and  in  1875-76,  a  calculated  surplus  of  £506,000  had  swelled  to 
£1,634,000.  There  was  an  increase  in  the  revenue  from  Customs, 
Stamps,  and  Railways.  Army  expenditure  had  been  retrenched. 
Public  works  were  being  conducted  with  less  waste.  All  would  be 
going  merry  as  a  marriage  bell,  but  for  silver — vile  silver — "fans 
et  origo  mali."  rice  gold  superseded.  By  its  depreciation,  the  Indian 
revenue  would  lose  £2,313,000  ;  but  "  little  Surplus  "—as  CHABLES 
SURFACE  says— would  survive  through  all ! 

LOBD  G.  showed  how  all  the  devices  proposed  for  setting  up  that 
Humpty-Dumpty — the  fallen  Rupee — were  impracticable,  and  an- 
nounced that  Government  was  prepared  to  do  nothing  but  keep  its 
eyes  open  and  curtail  public  works.  Manchester,  through  the  sweet 
voices  of  SIDEBOTTOM,  BBIOGS,  and  BIBLEY,  advocated  repeal  of  the 
Duties  on  Calico,  to  the  tune  of  "Take  the  Goods  our  Mills  provide 
you,"  instead  of  weaving  for  yourselves,  and  putting  on  our  wares  a 
duty  which,  with  their  own  size,  is  quite  heavy  enough  to  swamp  Man- 
chester cloths.  Manchester  could  supply  grey  shirtings  of  any  quan- 
tity as  well  as  any  size,  if  the  Indian  Government  would  take  off 
the  duty. 

The  House  went  into  Committee  after  MESSRS.  GOSCHF.N  AND  FAW- 
CETT  had  delivered  learned  essays  on  the  Economics  of  Silver. 

Punch  can't  understand  its  depreciation— he  never  appreciated 
half-crowns  more  since  he  can  remember. 

Friday.— ENGLAND  washes  her  hands  clean  of  responsibility  for 
Turkish  blood  and  filth.  MB.  EVELYN  ASHLEY  and  SIB  W.  HAB- 
COITBT  found  eloquent  voice  for  the  feeling  of  horror  and  repulsion 
which  the  Bulgarian  atrocities  have  left  through  the  lenxth  and 
breadth  of  the  land. 

Turkey,  as  the  Times  truly  says,  has  forfeited  for  ever  the  good 
opinion  of  England.  It  is  well  that  MB.  DISBAELI,  who.  with  MB. 
BOURKE,  did  his  best  in  palliation  of  the  supineness  of  our  repre- 
sentative at  Constantinople,  should  understand  this  clearly  ;  and  it 
is  well  that  England  by  her  Collective  Wisdom  should  have  spoken 
so  strongly  and  so  clearly  as  Parliament  is  breaking  up. 

As  Members  dispersed  in    the   small    hours    a  rumour   swept 


through  the  benches,  and  made  the  lights  burn  for  a  moment 
dimmer — that  the  Commons  will  know  The  RIGHT  HONOUKADLE 
lii:.vj AMI N  DISBAELI  no  more,  he  having  been  called  up  to  the  House 
of  Lords  as  EARL  OF  BEACONSFIBLD — 

Leaving  his  brightest  Beacon's  wider  field. 
That  House  of  Commons,  where,  for  forty  years. 

His  ready  tongue  hath  been  both  sword  and  eliield, 
In  battle  wich  the  worthiest  of  his  peers. 

It  is  the  season  of  falling  stars — a  bright  one  has  shot  sudden  from 
the  Galaxy  of  St.  Stephen  B. 


COOLING  INVENTIONS    FOE    THE  HOT   WEATHEB. 

(Suggested  to  Patentee*  of  New  Inventions.) 

A  REFRIGERATOR  Hat, 
with  ice  reservoir  and  self- 
acting  steam  -  discharging 
safety  valve  complete,  to 
regulate  the  temperature 
of  the  head. 

A  Suit  of  Dittos,  made 
of  a  new  material,  combin- 
ing the  texture  of  the  but- 
terfly's wings  with  the 
opacity  of  broadcloth. 

Iced  Newspapers,  exclu- 
sively devoted  to  articles 
written  in  the  coolest  style, 
with  apologies  for  every- 
thing—including the  Bul- 
garian atrocities. 

Pocket  Self-acting 
Punkahs,  for  using  in 
hansoms  and  railway  car- 
riages —  especially  on  all 
the  Metropolitan  District 
Lines. 

Tonic  Thought  Lozenges, 
to  enable  the  consumer  to  make  up  his  mind  without  unnecessary 
exertion. 

Talking  Machines,  requiring  only  to  be  wound  up  once  a  fortnight, 
for  use  at  dinner-tables,  garden-parties,  crushes,  and  all  other 
occasions  when  good  society  congregates  in  the  dog-days.  The 
Machines  should  be  provided  with  interchangeable  cylinders  so 
worked  that  the  topics  may  be  changed  frequently,  on  the  principle 
of  the  calculating  machine. 

And,  lastly,  some  mode  of  keeping  cool  (any  design  will  be 
accepted)  which  does  not  entail  either  a  visit  to  the  Arctic  Regions  or 
a  journey  to  the  summit  of  Monte  Rosa. 

Propositions  may  be  sent  to  Mr.  Punch,  care  of  Toby,  the  Cellar, 
85,  Fleet  Street. 


EDUCATIONAL  OUT-DOOR  RELIEF. 

ONITEH'D  MB.  PUNCH, 

Sra, — Werry  grate  Improvement  of  the  Guvment  Heddi- 
cation  Hact  the  Guardians  Instead  of  the  Skoolboards  avin  to  pay 
the  skool  feas  for  scollards  witch  their  Parients  can't  aford  to.  la 
coarse  Wee  shal  Take  preshus  good  Care  to  make  all  Them  pay  aa 
can.  Trust  Hus  to  releave  the  Parish  and  Save  the  Ratepayers 
pokits.  Best,  if  porper  Heddication  was  in  our  Ands  haltoKethcr. 
We  'd  see  all  the  necessairy  Estimats  was  Framed  like  the  Wurkus 
Diaterry  with  a  Doo  regard  to  Econamy.  Food  for  Mind  same  as 
Food  for  Boddy.  All  as  simple  as  Molossus  and  Skilligolee.  No 
luxaries,  no  extries  abuv  the  3  R's.  Apperyensions  as  bin  ixprest 
in  Sum  kevarters  that  in  payment  of  Skool  Feas  for  them  as  aven't 
the  meens  we  're  Likely  to  be  too  Gennerus.  No  fear  of  that :  but 
which  it's  praps  only  Meant  for  Witt,  as  for  a  Saterrical  insinneva- 
tion  agin  respectabel  Ofishels  and  Porochial  Econamists  in  the 
Posishon  of  Your  Obegent  Umbel  Servent,  PAKCBIDOK 


STVEETS   BT  WIRE. 


BY  mistake,  in  a  telegram  from  Calcutta  the  other  day,  "the  JAM 
OF  LASBEYLA"  was  entitled  "the  JAJI  OF  LUIBEHAI."  A  serious 
nistake,  only  to  be  paralleled  by  calling  raspberry  jam  goose- 
Jerry  ! 


AMENDMENT  ON  THE  CRUELTY  TO  AATMAM  BILL. 

FOX-HUNTING  in  future  to  be  limited  to  bag-foxes,  and  no  Fox 
lenceforth  to  be  hunted  except  under  chloroform. 
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SANCTA    SIMPLICITAS. 

Mrs.  Golightly  (fishing  for  a  compliment).  "An!   MB.  McJosEPH,  BXA.UTT  is  THE  MOST  PBECIOUS  OF  ALL  GIFTS  FOE  A  WOMAN! 

I'D  SOONER  POSSESS  BBAVTY  THAN  ANYTHING   IN  THE  WORLD  !" 

Mr.  McJoseph  (under  the  impression  that  he  is  making  himself  very  agreeable).  "  I  'M  SURE,  MRS.  GOLIGHTLY,  THAT  AWF  REORET  YOU 

MAY   POSSIBLY  FEEL   ON    THAT    SCORE    MUST    BE    AMPLY    COMPENSATED   FOR    BY — BE — THE  CONSCIOUSNESS    OF    YOUR    MORAL    WORTH,    YOU 
KNOW, — AND  OF  YOUR  VARIOUS  UEXTAL  ACCOMPLISHMENTS  !  " 


BY  THE  SAD  SEA  WAVE. 

(Very  Like  a  Wail.) 

.— Sunday,  Aug.  6.    SCENE—  The  Seacoast  at  Sunrise. 
Interlocutors,  FATHER  NEPTUNE  and  Mu.  PUNCH. 

Punch.  Good  morrow,  FATHER  NEPTUNE  ! 

Neptune  (gloomily).  To  my  sorrow, 

Can't  say  that  I  expect  a  good  to-morrow. 
Punch.  How 's  that  ? 
Neptune.  Bank  Holiday ! 

Punch.  Ho!  ho!    You  funk 

8t.  Lubboek's  lambs  ? 
Neptune  (saltly).  I  do,  when  they  are  drunk, 

Or  low,  or  noisy,  or  too  multitudinous. 

Punch.  Humph !     We  're  your  nurslings,  so  there  'a  something  rude 
in  us. 

But  we  all  love  Old  NEP  ! 
Neptune  (ironically).  Ay !  once  a  year, 

With  passion  tempered  well  by  Cockney  fear. 

Love  ?    Call  you  "  love  "  the  penchant  of  the  rabble 

Fired  by  their  yearly  craze  to  come  and  dabble 

Their  town  toes  in  my  sandy  fringe  of  waves, 

While  I  'm  asleep  '< 
Punch  (archly).  Why,  many  a  nymph  who  laves 

In  your  much-honoured  flood  her  fairy  feet  is 

Worthy  compare  with  silver-ankled  Thetis ; 

While  many  a  dandy  lounger  on  your  sand 

Could  play  the  Viking  did  the  hour  demand. 

Old  Grampus,  you  are  grumpy ! 
Neptune  (moodily).  Well,  I  'm  blunt. 

Perhaps  I  have  my  reasons.    Ask  WABD  HUNT  ! 
Punch.  Or  MATTHEW  WEBB  ? 
Neptune  (mollified).  One  of  the  good  old  breed  ! 

But  to  be  made  a  toy  of  is  indeed 


A  thing  that  irks  me.    Cqckneydom  en  masse 

Is  on  its  way  upon  my  skirts  to  pass 

Some  weary  weeks  of  modish  monotone, 

Or  whet  its  appetite  on  my  ozone. 

Can't  bid  it     Come  unto  these  yellow  sands." 

Sham  Sailors,  Niggers,  Shrimps,  and  German  Bands, 

Would  vulgarise  Atlantis. 
Punch.  Nay,  restrain 

Your  wrath,  great  Sire  of  Floods,  and  smoothe  that  "  mane  " 

Which  BYBON 

Neptune  (exploding).        Bother  BYRON  !    Heard  him  quoted 

By  spooning  pairs,  who  lounged,  or  strolled,  or  boated, 

Until  his  lines  are  stale  as  Cockney  slang, 

Or  the  cork-blackened  Minstrel's  banjo-twang  ; 

And  for  my  "mane  " — Cits  and  their  Cockney  Muse 

Would  put  it  into  curl-papers ! 
Punch.  You  use 

Warm  words,  my  Neptune,  and  your  tropes  are  striking, 

But  every  Villa-dweller 's  not  a  Viking. 

Can't  quite  expect  you,  in  a  mood  thus  irate, 

To  weigh  the  Cockney  fairly  'gainst  the  pirate 

Neptune  (indignantly).  Pirate  be 

Punch  (toarningly).  Hush !  here  comes  a  Nereid, 

bent 

On  wooing  your  embrace. 
Neptune  (eyeing  her  approvingly).  Well,  I  'm  content. 

Doris  might  own  her  for  a  daughter  true. 

Were  all  like  her,  or — may  I  say — like  you. 

Punch  (smiling  superior).  Utopian  dreamer !     Such  wild  thoughts 
are  vain ! 

Till  advent  of  some  new  Saturnian  reign. 

A  world  of  Punches  and  of  Peris ! ! ! 
Neptune.  Well,— 

Could  but  the  throngs  who  yearly  come  to  dwell 

Some  weeks  beside  my  sweeps  of  freshening  brine, 

Contrive  to  fit  their  modes  and  moods  to  mine 
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A  little  better.     Think  how  great  the  (rain. 
Itut  Music-Halldom  throned  upon  the  Main  ! 
Bond-Street-on-Sea,  still  bound  in  Fashion's  fetter!— 
M     l'.riton.s  might  to  understand  me  better  ! 
Punch.  Right,  Briny  Sire !     And  Punch  WITH  fain  to  teach 
Swells  on  the  pier,  and  'AKRY  on  the  beach, 
Iletter  philosophy.     Such  tasks  take  time, 
For  folly  is  more  hard  to  cure  than  crime. 
Meanwhile,  bland  Nobs  and  blatant  Snobs  are  both 
Good-natured  NEPTUNE'S  nurslings,  though  you  're  loth 
To  father  half  their  follies.    Children  play, 
Ban-kgnd,  spade-wielding,  on  your  sands  to-day, 
Who  in  the  coming  time  may  take  their  shares 
In  our  sea-tale  with  NELSON  or  with  NARKS. 
tunf.  No  doubt!   Goodbye!   Don't  want  to  raise  a  bobbery, 
But— do  come  down  your  best  on  Sea-side  Snobbery  ! 
(Mr.  Punch  meant  to.) 


THE    WRONG    END. 


[SCENE—  The  Steps  of  the  Senior.    GENERALS  FLIHTLOCK,  and 
LEATHEBSTOCK  discovered. 

Flintlock  (feebly).  Well,  LEATHEBSTOCK,  how's  the  gout? 

Leatherstock.  Beastly  bad,  Sir,  beastly  bad.  Glad  to  see  you  out 
again. 

flintlock.  It 's  against  my  Doctor's  orders,  but  I  thought  I  would 
come  down  to  the  Club  to  have  a  look  at  the  papers. 

Leatherstock.  Hang  the  papers,  Sir  !  They  are  the  curse  of  the 
country ! 

flintlock.  What 's  all  this  about  retirement,  LEATHEBSTOCK  ? 

Leatherstock.  Capital  notion,  Sir — best  thing  they  have  done  for 
many  a  year.  They  want  to  retire  the  Company  Ofhcers. 

flintlock  (anxiously).  They  won't  touch  us  Generals  ? 

Leatherstock.  Touch  us,  Sir  ?  I  should  like  to  see  them  do  it ! 
Hang  it !  there 's  another  of  my  twinges !  Touch  us,  indeed !  The 
Service  would  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  if  they  touched  us ! 

[  They  hobble  up  the  steps  of  the  Club. 

SCENE — Outside  the  Junior.    COLONEL  TAPE  and  MAJOK  DOCKET 
discovered. 

Tape.  Hallo,  DOCKET  !    Up  in  town  again  P 

Docket.  Yes.  I  am  still  a  supernumerary.  Just  been  appointed 
to  the  Pen-Cutting  Department. 

Tape.  I  congratulate  you.    A  very  snug  post,  indeed. 

Docket.  And  you,  Colonel  ? 

Tape  (lauphing).  Oh,  I  am  as  lucky  as  ever— still  on  the  Staff.  I 
do  believe,  DOCKET,  I  couldn't  pass  an  examination  in  field  Exer- 
cises, Part  I.  I  haven't  opened  the  book  tor  years ! 


Docket.  No  more  have  I,  Colonel.  This  Staff  work  makes  a 
fellow  precious  rusty.  What  do  you  think  of  this  Retirement 
scheme  ( 

Tape.  It  teems  sensible  —  making  the  Captains  and  Subalterns 
resign,  and  leaving  us  alone.  Couldn't  have  anything  better  than 
that,  eh  ? 

Docket.  Scarcely.  Shall  we  hare  a  game  at  billiards  ?  My  work 
at  the  Pen-Cutting  Department  was  over  at  eleven  to-day. 

Tape.  And  I  am  on     pass  "  generally.          [They  enter  the  Club. 


Courtyard  of  the  Narnl  and  Military.     Enter  LlEU- 
BKAID  and  LACK.     They  meet  CAPTAIN  OBDEBLT. 

Braid  and  Lace.  Hallo,  OBDKRLV  !  Who  'd  think  of  meeting  you 
here  ! 

Orderly.  Yes.  I  don't  often  come  up  to  town,  and  when  I  do  I 
generally  lind  something  better  to  do  than  lounging  in  a  smoking- 
room. 

Braid.  My  dear  old  man,  you  are  an  honour  to  the  Service. 

Orderlt/.  The  Service  be  hanged,  Sir  ! 

Lace.  Hallo  !    Why  you  always  used  to  say  - 

Orderly.  I  have  changed  my  opinion.  How  can  a  man  take  a 
pride  in  his  profession  when  he  is  to  he  shunted  after  twenty  years' 
service  ?  After  undergoing  all  the  drudgery  of  a  Company  Officer, 
to  be  refused  field  rank  ! 

liraid.  I  see  you  have  been  reading  the  Retirement  affair.  It  is 
rather  rough. 

Orderly.  I  have,  Sir  ;  and  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ruin  the  Service 
as  thoroughly  as  it  will  ruin  me  !  [Exit. 

liraid.  Well,  they  must  make  room  for  us,  you  know.  The  poor 
old  chap  seems  to  feel  it,  though. 

Lace.  So  should  we  if  we  had  had  his  service. 

Braid.  And,  as  we  haven't,  let  's  have  a  peg  ! 

Lace.  A  peg,  by  all  means  ! 

[The  promising  young  Soldier*  enter  tht  Club. 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  AT  THE  GREAT  WAGNER 
FESTIVAL,  BAYREUTH. 

117,  Schnittclstraste,  Baireuth. 

MXIN  Lien  ALTS  MAfrff, 

DA  bin  ich  !  Und  Sie  wie  heflnden  Sie  sich  t  Das  Wetter 
ist  gut  fiir  schwachliche  Leute.  Exeuse  dete  German  sprechen, 
aber  (but)  when  I  am  once  again  among  mein  intimer  freunde  and 
mi  in  alien  Pollen  I  cannot  avoid  thinking  in  their  language,  and 
so  slipping  into  it.  I  suppose  you  know  all  about  Baireuth,  or  Bay- 
reutb,  but  "Bai"  is  the  proper  way  of  buchstabiren  (spelling)  it. 
I  '11  just  give  you  such  partickuliiren  as  I  've  been  able  to  pick  up 
in  the  few  hours  I  've  been  here. 

The  population  yesterday  was  19,208,  but  I  have  since  learnt  that 
this  morning,  before  sending  this,  it  has  been  increased  by  twins  at 
No.  20,  Kinderstrasse,  when  die  muter  und  dese  kinchen  (this  is  low- 
Bavarian  for  "mother  and  children")  are  doing  as  well  as  can  be 
expected.  Dear  old  WAGOT  (my  petit  nom,  for  years  past,  for  mein 
intimer  freund  HKKU  WAONEK)  leaves  a  note  at  the  house — every 
morning,  and  such  a  note ! ! — it  expresses,  at  one  Wagnerian  touch, 
his  deep  sympathy,  the  height  of  his  anxiety,  his  sharpness  to  be 
of  any  service,  his  intention  to  call  again  to-morrow,  and  his  wish 
to  stand  godfather  to  these  little  twins,  who,  because  it  is  here  the 
custom  to  be  perpetually  drinking  babies'  healths,  and  because  the 
new-born  ones  themselves  in  this  country  take  to  "the  bottle"  so 
early,  are  called  die  ZtciWinjrs— and  a  doosid  good  name,  too. 

There  is  a  splendid  pompe  (pump)  at  Bayreuth ;  a  fine  restaurant, 
where  we  drink  schloss*  (a  sort  of  thick  lager-beer  stirred  up  with  a 
spoon),  and  eat  der  schwein-choppen  (pork  chops)  stewed  in  sauer- 
kraut (sour  crout) ;  and,  danke  llimmel,  in  this  hot  weather  there 
are  lots  of  schwizzle-hausen  all  over  the  place. 

There  is  here  the  National  German  Operatic  Theater,  which  mein 
lieb  alte  freund  WAGOT  drew  out  himself  from  the  original  design  of 
a  certain  gentleman  whom  it  would  not  become  me  to  mention ;  but, 

*  Schloss  we  had  hitherto  thought  meant,  in  German,  a  castle.  Still,  there 
may  be  a  drink  of  that  name,  just  as,  e  g.,  we  any  here  "  Give  me  a  pint  of 
Bass,"  meaning  thereby  a  pint  of  the  beer  brewed  by  Ma.  BASS,  H  .P.  Also 
we  refute  to  accept  the  responsibility  of  our  esteemed  Correspondent's  Bavarian 
spelling.  He  is  evidently  intimately  acquainted  with  various  dialects,  and 
with  the  Bavarian  cocknejisms  of  the  street*,  as  he  employs  words  and 
expressions  which,  we  confess,  are  utterly  strnnge  to  us.  let  as  it  has  not 
been  our  fortunate  lot,  as  we  gather  from  occasional  remarks  in  his  present 
letter  it  has  been  his,  to  be  brought  up  at  Heidelberg  and  Bonn,  and  to  be  on 
most  intimate  and  all'ectionate  terms  with  Germans  and  Austrians  and 
Bavarians  of  all  ranks,  we  will  not  venture  to  correct  his  spelling  or  bis 
translations,  and  can  only  congratulate  ourselves  and  our  readers  on  being 
able  to  receive  information  from  so  invaluable  a  Contributor,  who  is  no  less 
erudite  as  a  scholar  than  be  is  accomplish'  d  as  a  gentleman,  and  who  is  able 
to  live  nu»t  economically  in  a  foreign  country,  as  a  true  Cosmopolitan  should 
do.— ED. 
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A   JUMP    AT    A    CONCLUSION. 

Gcraldine.  "  You  SHAN'T  BE  MY  AUNT  :  YOU  SHALL  BE  MY  SISTEK  ! " 
Aunt  Anne.  "  No.    I  AM  YOUK   PAPA'S  SISTER,  AND   so   I   MUST  BE   YOUE 
AUNT." 

Geraldine  (after  a  pause).    "  THEN,   WAS  PAPA  Jfr  UNCLS  BSFORB  HE   WAS 

MARRIED  ?  " 


alte  mann,  you  will  comprehend  when  I  remind  you  that  Your  Representative 
was  educated  for  an  Architect,*  in  which  line  I  should  have  undoubtedly 
excelled,  had  not  my  modesty  and  unselfishness  .  .  .  But  I  am  not  here  to 
write  my  memoirs.  These  will  come  iu  good  time. 

We  are  living  at  a  charming  boarding-house  near  the  Black  Forest.  You 
have  often  heard  of  the  Boarders  of  the  Black  Forest,  eh  ?  Well,  that 's  where 
we  are.t 

In  the  morning  it  is  delightful  to  hear  the  warbliing  of  the  birds,  the  shreiken 
of  the  night  owl,  the  wild  wood  notes  of  the  cockaleeken,  the  chirrupen  of  the 
cockelollen-burd,  and  the  bumbelen  (humming)  of  a  myriaden  der  insekten  (of 
a  myriad  insects — this  is  all  low-Bavarian,  the  language  here  of  the  family 
circles),  which  are  in  themselves  a  rare  education  for  the  neophyte  who 
would  unterkonstumbiilen  (understand)  the  genius  of  mem  lieb  alte  WAGGY. 

Our  meeting  at  the  station  was  immensely  touching — we  were   in  each 

*  "An  Architect."  This  is  news :  but  nothing  surprises  us,  as  we  always  told  him  to 
his  face  that  he  was  a  very  clever  man. — ED. 

t  We  have  heard  of  the  "borders  of  the  Black  Forest,"  but  not  of  a  boarding-house  in 
that  romantic  spot.  If  our  Contributor  is  joking  with  us,  it  is  a  pity,  as,  with  this  vague 
address,  it  is  impossible  for  us,  with  any  degree  of  security,  to  forward  him  the  "  de  quoi 
vivre,"  in  point  of  fact  the  usual  honorarium  for  expenses.  This,  however,  causes  us  little 
or  no  anxiety,  as  our  esteemed  Bepresentative,  being  such  a  master  of  languages,  and  beinp 
so  well  known  to  the  renowned  Maestro,  HEKR  WAGNER  himself  (whom  he  calls  "  Oli 
WAOOY,"  as  we  learn  from  his  letter),  will  never  be  at  a  loss,  should  our  handsome 
remittance  fail  to  arrive,  as  it  certainly  will  do  on  the  present  occasion.  We  think  it  due 
to  ourselves  to  mention  our  reason  for  not  posting  the  remittance,  publicly  beforehand,  so  as 
to  forestall  any  subsequent  reprisals  and  complaints  on  the  part  of  our  esteemed  Corre- 
spondent. [Also,  if  he  is  on  the  borders  of  the  Black  Forest,  why  does  he  date  from 
117,  Schnitzelstrasse,  which  street  we  have  been  utterly  unable  to  find  in  our  plan  of 
Bayreuth,  which,  however,  we  will  honestly  admit,  is  an  old  copy  of  ten  years  ago.  Yet  it 
is  odd.— ED.] 


other's  arms  in  two-twos,  kisscngen  (kissing)  one 
another's  cheeken  (cheeks),  with  that  expansion  and 
effusion  of  affection  which  only  two  such  old  chiim- 
men-und-pallen  (equivalent  to  "  college  and  school- 
fellows") as  old  HERE  WAGGY  and  myself  could  possibly 
experience.  Bang  went  the  drums,  clash  went  the  cymbals, 
which  der  Meister  (the  master)  had  thoughtfully  provided 
to  divert  public  attention  from  us  as  we  wept,  droppcn- 
die-joien  (tears  of  joy),  over  each  other's  shoulder. 

"  Was  tcunschen  Sie  ?  "  were  the  first  words  he  could 
speak. 

I  replied,  glibly,  "  Geben  Sie  mir  etwas  Wein  etwas 
Ochsbraten,  etwas  Salat,  erne  halbe  Taube,  das  Oel, 
etwas  Spinat,  einen  Hecht,  eine  Pfersiche  und  eine 
Flasche  moussirenden  Champagner."* 

In  a  second,  it  was  before  us. 

"  Zo  ist  gut!"  I  exclaimed.  "Nun  danke  sie 
Himmel!  Ja!  Zo .'" 

We  are  having  a  first-rate  time  of  it.  Such  a  party 
last  night.  Myself  the  life  and  soul  of  it  of  course.  It 
was  musical  and  merry.  Waggish  and  Wagnerian !  I 
played  my  Leatherlungen  with  a  trilogy  in  b  minor, 
which  they  had  never  heard  before. 

"  If,"  said  old  WAGGY,  emphatically,  "  if  that  sym- 
phony grand-and-heart-and-soul-interior-stirring  this 
time  I  before  had  heard,  never  again  of  music  a  note 
would  I  myself  have  written!  " 

And  for  three  minutes  he  was  silent,  buried  in  deep 
thought.  I  tapped  him  on  the  back,  and  whispered  in 
his  ear,  "Lieb  Meister,"  I  said,  "the  idea  is  yours.  Take 
it  and  be  happy."  He  was  overjoyed  and  immediately 
went  into  his  bedroom  to  re-touch  the  Nibelungen,  which 
is  taken  from  an  unpublished  work  of  mine,  Die  Nibberto- 
latetomenden,  libretto  by  CHARLES  READE.T 

Our  party  consisted  of  the  KING  OF  BAVAMA,  who  has 
still  some  good  notes  in  his  voice,  only  he  will  take  too 
much  stodgen-sassinger  (a  sort  of  delicate  sausage  made 
of  boar's  flesh,  truffles,  garlic,  veal,  and  underdone 
beef),  at  dinner,  three  Serene  Transparencies,  who  quite 
lighted  up  during  the  evening,  though  a  trifle  dull  at 
first,  four  Grand  Dukes,  and  six  Grand  Duchesses,  who 
sang  a  dccemtette  in  b  flat  of  the  musiken  der  Zimmer 
order,  with  much  taste  and  feeling. 

Then  we  had  three  ordinary  Dukes,  who  misbehaved 
themselves  shockingly,  and  who  were  subsequently  re- 
moved to  die  station-hauser  by  the  Bobben-politzei  (con- 
stabulary), and  were  not  let  off  next  morning  until  they 
had  paid  a  fine,  two-and-a-half  silber  groschen  each, 
which  was  ordered  by  the  worthe-beke  (Magistrate)  to  be 
placed  in  the  poor's-box. 

The  EMPEROR  OF  AUSTRIA  sang  his  own  hymn,  accom- 
panying himself  on  the  concertina,  very  fairly  for  an 
amateur,  only  he  will  overdo  the  action,  and  get  so 
much  all  ober-die-schoppen  (all  over  the  shop),  that 
there 's  no  coming  within  a  mile  of  him.  I  am  out- 
running my  space,  so  must  finish,  but  not  without  telling 
you  a  few  of  my  splittersideren  (or  jokes  that  nearly 
make  you  burst  with  laughter),  with  which  I  have  en- 
livened the  company  in  this  out-of-the-way-but-at- 
present-fashionably,  scientifically,  operatically,  and  ar- 
tistically-crowded place. 

All  our  jokes  and  conversation  are  musical,  bien 
entendu. 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  a  few  of  my  crakjiiken,  as  the 
Swedes  call  them — of  my  funnimentos,  as  the  Spaniards 
have  it. 

*  A  friend  who  is  just  off  to  the  Continent  with  his  pocket  full 
of  Jtfurrays,  Brads/taws,  and  Conversation  books,  has  just  this 
minute  looked  in.  He  declares  that  every  word  of  this  excellent 
German  is  to  be  found  in  a  Manual  of  Conversation  for  the 
Traveller,  under  the  head  of  Das  Abendcssen.  Yet,  on  second 
thoughts,  why  shouldn't  it  be?  Our  Correspondent  would  cer- 
tainly not  ask  HERR  WAGNER  for  dishes  which  were  not  in  the 
language  of  the  country.  Of  course,  it  is  as  well  to  be  cautious ; 
but  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  our  visitor  (who  has  gone) 
was  a  trifle  hypercritical.  The  question  to  our  mind  is,  does 
Our  Correspondent  really  speak  low-Bavarian  dialects  or  not  ? 
If  he  does  .  .  .  yet,  still,  he  may  have  recourse  to  his  Con- 
versation book  for  his  best  German.  We  will  think  it  out,  and 
while  thinking  it  out,  we  can  temporarily  withhold  remit- 
tances.— ED. 

t  No,  we  never  did  hear  of  this.  Why  has  this  work  been  so- 
long  hidden  away  ?  We  can  hardly  believe  it :  and  yet, — we 
will  write  to  MK.  CHARLES  KEADE,  and  put  the  matter  in  his 
hands.  If  the  statement  is  untrue,  MR.  RBADE  can  put  the  en- 
gine of  the  law  at  work,  and  he  may  depend  upon  us  for  giving 
him  every  assistance  in  our  power. — ED. 
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SEA-SIDE    COSTUMES. 

A  DisiurcTioir  WITH  A  DIFFERENCE.     THE  GENTLEMEN  HAT»  Two  Lios  TO 
THWIR  TROITSERS  :  THK  LADIBS  ONLY  Oir*. 


LTEB  WAOOT  says  to  me  on  Sunday,  "  Are  you  going  to  church  ?" 

"  No,"  I  replied  ;  "I  always  go  to  CHAPPKLL." 

This  was  a  splitter  aiderer. 

Another.  "  Have  some  more  Rhine  wein,"  says  der  alter  Meister. 
Nein,  danke,"  I  replied. 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asks,  with  a  wink  to  the  company,  intimating'that  a  real  gooc 
'un  might  he  expected.    And  he  was  not  deceived. 

"I  will  not'  I  returned,  gravely,  "take  any  more  Rhine  wein,  because  I 
do  not  wish  to  be  a  well-known  music  publisher." 

"Hein  !  "  they  all  exclaimed. 

I  explained.  "Because,"  said  I,  with  that  well-known  arch  expression  of 
mnn  opttken  (my  eye),  which  is  so  irresistible,  "  because  I  do  not  wish  to  be 

BOOSEY.  ' 

Need  I  say  that  there  were  shrieken  und  shouten  all  over  the  place  ? 

Ihere  was  a  first-rate  brass  band,  and  also  an  inferior  one.    Of  the  two  I 
said,       Das  tit  COOT  und  TINNF.T." 

This  double-barrelled  Anglo-Bavarian  splittersider  is  the  last  sky-rocket 
1  can  send  you  to-day  with  safety  to  the  post-bag. 

By  the  way,  as  there  are  in  the  crowd  here  some  very  unprincipled  persons 
who  would  not  be  above  going  to  the  Post  Office,  and,  making  use  of  the 
adesmanlike  falsehood  of  its  being  the  same  concern,  getting  hold  of  my 
letters,  for  the  sake  of  the  enclosure  from  you,  please  do  not  send  the  remit- 
tance here*  but  entrust  it  to  the  Gentleman  who  brings  this  letter  to  you,  and 
mwlwm  I  have  every  confidence,  whose  receipt  will  be  your  discharge,  and  who 
will  bring  it  straight  to  me,  so  you  may  as  well  let  him  have  it  in  cash.  In 
business  there  must  ever  be  mutual  confidence,  t  and  so,  mein  lieb  alte  Mann,  I 


-TiU  "Wot'y.  comply  with  this  request.    TVe  like  the  great  caution  shown  bv 
our  Contributor;  it  18  in  itself  a  guarantee  of  good  faith.-  ED. 

?ij  f"r  "f"1™6"'8  do™  to  the  ground.     Therefore  it  will  be  on  the  whole  safer 

(as  we  told  the  Gentleman  who  came  with  this  MS.,  and  who  complained  of  being  kept 

siting  in  the  oftiee,  as  he  wanted  to  be  oft'  to  Bayreuth  immediately,  and  might  miss  his 

;am)  lor  our  excellent  and  clever  Correspondent  to  trust  w.rhere,  and  we  can  settle  up  with 

im  on  Ma  return.     We  have  written  to  him  to  this  effect,  only  we  ihink  itas  well  to  state 

he  case  publicly  m  view  of  any  probable  difficulties  in  future.    £n>n  ,.„,„,  we  did  not  like 

the  look  of  the  "friend"  who  called.     He  had  the  shabby-genteel  appearance  (we  would 

m.    be  uncharitable  for  the  world)  of  an  out-of-work  billiard-ah,m  "player  :    If  he  was 

indeed  a     friend  "  of  our  Contributor's,  he  had  all  the  air  of  -  a  friend  in  need  "-Eo 


grasp  you  firmly  by  the  hand,  and  hope  that  within 
two  days  a  note  from  you.  with  enclosure  as  aforesaid, 
will  gladden  the  eye*  and  heart  of  him  who  revels  in 

TOOK 


"  ALAEUMS,  EXCURSIONS !" 

Shakfpeare. 

THE  Collision  Season  has  get  in  early;  and  if  all 
excursion-trains  are  to  be  managed  on  the  same  prin- 
ciples as  that  which  travelled  over  the  Somerset  and 
Dorset  Railway  on  Monday  week  (Bank  Holiday),  a  con- 
siderable addition  to  the  death  rate  may  be  confidently 
anticipated.  Could  not  the  infliction  on  readers  of  the 
daily  journals  of  column  after  column  of  solemn  and  pro- 
tracted farces,  called  "Official  Inquiries,"  be  dispensed 
with  for  a  common  form,  agreed  upon  by  the  Board  ot 
Trade  ?  It  could  easily  be  done.  Everybody  knows  that — 

1.  A  nervous  Coroner  will  open  "  this  painful  investi- 
gation." 

2.  That  a  person  with  the  appearance-  of  being  pos- 
sessed of  unfathomable  wisdom  will  "  act  as  Assessor  " 
(whatever  that  may  mtan),  aud,  with  great  prudence, 
say  as  little  as  possible. 

3.  That  another    person,   also,    inpposed    to   possess 
inscrutable  knowledge  with  reiiard  to  Railway  accidents 
(after  they  have  occurred),  will  attend  as  "Government 
Inspector.       This  will  probably  be  a  Military  man — a 
familiarity  with  lists  of  "  killed  and  wounded,"  being 
no  doubt  considered  the  most  essential  qualification. 

4.  A  Jury,  of  various  degrees  of  ignorance,  will  view 
the  bodies  and  the  scene  of  the  accident  with  open- 
mouthed  astonishment. 

5.  Plans  and  Models  will  be  produced,  a  large  number 
of  witnesses  will  flatly   contradict  one  another,  and  a 
quantity  of  the  most  intricate  engineering  technicalities 
will  be  flashed  to  and  fro  before  the  bewildered  Jury. 

6.  The  Rules  of  the  Company,  printed  for  the  use  of 
their  servants  and  employes,  will  he  produced,  and  proved 
to  be  so  perfect  and  so  full  ot  foresight,  that  their  obser- 
vance must  have  made  the  accident  impossible.     Only 
one  point  will  not  be  insisted  upon— that  the  require- 
ments of  the  Company,  as  to  time  and  taskwork,  render 
the  observance  of  these  Rules  by  their  overworked  ser- 
vants absolutely  impossible;   dismissal  being  the  sure 
sonsequence  of  the  servants'  observance  of  any  rule  that 
lappens  for  the  moment  to  be  in  the  teeth  of  an  official 
superior's  order. 

7.  The  Coroner  will  deliver  a  hazy  "  summing  up." 

8.  The  Jury,  probably,  after  asking  the  Coroner  what 
rerdict  they  ought  to  return,  will  find  that  there  is  no- 
>ody  to  blame ;  or  if  there  is  a  scapegoat  to  be  pounced 

upon,  that  it  is  some  poor  devil  who  works  some  hundred 
and  twenty  hours  a  week  for  sixteen  shillings. 

9.  Coroner,  Jury,  Inspector,  and  Assessor  will  oom- 
iliment  one  another  on  the  attainment  of  that  pitch  of 
ntelligence  known  in  jury  records  as  "  high,"  and  such 
in  amount  of  amiability  as  to  render  it  almost  a  pity 
hey  should  ever  part. 

10.  Some  months  after  the  accident  is  forgotten  by 
he  public,  the  Inspector  will  make  a  "  Report "  to  the 
Joard  of  Trade,  which,  after  dealing  very  elaborately 

with  the  facts  of  the  case,  will  wind  up  with  some  very 
Taluable  suggestion  which  haa  been  offered  fifty  times 
>efore,  and  as  often  disregarded  by  the  Company. 

Punch  has  a  suggestion  to  make  in  addition  to  the 
lint  that  "  Inquiries  "  might  be  reduced  to  a  common 
irm ;  and  that  is,  that  whenever  it  may  seem  necessary 
iat  two  trains  shall  meet  on  a  single  line,  the  passen- 
ers  and  officials  may  be  allowed  to  alight  a  few  minutes 
efore  the  desired  collision.  Then,  a  full  head  of  steam 
eing  turned  on,  let  the  two  trains  have  it  out  without 
le  passengers. 


The  Boll  of  Fame. 

"  EX-COLOHEL  BJ.KKB  has  joined  the  Turkish  Army." — Daily 
apert. 

THAT  with  the  Turks  he  takes  command, 
Should  not  surprise  us  in  the  least. 

A  Baker  ought  to  understand 
The  way  of  rising  in  the  (y)East. 
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PATENT    FIRST-CLASS    COSTUME    FOR    THE    COLLISION    SEASON 

" 


Trailer.  "Y.B,  IT'S 


BHT  THBB^  A 


ABOUT  rr  I  BATHES  LXKB." 


CONFESSION  IN  COURT. 

WE'RE  a  Protestant  Public.    Of  all  "  Bomish  errors  " 
The  one  in  our  eyes  most  invested  with  terrors, 
The  one  we  hate  worst,  as  a  "  Papal  aggression 
On  freedom  and  manhood,  we  know  is  Confession ; 

Sacramental  Confession,  full  true  and  particular, 
Of  sins,  faults,  and  failings-Confession  Auricular, 
When  privily  whispered  in  church  through  a  hole 
In  a  box  to  a  Priest  for  relief  of  the  soul : 

Under  seal,  which  by  sacrilege  heinous  is  broken 
If  a  word 's  e'er  disclosed  by  the  Penitent  spoken. 
Still  we  Britons  this  practice  abhor  and  detest, 
As  a  yoke  laid  on  slaves  by  vile  Papal  behest ; 

A  yoke  of  degraded  and  abject  submission 
Fit  for  victims  and  dupes  of  a  low  superstition. 
Give  us  no  such  impostors  as  Father  Confessors, 
To  pump  their  lives'  secrets  from  sinful  transgressors  . 

We  '11  have  no  priestly  duffer  pry  into  our  lives ! 
He  shall  ne'er  cross-examine  our  daughters  and  wives, 
To  our  shame  and  disgrace,  and  their  contamination, 
Corruption,  debasement,  demoralisation ! 

No  Pop'ry,  from  victims  avowals  to  draw ! 
No  Confession  but  what  is  exacted  by  law ! 
No  Confessors  but  Counsel ;  Confessional  none 
Save  the  Witness-box  only— and  public  that  one ! 

No  scruple,  no  shrinking,  in  examination, 
From  questions  enforcing  self-humiliation, 
And  extorting  replies  with  as  much  repetition, 
As  may  please  the  familiars  of  Our  Inquisition. 

No  restriction  on  wringing  out  requisite  truth. 
Neither  pertinence,  relevance,  feeling,  nor  ruth. 


Confessions  for  Penitent's  whisper  unmeet, 
Let  Witnesses  make  to  be  hawked  in  the  street. 

For  a  British  and  Protestant  People  are  we  ; 

And  the  land  that  we  live  in  's  the  Home  of  the  tree. 

BRITANNIA  for 'ever  is  (iueen  of  the  Waves,  : 

And  the  Jesuits  ne'er  shall  make  Britons  their  slaves. 


SAUSAGE  MAKERS  AND  SAUSAGE  MILLS. 

ON  the  Bank  Holiday,  Monday  last  week,  the  brightness  of  the 
kv  was  as  remarkable  as  the  dulness  of  the  papers,  only  enlivened  by 
he  subjoined  police  case ;  and  the  interest  of  that  is  melancholy  :- 

"At  Brentford,  JAMES  PEEK,  a  pork  butcher  and  sausage  maker  in  an 

xtensive  way  of  business  at  Brentford,  was  charged  on  a  warrant  with 

having  on  his  premises,  for  the  purpose  of  manufacture  into  human  food 

upwards  of  a  quarter  of  a  ton  of  putrid  meat.     MR.  WOOI.HRIDOE  prosecuted 

oPr  the  Brentford  Local  Board.    MR.  G.  W.  LAY  (LAY  ANr,  SCOTT)  defended. 

'he  defendant  was  sentenced  to  three  months  hard  U 

A  pork  butcher  and  sausage  maker  in  an  extensive  way  of  business 
must  command  the  sympathy  of  all  who  respect  respectability. 
Another  good  man  gone  wrong!  It  is  awful  to  imagine  amostwel] 
do  shopkeeper  employed  in  picking  oakum  or  sinking  under  the  toil- 
some  effort   of  climbing  tne  treadmill.      Sadder  still  is  the  is 
that  a  tradesman  so  respectable  as  one  late  in  business  at  Bren 
ford  on  a  scale  amounting  to  extensive,  should  have  had  so  little 
self-respect  as  to  incur  the  correction  of  a  common  rogue.    . 
saddest  thought  of  all  is,  that  of  the  extent  to  which  sausages  in 
the  extensive  business  of  this  Brentford  sausage  .maker  have  been 
probably  composed  of  putrid  meat,  and  the  quantity  of  measly  an 
otherwise  diseased  pork  with  which  it  may  be  feared   this  pork 
butcher  of  Brentforcf  has  been  supplying  the  Brentford  and  perhaps 
even  the  British  Public.    Let  us  nope  that  his  example  will  operat 
as  a  warning  to  the  generality  of  pork  butchers  and  sausage  makers, 
whether  their  way  of  business  be  extensive  or  restricted.    Ur  else, 
some  of  them  likewise  may  be  condemned  to  the  treadmill,  and 
retributively  utilised  in  grinding  wholesome  saiisa*         iat. 
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PUNCH'S    ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


EE  the  Ends  of  Sessions  (as  the  late  BENJAMIN  DISHAELI  assured  us 
the  other  day)  really  fertile  in  compromises  P    Is  this  weather 
(Saturday,  August  12)  a  compromise  ? — or  the  last  fierce  fight 
over  the  Education  Bill  ?— or  tnis  day's  mutiny  of  JENKINS  and  DILKE  against 
the  majesty  of  the  Chair— two  small  talkers  against  the  Great  Speaker_P—  or  this 
wail  of  WHALLEY'S  over  the  gradual  downfall,  at  the  hands  of  Parliament,  of 
the  Common  Law,  and  the  recklessness  of  reporting  in  the  small  hours  ?— or  this 
last  assault  of  the  Ship-owners  on  the  Lords'  Amendments  of  the  Merchant 
Shipping  Bill,  and  PLIMSOLL'S  final  protest  ? 

Surely  not.  The  Session  dies  (Monday)  not  quietly  like  a  good  man  in  the 
evening  of  his  days,  after  a  well-spent  life,  but  fiercely  in  fight  and  foam,  like 
a  whale  in  its  flurry — amidst  obtestation  of  Lords,  forced  to  accept  Commons' 
Amendments  undiscussed,  and  Commons,  compelled  to  bolt  Lords'  Amendments 
undigested :  and  angry  interchange  of  Lords'  Amendments  of  Commons'  Amend- 
ments of  Lords'  Buls, — and  Commons'  Amendments  of  Lords'  Amendments  of 
Commons'  Bills — all  alike  in  the  rough  and  uneonsidered  state  in  which  they  are 
passed  into  Law— and  a  general  hustling  and  hurrying,  bustling  and  worrying 
through  Third  Reading  of  the  laggard  Bills  of  the  Session. 
But  all 's  well  that  ends  well.  They  are  all  at  last  through  the  perilous  passage  of  the  Twelfth,  so  big  with  the  fate  of  birds  that  it 
has  no  room  for  care  about  the  fate  of  Bills ;  and  (Tuesday,  Aug.  15)  THE  SESSION  HAS  BEACHED  ITS  CLOSE  I 

When  the  House  meets  again,  it  will  know  the  RIGHT  HON.  BENJAMIN  DISBAELI  no  more— but,  in  another  place,  the  EARL  OF 
BEACONSFIELD  ;  to  whom  Punch,  with  pen  and  pencil,  pays,  in  this  Number,  his  due  tribute  of  honour. 


And  so  the  Session  with  a  Title  ends, 
That  with  a  Title  ope'd ;  but  how  unlike 
This  Title  unto  that !     This  Title  given, 
Ungrudged  and  uncontested,  unto  one 
Whom,  howsoever  differing  men  and  minds 
May  differ  in  their  judgment  of  the  man, 


All  own  a  fighter  who  has  fairly  won 

The  meed  of  honour  which  now  crowns  his  age  : 

Like  some  great  argosy,  that  after  years 

Of  buifetting  w  ith  winds  and  waves  and  ware, 

Crowned  with  the  memories  of  conflicts  past, 

Passes  from  high  seas'  strife  to  harbour's  calm. 


That  Title,  hardly  forced  at  the  sword's  point. 
From  England's  grudging  throat — for  that  her 

life 

Of  loyalty  would  none  of  a  new  name 
For  the  old  majesty  of  England's  Queen, 
Law-based,  Law-consecrate,  and  Law-enthroned ! 


LUNAR  FARMING. 

IT  is  rather  surprising  that  the  somewhat  unusual  occurrence  of 
an  inhabitant — a  very  distinguished  one,  it  would  seem — of  the 
Moon  paying  a  visit  to  our  Earth  should  not  have  attracted  more 
attention.  We  refer  to  the  "  GRAND  DUCHESS  DE  LTTXE,"  who  is 
reported  as  having  been  present  at  the  Northumberland  Agricultural 
Society's  Show.  Astronomers  cannot  fail  to  deduce,  from  this  visit 
of  the  Grand  Duchess  to  one  of  our  important  Cattle  Parades,  the 


reasonable  inference  that  agricultural  pursuits  are  as  much  in  favour 
in  the  Moon  as  they  have  been  from  time  immemorial  on  our  own 
planet.  It  would  be  interesting  to  know  whether  wheat  and  barley 
and  wild  oats  ripen  as  well  under  moonshine  as  they  do  under  sun- 
shine ;  what  description  of  implements  our  neighbour's  farmers 
employ,  and  whether  they  still  stick  to  the  sickle  ;  and  what  diffi- 
culties they  have  with  ground  game,  and  whether  they  are  in 
the  habit  of  p  umbling  about  the  seasons,  the  crops,  and  the 
times. 


VOL.  LXXI. 
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WHERE     TO    GO. 

O  Aix-la-  Cha- 
pelle.     If  you  are 
disappointed  with 
life,  and  wish  to 
experience     dul- 
ness    in     all     its 
native  purity.    If 
you  have  no  ob- 
,  jection  to  suicide, 
;  drink  the  waters. 
To      Boulogne. 
';  If    you    love    to 
hear    French 
spoken  as  it  is  at 
Putney.    If  rink- 
-  ing  (with  the  sun 
at  80°  in  the  re- 
frigerator)   is     a 
pleasant  distrac- 
tion.   If  you  like 
"Porto"   with  a 
ri'i-i/  strong  bou- 
quet. 

To  Canter- 
bury. If  you  are 
fond  of  cricket, 
cathedrals,  and 
amateur  theatri- 
cals. Of  course,  if  you  find  the  city  is  too  lively,  you  can  make 
an  excursion  to  Herne  Bay  the  Hilarious,  or  to  Broadstairs,  the  birth- 
place of  Broad  Grins. 

To  Dieppe.  If  you  like  your  wife  to  dress  six  times  a  day.  If 
you  don't  mind  the  passage  from  Newhaven.  If  you  wish  your 
children  to  pick  up  the  French  tongue  with  a  slight  Billingsgate 
(adapted  from  the  English)  flavour. 

To  Ems.  If  you  delight  in  listening  to  anecdotes  about  German 
Royalty,  and  do  not  object  to  paying  regal  prices  for  your  board 
and  lodging  at  the  leading  hotels. 

To  Folkestone.  If  the  arrival  of  the  boat  from  Boulogne  on  a 
rough  day  is  an  attraction  to  you.  If  you  are  fond  of  the  society  of 
Aldershott-by-the-Sea. 

To  Gravesend.  If  your  soul  does  not  soar  above  shrimps,  "happy 
days  "  at  Bosherville,  and  sixpences  extra  for  hot  water  and  weak 
tea. 

To  Hammersmith.  If  you  are  passionately  attached  to  the 
Metropolitan  and  District  Hallways,  and  have  a  sneaking  liking  for 
Shepherd's  Bush. 

To  Interlacken.  If  you  wish  to  watch  the  manners  and  customs 
of  those  who  avail  themselves  of  "  Tourist  Tickets"  and  "Hotel 
Coupons,"  and  like  your  English  without  the  letter  H. 

To  Jersey.  If  you  want  to  see  a  place  where  England  is  con- 
sidered a  "  sister  island,"  and  where  a  French-speaking  race  would 
certainly  not  be  English,  if  by  any  change  in  their  nationality  they 
could  avoid  becoming  French. 

To  Kiel.  If  the  birth-place  of  the  German  Navy  interests  you, 
and  you  like  a  watering-place  governed  from  Berlin. 

To  Lucerne.  If  you  don't  want  to  lose  sight  of  the  long-familiar 
faces  of  London.  If  you  delight  to  hear  BROWN'S  attempts  at  French, 
and  SMITH'S  attacks  upon  German.  If  you  appreciate  a  good  dinner 
at  the  Schweitzerhoff. 

To  Monaco.  If  you  consider  it  the  thing  to  meet  the  "  lucky 
men  "  of  the  Clubs,  the  beardless  Subalterns  of  the  crack  Cavalry 
regiments,  and  the  young  Ladies  who  are  going  to  belong  to  PRINCE'S 
the  moment  they  have  kissed  hands  at  Court. 

To  Naples.  If  you  like  to  be  hot  and  are  partial  to  macaroni.  If 
you  have  never  seen  Vesuvius  and  think  it  advisable  to  supplement 
the  knowledge  you  have  attained  in  the  Courts  of  the  Crystal  Palace 
with  an  excursion  to  Pompeii. 

To  Ostend.  If  you  really  want  a  good,  dull,  dirty  town — to  get 
away  from.  If  an  overdressed  crowd  of  cosmopolitans  is  a  pleasing 
sight  to  you. 

To  Paris.  If  you  do  not  mind  sunstroke,  cheap  tourists,  and  old 
pieces.  If  you  want  to  prove  to  your  own  satisfaction  that  the 
celebrated  saying  should  be  altered  to  "  Only  bad  Americans  go  to 
Paris  in  August,  when  they  die." 

To  Quebec.  If  you  are  not  particularly  popular  and  wish  to  give 
your  friends  at  home  a  little  holiday  by  your  absence. 

To  Rotterdam.  If  you  enjoy  a  long  sea  journey  and  are  never  so 
happy  as  when  you  are  staying  at  damp  hotels  and  meeting  dull- 
looking  people. 

To  Scarborough.     If  you  are  fond  of  adaptations  from  the  French 
and  wish  to  see  Boulogne,  phis  Margate,  Brompton,   Sheffield,  and 
Tooting,  settled  noisily  down  upon  the  coast  of  Yorkshire. 


To  Torquay.  If  you  consider  yourself  an  invalid  and  wish  to 
behave  as  such. 

To  Vienna.  If  you  want  to  see  life,  and  are  fond  of  beer  that 
frequently  cheers  and  only  occasionally  inebriates. 

To  Waterloo.  If  you  are  staying  at  Brussels,  and  don't  mind 
travelling  in  company  with  '"AuuY  "  and  his  friend  "  'ENERY." 

TII  Xcres.  If  you  have  only  tasted  doctored  sherry  and  wish  to 
drink  the  genuine  article. 

To  Yarmouth.  If  you  have  a  fond  devotion  for  bloaters  and 
desire  to  buy  some  of  an  inferior  quality  to  those  only  to  be  obtained 
in.  London. 

To  Zanzibar.  If  you  are  a  eood-natured  fellow,  and  don't  mind 
going  a  short  journey  to  say  "  How  d'ye  do  ?  "  to  the  SULTAN  for  his 
dear  friend  (and  yours  too,  if  you  like),  Mr.  Punch. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

Through  Journey — Express — Boat — Notes  on  Anticipations — 
Arrival. 

Happy  Thought.— Off! 

Fellow-passenger  in  train,  who  talks  to  me  for  half-an-hour 
under  the  impression  that  everybody  must  be  going,  as  he  is,  to  the 
Chester  Races.  Finding  that  I  am  not  bound  for  that  sporting 
meeting,  and  that,  moreover,  I  am  personally  unacquainted  with 
any  Winner  of  the  Derby  within  the  last  five  years,  and  that  I  have 
no  "fancy"  for  the  "Thousand  Guineas,"  or  something  of  that 
sort,  at  Newmarket,  he  loses  all  interest  in  me,  and,  pulling  a  cap 
over  his  ears,  and  wrapping  his  long,  light,  check-patterned  Ulster 
over  his  legs,  he  is  off  to  sleep.  No  other  passengers.  Quick,  easy- 
going train  this ! 

At  Crewe. — After  we  have  waited  here  a  few  minutes/Guard 
asks,  ' '  Any  more  Irish  train  ?  "  as  if  we  were  a  dish,  like  Irish  stew. 
It  being  ascertained  that  no  one  (at  Crewe,  at  least)  does  want  any 
more  Irish  train,  they  get  rid  of  us  as  quickly  as.  possible.  Again 
it  urges  on  its  mild  career. 

Through  Wales.  Wales  fast  asleep.  Welsh  moonlight.  Subject 
for  Academy  picture.  No.  289,  "  Welsh  Mutton  asleep  in  Welsh 
Moonlight,"  by  Miss  ELIZABETH  THOMPSON,  a  PEACE  offering  to  the 
Academy.  Wonder  what  the  passage  across  will  be  like.  Wonder 
if  it  will  be  worse  than  I  anticipate.  No  ;  it  can't  be  worse.  I  have 
heard  theyare  magnificent  boats."  My  only  idea  of  a  "magnificent " 
boat,  is  one  in  which  you  cannot  feel  the  movement  when  it  is  in 
motion. 

"  Impossible  !  "  says  some  one.  "  Not  at  all !  "  I  reply.  "  Isn't 
the  world  moving  round  and  round,  in  the  giddiest  possible  manner, 
perpetually?  and  do  we  feel  the  motion?  No."  _  Let  a  scientific 
person  think  this  out,  and  construct  a  new  packet-boat  for,  the 
Channel. 

On  Board. — It  is  a  fine  vessel — that  is,  as  to  size  and  accommoda- 
tion. Steward  (Irish,  of  course)  most  polite.  He  shows  me  to  a 
cupboard,  fitted  up  with  shelves  on  which  to  put  passengers  away. 
This  cabin  recalls  to  my  mind  the  horrors  of  the  Antwerp  passage  on 
board  the  gallant  Baron  Osy.  Passengers  are  drinking  and  eating. 

Happy  Thought. — I)on't  look  at  them.  Shut  myself  into  cup- 
board, and  play  at  going  to  bed,  as  if  I  were  still  on  shore,  or  stay- 
ing (I  will  suppose)  with  a  bachelor  friend  who  could  only  give  me  a 
shake-down.  .  .  .  I  begin  by  "  making  believe  "  with  the  foregoing 
idea  in  view.  ...  I  change  it  to  playing  at  being  asleep  on  a  sofa 
in  a  badly-built  house  during  a  gale.  .  .  .  This  ingenious  notion 
will  sufficiently  account  for  the  sound  of  the  cracking  of  the  timbers, 
and  the  undulating  movement  of  the  couch  (not  a  bed  or  a  sofa  now) 
and  the  noise  outside.  ...  As  the  noise  outside  increases,  I  have  to 
add  "  the  water  coming  in,"  and  imagine  myself  in  a  London  house 
on  a  Monday  morning,  in  bed  in  some  room  near  the  tank  when 

"'  the  water  comes  in."  .  .  .  Now  I  will  play  at  going  to  sleep.  .  .  . 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

If  sleep  won't  come — out,  out,  brief  note-book. 

»  *  »  «  *  -f 

A  novelist  writes,  "But  let  us  not  anticipate "  Jsay,  "Let 

me  anticipate ;  let  mo  imagine  what  Ireland  is  going  to  be  like, 
according  to  my  idea."  My  preconceived  notions  of  Ireland  are 
founded  chiefly  upon  the  admirable  writings  of  the  late  MR.  CHABLES 
LEVER,  illustrated  by  "Pnix,"  with  occasional  assistance  from  the 
HALLS,  the  O'HAEAS,  WILLIAM  CAKLETON,  and  the  Irish  plays  of 
MESSRS.  FALCONER  and  BOUCICAULT. 

On  landing  I  expect  to  be  hailed  by  ragged  car-boys  in  long  coats 
with  capes  to  them,  with  battered  hats  on  their  heads,  chiefly  re- 
markable for  the  scarcity  of  brim,  the  absence  of  crown,  and  for 
the  presence  of  a  "  dhudeen  "  (perhaps  this  is  not  the  way  to  spell  it, 
hut  I  mean  a  short  black  pipe)  stuck  in,  anyhow,  when  not  in  use. 
I  expect  to  be  styled  "Captain!"  by  every  one  of  these  raga- 
muffins (Note — for  when  I  'ye  time  to  think  of  it — whence  the  word, 
"  Ri.tg-a-imi.ffin "  ?  A  inuffiu  done  to  rags  doesn't  suggest  the 
idea.  Keep  this  for  Typical  Developments,  Letter  "  R," — "  wide 
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frri'rntur"),  who  will  tight  for  my  luggage  until  "  Black  Mui-iixs, 
or  some  rascal  more  powerful  than  the  others,  collars  my  port- 
manteau, puts  it  on  his  car,  and  perhaps  collars  me  (for  I  shouldn  t 
•esist  "  lilaok  MCLLINS  "),  and  puts  wic  on  to  the  car  too. 

Then  what  a  hooting  and  shouting,  and  laughing,  and  real  witty 
•hafting  (at  my  expense)  will  arise— until  I  give  the  name  of  my 
icitel- •"  MOHHISON'S—  (which  has  an  Anti-Tninn  Club  sound),  and 
im  driven  off  in  triumph  hy  "  Black  Mn.i-i.Ns,"  waving  his  whip, 
iis  horse  going  at  a  hand-gallop  round  the  corners,  and  myself 
wlding  on,  as  best  1  can,  to  the  hack  of  the  car  with  one  hand, 
while  with  the  other  I  grasp  my  portmanteau,  and  away  tly,  this 
way  and  that,  my  stick,  my  umbrella,  ray  hatbox,  and  my  overcoat, 
to  the  twenty-few  winds  of  heaven,  and  to  the  intense  enjoyment 
of  the  hundred  or  more  laughing,  running,  vagabonds  about  the  i 

This  is  the  sort  of  entry—  hardly  a  triumphal  one—  that ,1  expert 
into  Dublin ;  founded,  of  course,  on  my  recollections  of  Charles 
(>' Mulli-y  and  Jack  llintun  tin-  (riinri/xiintn. 

What  'do  1  expect  of  Dublin  ?    Well,  principally  the  LOXD  Q  KC- 

NANT  driving  about,  plenty  of  military,  always  in  uniform,  a 
sprinkling  of  attorneys,  lots  of  "Counsellors"  m  wig  and  gown, 
line  policemen,  jovial-looking  priests,  priggish-looking  parsons, 
( 'lubs  where  members  are  excitedly  discussing  politics  at  the  open 
windows,  and,  at  every  turn  of  the  streets,  sonic  lazy,  idle  dog 
saying  good  things  to  some  other  lazy,  idle  joker  like  himself,  while 
the  car-drivers  keep  up  a  tire  of  running  chaff  all  over  the  town. 
That  is  what  I  am  expecting.  I  am  further  expecting  to  be  m 
readiness  at  any  moment  with  a  rep.-irtee.  And  I  am  arranging  my 
course  of  conduct  so  as  not  to  be  the  aggressor  in  a  verbal  war  of 
wit,  but  either  to  smile  goodhumouredly  and  bear  it,  or,  if  ready, 
to  reply  and  turn  the  laugh  in  my  favour. 

As  for  Trinity  College,  I  expect  to  find  the  Undergraduates  m 
the  evening  giving  their  wine  and  supper  parties,  playing  the 
cornet-d-pint/m  out  of  tune,  blowing  up  the  College  pump,  squib- 
bing  a  Dean,  or  indulging  in  some  other  good  old  practical  joke 
played  off  on  academical,  civil,  or  military  dignitaries.  In 
tact,  I  expect  Ireland  in  general,  and  Dublin  in  particular,  to  be 
HOLLICKLNO  !  "  Rollicking  "  is  the  only  word  for  it.  I  expect 
"  Rollicks  "  to  be  going  on  all  day  and  all  night.  "  Frolics"  is  not 
a  strong  enough  word  for  my  purpose  :  it  is  too  weak,  childish,  and 
lamblike.  A  lamb  frolics,  an  Irishman  "rollicks."  Well,  this  is 
what  I  expect ;  and  I  am  glad  I  have  written  it  down,  so  as  to  be 
able  to  compare  the  reality  with  what  my  fancy  (founded  on  Irish 
works  of  Irish  imagination)  had  painted  it.  Nous  verrom. 
****** 

"  Ten  minutes  more,  Sir,"  says  the  Steward,  looking  in,  "  and  we 
shall  be  in." 

JIiipp;/  Thought.— Thank  Heaven  !  I  Jtare  slept. 

"I  suppose,"  says  the  Steward,  looking  in  again,  "ye '11  want  a 
boy." 

1  am  half  asleep.  Is  it  a  boy,  or  a  buoy,  he  means?  Why 
either  ? 

Huppy  Thought. — To  answer,  as  if  I  were  an  old  traveller,  and 
quite  accustomed  to  it,  "  Certainly." 

The  "  boy  "  appears,  and  carries  my  luggage  with  the  strength  of 
three  boys.  

GENTLEMAN  HELP. 

AN  Advertisement  in  a  daily  paper  offers  a  good  opening  for  any 
one  of  too  many  of  our  young  friends : — 

•yOUTH  (Genteel)  WANTKI)  at  Builder's  Office,  and  assist  in  house 
X  early  morn,  clean  knives,  boots,  and  run  errands.  Good  opportunity  to 
learn.— Apply,  &0. 

This  is  really  the  only  snrt  of  thing  that  numbers  of  well-lookinc 
boys,  sons  of  poor  gentlefolk,  are  tit  for,  whilst  their  parents  and 
friends  are  vainly  striving  to  obtain  them  employment  requiring 
educated  intelligence.  The  expectations  cherished  in  such  cases 
might  be  truly  expressed  by  advertisement,  as  follows : — "  Wanted, 
by  Parents  moving  in  good  Society,  but  of  narrow  means,  a  Gentle- 
manly and  Lucrative  Situation  for  a  Youth  of  rudimentary  Know- 
ledge, and  of  Abilities  below  the  Average." 


An  Irish  Gem. 

IN  one  of  some  letters  exchanged  with  MR.  GLAPSTOXE,  on  the 
University  question,  an  "  IRISH  CATHOLIC  LAYMAN,"  having  ex- 
pressed the  nope  that  his  correspondent  will  one  day  resume  the 
Premiership,  concludes  his  letter  as  follows  : — 

"When  the  time  for  taking  that  position  arrives,  your  old  and  gratefu 
friends  in  Ireland  will  prove  to  the  world  that  Irish  Catholics  are  never 
ungrateful,  and  that  honesty  of  purpose,  even  when  directed  against  what  they 
hold  most  dear,  cannot  blot  from  their  memory  past  favours." 

But  is  it  from  any  but  an  Irish  memory,  sure,  that  honesty  o 
purpose,  howsoever  offensive,  could  possibly  blot  past  favours  ? 


TOWN-TOURING. 

___  R.  COOK  has  had  it  all 

his  own  way  for  some 
years  of  excursion- 
eering.  Mr.  Punch 
has  almost  made  up 
his  mind  (the  late 
heat  having  rendered 
it  almost  impossible 
to  make  up  anything 
else — even  the-  cur- 
rent Number)  to  set 
on  foot  an  under- 
taking which  is  cal- 
culated to  meet  the 
wishes  and  purses  of 
a  large  circle  of 
would-be  travellers. 

The  title,  "The 
Economical  Station- 
ary Tourists'  So- 
ciety," has  nothing 
to  do  with  cheap 
envelopes  and  writing 
paper ;  but  it  is  the 
most  compendious 
designation  of  3fr. 
Punch's  eminently 
.ogical  scheme  to  supply  those  who,  by  circumstances  beyond  their 
own  control,  are  forced  to  remain  in  the  Metropolis  during  the 
travelling  season. 

Tickets  will  be  delivered,  at  various  prices,  for  the  various  desti- 
nations of  purchasers  anxious  to  travel  without  leaving  home.  The 
rooms  in  the  Society's  Establishment  will  be  numbered  and  named 
according  to  "the  Tours  undertaken  by  the  Managers. 

For  instance :  You  purchase  a  ticket  for  the  Tyrol.  All  you  have 
to  do  is  to  look  at  the  plan  of  the  Rooms  kept  by  the  Porter.  You 
will  follow  the  passage  indicated,  conducting  you  to  a  door  labelled 
"  Tyrol."  Within  you  will  find  maps,  handbooks,  and  photographs 
of  all  the  objects  of  interest  in  the  Austrian  or  Italian  Tyrol. 

Specimens  of  Edelweiss  and  pear- wood  chamois,'chalets.  and  alpen- 
stocks, may  be  purchased  at  a  stall  in  the  room.  Ladders  will  be 
provided  to  mount  on  to  the  roof  with  the  greatest  possible  danger 
to  life  and  limb ;  while  blocks  of  Wenham  ice  and  property  snow- 
in  lambs'  wool — will  be  added,  to  give  local  colour  to  the  ascent. 

A  Courier,  of  competent  experience  and  rascality,  will  be  attached 
to  each  Tour.  Mattrasses  on  the  roof,  for  sunrises,  extra. 

The  Egyptian  Tour  will  provide  models  of  a  Nile  Boat  and  a 
living  crocodile  in  a  tank.  Mosquitoes  will  be  let  out  at  night  to 
enterprising  sleepers  on  the  premises.  A  real  Dragoman  will  be 
attacked  to  this  department,  and  cartes  de  viiite  of  the  KHEDIVE  and 
M.  DE  LESSEPS  will  be  kept  in  stock. 

In  the  Indian  Tour  Room  will  be  exhibited  the  Basket  Trick,  and 
a  snake-charmer,  with  a  live  cobra.  Permission  has  been  secured  to 
ride  the  Elephants  at  the  Zoological  Gardens.  Negotiations  we 
pending  for  a  Rajah  with  a  grievance. 

In  the  Garden  at  the  back.  Grouse  recently  killed  may  be  shot  at, 
and  sent  to  friends  on  the  following  morning. 

Time  and  experience  will  bring  the  idea  to  perfection ;  but 
Mr.  Punch  is  confident  that  the  speculation  is  fraught  with  the 
happiest  prospects  for  his  own  pocket,  and  the  pleasure  of  intending 
Tourists,  of  wide  ambitions  and  narrow  means. 

"  Caviare  to  the  General." 

WE  rarely  meet  a  soldier  without  hearing  some  complaint  about 
the  small  pay  he  is  getting.  Still,  we  must  say  we  are  startled  by 
the  following  advertisement : — 

WANTED,   a  PLAIN  COOK.     Wages,  £1«;   all  found.      A  good 
GENERAL  would  suit. 

Really,  such  an  offer  is  an  insult  to  the  Army,  and  the  Horse 
Guards  ought  to  notice  it.  However  paltry  he  may  deem  the  pay 
he  is  receiving,  surely  no  good  General  would  consent  to  an  exchange 
which  would  make  him  leave  the  Service  for  the  place  of  a  Plain 
Cook. ; 

An  Object  of  Suspicion. 
TOURISTS  in  Scotland,  who  are  of  confirmed  temperate  habits,  and 
liable  to  be  shocked  by  any  appearance  of  excess,  would  do  well  to 
avoid  Loch  Drunkie— at  least  until  a  scientific  analysis  of  its  con- 
tents has  satisfied  them  that  there  is  no  Whiskey  mingled  wit*  the 
water.  (N.B.— Loch  Drunkie  is  not  to  be  confounded  with  Loch 
Brandy.  Why  is  there  no  Loch  Whiskey  in  Scotland  ?) 
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YOUTHFUL    RESOURCE. 

ME.  AND  MRS.  JONES  HAVE  BROKEN  IT  GENTLY  TO  THEIR  CHILDREN  THAT  THERE  WILL  BE  NO  SEA-SIDE  THIS  YEAR  UNLESS  THEY 
LET  THEIR  HOUSE.  THE  JUVENILE  TOWERS  AVAIL  THEMSELVES  OF  A  SHORT  ABSENCE  OF  MR.  AND  MRS.  JONES  FROM  HOME,  TO  TAKE 
THE  CASE  INTO  THEIR  OWN  HANDS. 


A  DBEAM,  AND  ITS  FULFILMENT. 

The  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  BENJAMIN  DISRAELI,  EAKL  OF^BEACONS- 
FIELD,  August  12,  1876. 

WHAT  dreams  that  young  Israelite — articled  clerk, 
At  his  dull  office-desk,  in  the  Old  Jewry's  shade  ? 

Sallow-cheeked,  sable-curled,  with  strange  depths  in  the  dark 
Of  an  eye  where  the  watch-fires  for  lighting  are  laid. 

What  'a  his  dream,  o'er  the  hieroglyphs  scrawled  on  his  pad, 
While  the  papers,  his  work,  lie  uncared-for  hard  by  '' 

Of  some  fabulous  fortune,  achieved  by  a  lad  ; 
Of  millions  made  his,  in  the  turn  of  a  die  ? 

Or  of  Fashion's  fair  houris,  in  stately  saloons, 
Pressing  Pleasure's  drugg'd  cup  to  his  feverish  lips  ? 

Of  luxury's  revel  in  high  summer  noons, 
And  passion's  fierce  frenzy,  and  fainting  eclipse  ? 

Or  of  Fame,  with  a  trumpet  and  evergreen  crown, 
The  spoils  of  that  pen,  ta'en,  sword-fashion,  in  hand  ? 

Of  poet  s,  romancer's,  historian's  renown, 
And  a  name  that  amongst  the  Immortals  shall  stand  ? 

Or  of  prize  higher,  harder — of  power  o'er  men, 

In  strife  of  the  Senate  by  eloquence  won ; 
By  wisdom  in  Council ;  by  eagle-like  ken 

When  the  stroke  should  be  struck,  how  the  deed  should  be  done  ? 

Or  a  far-flashing  garb  in  which  all  these'combine, 

A  girandole,  bursting  in  fountains  of  tire, 
Passing  colour  of  flowers  and  diamonds'  shine, 

And  a  voice  as  of  thunder — if  quick  to  expire? 

****** 

The  stripling  has  dreamed,  and  the  young  man  has  dared : 
He  has  reached  a  new  stage  and  is  dreaming  again. 

With  a  cheek  deeper  lined,  and  a  forehead  more  bared, 
But  an  eye  still  as  deep,  and  as  busy  a  brain. 


If  the  wealth  he  has  missed — let  it  go — in  its  stead 
He  has  touched  his  two  dream-goals  of  Fashion  and  Fame ; 

It 's  inscribed  in  Ton's  records — his  books  bought  and  read, 
A  wit  and  a  lion,  of  Town-note  and  name ! 

But  the  Senate — what 's  power  of  pen  or  of  word, 
If  that  triumph,  most  wooed,  is  least  like  to  be  won  ? 

Shall  tough  brain  have  been  shield  to  him.  sharp  speech  his  sword, 
Thus  far  to  tight  upwards,  and  here  to  have  done  ? 

The  strong  will,  the  clear  aim,  that  have  borne  him  so  far, 
Must  win  that  last  height,  or  he  '11  fall  on  the  field  ; 

Hark,  the  arrows  of  scorn,  on  his  helm  how  they  jar, 
From  his  vizor  fall  blunted,  and  turn  on  his  shield ! 

Till  scoffers  are  shamed,  and  decriers  struck  dumb  ; 

And  voices  that  hooted,  as  loud  in  applause, 
And  the  time  has  arrived  that  he  told  them  would  come, 

When  his  presence  is  power,  his  voice  sways  a  cause  : 

For  his  rapier-play  has  brought  chiefs  to  their  knee, 
Whose  fence  has  been  practised  in  lives  of  campaign  ; 

And  his  strength  has  re-knit  hosts  that  turned  them  to  Hee, 
And  led  them,  new-strengthened,  to  conquest  again. 

After  forty  years'  fighting,  he  steps  from  the  fire, 
To  the  height  scarcely  scaled  in  his  Old  Jewry  dream ; 

Adds  a  third  to  his  two  wreaths  of  boyish  desire, 
Though  sore  set  against  him  the  stress  of  the  stream. 

And  all  who  can  honour  pith,  patience,  and  power, 
And  the  strenuous  purpose  that  runs  a  life  through 

Like  a  muscle  of  iron,  are  glad  of  the  hour 
That  .sees  his  hand  close  on  the  honour  his  due  ! 


HINT  FOE  HOT  WEATHEE. 

Go  for  your  sea-side  holiday. to  a  watering-place  on  the  coast  of 
Ireland.    There  you  will  secure.the  enjoyment  of  Irish  coolness. 
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EMPRESS   AND   EARL; 

OR,    ONE   GOOD   TURN   DESERVES   ANOTHER. 

LOED  BEACONSFIELB.  "THANKS,  TOUR  MAJESTY!     I  MIGHT  HAVE  HAD  IT  BEFORE!      JV'OTf  I  THINK  I  HAVE 
EARNED  IT  !  " 


AUGUST  26,  1876.] 
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A    VERTIGO    OF    WIT. 

OJIMONEK  Ma.  Dis- 
K\  1:1.1  that  was, 
having;,  ;while  '  he 
was  MK,  DISRAELI, 
been  wont  to  be 
popularly  and  play- 
fully called  Di/./.t, 
his  elevation  to  tho 
Peerage  has  neces- 
sarily occasioned  an 
influx  of  remarks 
and  queries  turning 
on  the  point  that, 
besides  being  a  di- 
minutive, dizzy  is 
synonymous  with 
vertiginous.  As : — 
Will  the  elev*. 
tion  of  SIR  STAI'- 
PO&D  NOETHCOTE  to 

the  Leadership  of 
the  House  of  Com- 
mons turn  his  head 
and  make  him 

dizzy? 

SIB  STAFFORD 
NORTHCOTK  may  be 
raised  to  be  Leader 
of  the  House  of 
Commons.  Ha,  ha!— but  that  will  not  make  SIR  STAFTOED  NOKTH- 
COTE  DIZZT. 

Don't  we  all  fear  that  his  elevation  will  make  him  dizzy  '1 
Don't  we  all  hope  it  will  make  him  DIZZT  ? 

A  brain  with  more  employment  busy 
la  like  to  render  NOKTHCOTE  diziy ; 
But  to  be  seen  it  yet  remains 
If  he  be  DIZZT  as  to  brains. 

Of  course  the  foregoing  wisdom  and  verse  are  equally  applicable, 
in  supposed  connection  with  the  Conservative  Leadership,  to  Ma. 
G.vrnoRNE  HAKDT  and  MR.  Cuoss. 

There  has  also  been  propounded  the  suggestion  that,  having 
become  LORD  BEACONSFIELD,  MR.  DIS&AKII  now  shines  as  a  beacon 
in  the  field  of  honour,  not,  however,  that  he  may  warn  us  from  it, 
but  that  he  may  lead  us  to  it ;  but  this  again  betrays  a  perilous 
dizziness  and  confusion  of  head. 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  AT  THE  GREA.T  WAGNER 
FESTIVAL,  BAYREUTH. 


LJXB  ALT*  FBJSUKD, 

EVEBTTHING  going  on  first  rate.  Crowded  house  !  Cheers  ! 
tears  !  !  and  laughter  !  !  !  A  sea  of  fire  —  delicious  idea  in  this 
weather—  and  a  steam-fog,  set  to  music,  send  the  audiences  into 
ecstasies  of  convulsive  delight. 

We  're  at  it  all  day.  Poor  Old  BETZ—  I  made  a  heap  of  "funnf- 
mentos,"  as  the  Spaniards  say,  of  "  wurd-joken  "  as  we  have  it  in 
"  Low  Bairisch,"  on  his  name,  which  dear  WAGGY  set  to  music,  and 
they  are  now  perhaps  among  some  of  the  brightest  gems  in  the 
Composer's  crown,  or,  rather,  in  the  glorious  circlets  on  nis  crown. 

The  theatre  is  wonderful.  The  musicianers  are  invisible.  WAGNER 
won't  appear  when  called  before  the  curtain,  but  sits  in  the 
prompter's  box,  and  writes  letters  to  the  people  in  front,  telling 
them  why  he  objects  to  come  out.  I  said,  "Well,  you  've  come  out 
sufficiently  strong  already,"  —  and  one  of  the  Royal  Swells,  who  has 
since  gone  away,  has  adopted  this  sidvsplitteren  as  his  own.  I  wish 
I  could  find  out  which  ot  the  Crowned  Heads  or  Archdukes  ("they 
are  so  arch,  these  dukes,"  as  I  said  to  WAGGT,  who  screamed  !)  had 
appropriated  my  witiikum  (Low  Bairisch  for  a  kind  of  small  but 
happy  joke,  much  made  here),  and  I  'd  send  him  in  my  bill,  and  let 
him  know  something  of  the  law  of  copyright. 

However,  as  I  was  saying,  poor  Old  BETZ  broke  down.  We  nearly 
lost  our  BKTZ  :  it  was  almost  a  case  of  "  BETZ  off"  on  account  of  the 
Dead-Heat  of  the  summer. 

A  propos  otjiiken  and  sidesplitteren,a.Tul  as  a  proof  that  tm-in  lii 
alte  freund  ("  my  dear  old  friend")  WAOGY  can  write  lightly  when 
he  likes,  I  need  only  cite  those  two  admirable  comiken  wurken 
("comic  works"  —  very  like  English,  isn't  it?  —  this  is  the  Low 
Bavarian  dialect),  with  two  as  good  farcical  names  as  were  ever 
invented  by  even  that  rising  young  dramatist,  MK.  JOHN  MADDISON 
MORTON  —  whose  amusing'  farce  of  Sox  and  Cox  will,  I  predict,  yet 
make  a  stir  in  the  world  —  I  mean  WAGNER'S  (firstly)  Stegfrtd's 


Tod  and  (secondly)  Walklirv  (Walker),  which  latter  a  less-relined 
writer  might  have  been  tempted  to  vulgarise  into  "  Hookey."  But 

AGGY  takes  my  advice,  and  is  glad  ot  it. 

"  Alte  Kinchin  "  (the  Low  Bavarian  for  "  Old  fioy  "—much  used 
in  the  Forest  and  the  mountains),  "  Alte  Kinchen,  says  he  to  me, 
piuiMng,  with  his  pen  behind  his  ear,  "  shall  1  call  this  IValkure  or 

I  did  not  hesitate  one  second.  "  Walkiire,  for  choice,"  I  replied, 
immediately  ;  "  it  looks  better  in  print." 

"  1  like  (Juki'  or  Jlonkfi/,"  he  returned,  reflectiYely. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  1  said,  impressively,  "  !><>iCt  urerdti  it." 

"Right!"  he  exclaimed,  dashing  tno  name  on  to  the  paper. 
"  And  now  let  us  drink  a  glass  of  rare  old  fichmutxige  Wiitche" 
(this  is  a  sort  of  liquor  peculiar  to  Upper  Bavaria,  and,  taken  in 
moderation,  is  really  not  bad  tipple).* 

"Siegfrid's  Toil"  is  :i  beautifw  name  for  a  farpe,  as  good  as 
John  Itubbs,  or  Our  1'w.itnis  ISutity.  You  can  see  it  at  a  glance, 
and  that's  where  WAU.XKK  is  so  happy,  i.e..,  iu  the  choice  of  his 
subjects.  Of  course  Tnd  is  the  low  comedian  of  the  piece :  but  I 
have  not  time  at  present  to  give  you  the  entire  plot.t 
***** 

I  remain  ever 

YOUB.  KEPRESBICTATI  VK. 

•  "  Kehmutsigr  Wiiicht,"  according  to  our  German  Conversation  Book, 
signifies  "  dirty  linen,"  though  at  the  same  time  we  are  not  prepared  to  deny 
either  that  in  *'  Low  Bavarian  "  it  may  hare  some  other  moaning,  or  that  in 
social  everyday  Gorman  thU  nviy  be  the  favourite  name  for  some  pleasant 
national  beverage.  Still  it  is  odd,  and  the  more  so  because — while  we  are  on 
tho  subject,  we  may  as  well  be  candid  and  open,  for  our  own  lake  and  that  of 
our  esteemed  Contributor — we  have  received  numerous  communications  con- 
cerning our  worthy  Representative's  exhibition  of,  what  fifty-nine  out  of 
sixty  of  our  respected  Correspondents  are  pleased  to  term,  "  his  miserable 
ignorance  of  the  German  language."  We  sincerely  hope  he  will  see  this,  and 
crush  his  accusers  at  one  stroke  of  his  powerful  pen,  or  politely  explain  (wliirli 
will  be  much  the  same  thing),  or  admit  honestly  that  ho  has  been  in  the 
wrong.  There  are  these  three  courses  open  to  him ;  and  bis  dessert*  after- 
wards. For  ourselves  (if  this  meets  his  eye),  we  have  always  expressed  our 
implicit  trust  in  him,  and  we  rely  upon  him  to  trtut  us  implicitly  in  return. 
He  will  understand  what  this  means  when  he  call*  at  the  Poet-Office  and  docs 
not  receive  that  letter.  One  of  our  Teutonic  Correspondents  sneers  at  some 
German  expressions  in  Our  Representative's  last  letter  but  one — expressions 
to  which,  be  it  remembered,  we  took  exception  at  the  time  in  an  elaborate  and, 
we  venture  to  say,  considering  our  limited  space,  an  exhaustive  foot-note. 
We  quote  genuine  portions  of  one  of  our  Indignant  Correspondents'  letters  : 
he  writes  thus  to  us — ''  Sir,  a  jeu  de  mot  is  a  wortspiel"  (for  ourselves,  we 
always  said  it  was ;  but,  in  defence  of  Our  Representative,  who  professes  to 
write  "  Low  Bavarian  dialect,"  is  worttpiel  the  word  he  would  use  ?  Tout 
est  Id).  "A  portmanteau  is  not  a  '  MantelsacAf,'  but  a  Mantdsaek,  its  plural 
is  MantelsdcM."  We  thought  there  was  something  wrong  here,  but  as  Our 
Representative's  spelling  of  the  word  might  have  been  the  "  Low  Bavarian" 
form,  or  right  according  to  some  other  dialect  of  which  we  were  ignorant  (and 
he  is  a  very  superior  man),  we  felt  bound  to  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt. 
Our  angry  Correspondent,  who  signs  himself  "  A  German,"  continues,  "  '  My 
good  friend '  is  not  '  mein  foot  freund,'  but  '  mem  outer  freund.' "  We 
thought  so !  and,  on  this  authority,  we  will  immediately  write  to  Our  Repre- 
sentative, and  tell  him  we  are  not  to  be  trifled  with.  We  do  not  believe  he 
will  hare  a  word  to  say  in  his  defence  on  this  occasion.  Perhaps,  however, 
as  he  is  a  very  superior  person,  he  may  have  been  thinking  in  the  dubbcl-dittck 
language,  and  this  was  merely  a  lapsus  calami  (slip  of  the  pen).  Still,  OB 
the  face  of  it,  E"  hatte  Unrecht.  Our  thoroughly-roused  Correspondent 
continues,  "  4.  '  Wir  Sindfertij '  can  do  without  the  capital '  S,'  with  a  mull 
'  s '  instead."  Our  Representative  shall  be  informed  of  this.  We  are  not 
going  to  have  our  pens,  ink,  and  space  on  paper  wasted  with  capital  "  S's  " 
when  small  ones  will  do  quite  at  welt.  Yet,  on  the  other  hand,  wo  should  b« 
sorry  to  interfere  with  his  capital  Itttert.  Hoping  our  justly  irate  Corre- 
spondent, "  A  German,"  will  excuse  this  pleasantry,  we  proceed  with  "  A 
German's"  invaluable  corrections.  "6.  '  Warblungen  Wagners,'  for 'War- 
bling Wagners '  is  a  nonsense," — that  is  exactly  what  struck  us  at  the  very 
moment ;  undoubtedly,  to  quote  our  German  friend's  excellent  English,  "  it  is 
a  nonsense" — and  we  are  deeply  indebted  to  our  Correspondent  "A  German" 
for  pointing  out  what  might  have  escaped  even  our  penetration.  At  once  we 
will  write  to  Our  Representative,  and  tell  him  that "  Warblungen  Wagneri"  if 
intended  for  "  Warbling  Wagners,"  is  "  a  nonsense,"  in  which  he  may  indulge 
at  hit  own  expense,  and  not  at  ours.  "  A  German"  then  goes  on  to  give  us 
the  words  which  in  his  language  he  considers  equivalents  of  our  "  warble." 
He  finishes  by  recommending  Our  Representative  "  to  take  some  finishing 
lessons  in  German  quotations"  which  advice  we  will  forward  to  him,  and 
perhaps  we  may  venture  to  convey  to  him  the  hint  that  "  A  German,"  who 
is  so  interested  in  our  Contributor  s  education,  might  be  inclined  to  pay  for 
the  lessons  suggestrd  (for  we  shan't  do  anything  of  the  sort),  or  to  give  then 
himself,  gratis,  to  Our  Representative  on  his  return  from  Bayreuth.  Perhaps, 
after  all,  "  A  German's  "  letter  was  written  with  an  eye  to  business;  if  so, 
let  the  Herr  Professor  enclose  his  card  of  terms  for  attendance,  and  we  will 
take  care  it  is  forwarded  to  Our  Representative. 

•.*  We  regret  that  attention  to  this  Correspondent,  which  we  considered 
due  to  him,  to  ourselves,  and  Our  Representative,  has  unavoidably  abridged 
Our  Representative's  description  of  the  great  Mutili-ffst. — ED. 

t  The  remainder  must  stand  over  till  next  week.  We  fancy  our  Contributor 
is  wrong  as  to  Siegfrid's  Tad  being  a  comic  piece  of  any  sort.  Sitffrid  is 
the  hero  of  the  great  trilogy,  isn't  he  f  We  speak  diffidently,  as  Our  Repre- 
sentative, being  on  the  spot,  ought  to  have  the  best  information  on  the 
subject.— ED. 
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PLEASURING! 

Vicar  (to  Old  Lady,  who  is  returning  from  a  Funeral).  "  WELL,  MARTHA,  I  'M 

AFRAID  YOU  'VE  HAD  A  SAD  AFTERNOON.      IT  HAS  BEEN  A  LONG  WALK,  TOO,  FOR 
YOU " 

Martha.  "  SURE-LY,  'TIS,  SIR  !     AH,  Sin,  'TAIN'T  MUCH  PLEASURE  NOW  FOR 
ME  TO  GO  TO  FUNERALS  ;  I  BE  TOO  OLD  AND  FULL  o'  EHEUMATIZ.      IT  WAS 

VERY  DIFFERENT  WHEN  WE  WAS  YoUNQ — THAT   'TWER  !  !  " 


LAW,  AND  CERTAIN  OF  ITS  LIMBS. 

LADY  JUSTITIA,  with  incarnate  equity,  in  the  shape  of  MR.  COUNCILLOR  PUNCH, 
at  her  elbow  as  Amicus  Curia,  held  a  sort  of  unofficial  Audit,  taking,  at 
ME.  PUNCH'S  urgent  suggestion,  a  private  review  of  certain  of  her  public 
forces. 

ME.  PUNCH  called  her  attention  in  the  first  place  to  a  gentleman  of  Draconic 
aspect  as  to  countenance,  and  Clerical  cut  as  to  attire. 

'  Who  is  this  Rhadamanthus-like  personage  ?  "  inquired  JUSTITIA,  somewhat 
languidly.  (The  thermometer  stood  at  120°  or  thereabouts.) 

This,"  answered  ME.  PUNCH,  "  is  the  REVEREND  BROWST-RIGGE,  J.P.,  one 
of  the  Great  .Unpaid,' whose  unbought  services  in  the  administration  of — 
ahem ! — Justice  reflect  so  much  credit  upon  your  functions — and  his  own." 

"  So  queer  a  compound  of  sleekness  and  severity,"  quoth  JUSTITIA,  "  I  think  I 
have  never  seen.  Pray  what  is  his  speciality  as  a  gratuitous  purveyor  of 
Justice  ?  " 

"Herodian  compassion  for  youth  and'  ignorance,"  answered  MR.   PUNCH, 

is  one  of  his  more  marked  peculiarities.  If  within  his  jurisdiction  a  child 
should  chance  to  pluck  an  unpermitted  flower  or  purloin  an  unguarded  but  for- 
bidden faggot,  his  peculiarities  in  this  regard  are  speedily  manifested  to  an 
admiring  world." 

"  How,  pray  ?  "  inquired  JUSTTHA. 

"  In  the  form,"  responded  MR.  PUNCH,  "of  such  mild  and  merciful  penalties 
as  personal  correction  of  a  Squeersian  kind,  administered  preferably  by  his  own 
holy  hands,  or,  failing  that,  protracted  imprisonment  in  prison  cell  or  refor- 
matory." 

"Eh?  What?"  'exclaimed  JusiniA,  hotly,  forgetting  the  thermometer. 
"  Personal  chastisement  ?— prolonged  imprisonment  F— and  for  such  juvenile 
peccadilloes  as " 

"  Madam,"  interrupted  MR.  PUNCH,  politely,  "the  Clerico-judicial  mind  does 
not  recognise  such  a  perniciously  minimising  qualification  of  deadly  sin  as  is 
implied  in  the  word  peccadillo — at  least,  in  relation  to  offences  against  the  rights 
of  property  or  of  Holy  Church." 

'  Remove  that  person ! "  said  JCSTITIA,  with  an  air  of  exceeding  disgust ; 
"  he  offends  me." 


"  His  removal  in  a  more  conclusive  fashion,"  said 
ME.  PUNCH,  "is  at  present  one  of  the  most  imperative 
demands  of  common-sense  and  Christian  charity. 

"  And  this  shrewd,  yet  smooth-looking  person,  who  is 
he?"  asked  JusrniA,  as  a  wigged  and  gowned  indivi- 
dual, of  confident  air  and  scrutinising  glance,  was  pre- 
sented to  her. 

"  This,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  is  MR.  I.  S.  QUISITOB,  Q.C., 
the  pride  of  the  Bar,  a  gentleman  infinitely  adroit  at 
Witness-Box  torture  and  terrorism,  warranted  to  put 
more  offensive,  painful,  and  irrelevant  questions,  and  to 
stir'  up  more  forgotten  foulness  within  a  given  time 
than " 

' '  '  Foul ! '  '  Offensive ! '  '  Irrelevant ! '  '  Torture ! ' 
'  Terrorism! ' "  interjected  JUSTITIA.  "  ME.  PUNCH,  these 
scarcely  sound  like. 'terms  of  praise — in  my  ears,  at 
least." 

"  Madam,"  answered  ME.  PUNCH,  "  you  seem  scarcely 
to  understand  that  power  of  irritating  and  confusing 
witnesses,  of  wantonly  raking  up  an  unpleasant  past  that 
penitence  may  have  covered  from  Divine  judgment,  but 
cannot  conceal  from  interested  human  inquisition,  and 
of  providing  the  Court  and  the  papers  with  copious 
matter  for  morbid  sensation  or  heartless  mirth ;— you 
seem,  I  say,  hardly  to  realise  that  these  rank  among 
the  choicest  and  most  cherished  attributes  of  the  Q.C. 
of  the  period." 

"  I  do  not,"  answered  JUSTITIA,  emphatically.  "  Nor 

am  I  quite But  call  the  next  prisoner — person,  I 

mean. 

This  was  a  stalwart  and  stolid  personage  attired  in 
blue ;  rigid  as  to  spine,  stiff  as  to  stock,  spiky  as  to 
whisker,  vulgarly  aristocratic  as  to  bearing.  His  eyes 
had  a  look  which  was  a  cross  between  a  menace  and  a  leer, 
and  his  breath  a  distinctly  spirituous  bouquet. 

"Who  is  this?"  asked  JUSTITIA,  with  an  amused 
glance. 

"Pleese  your  Wuship — Ladyship,  I  means"— began 
the  portent  in  blue — "  from  information  I " 

"  Hold  your  tongue.  Sir !  "  said  ME.  PUNCH,  severely. 

"  This,  Madam,  is  Police-Constable  Y  Z  0.  one  of  your 
so-called  guardians  of  the  peace.  His  idiosyncrasies 
in  that  capacity  are  interesting  from  a  psychological 
point  of  view.  When  not  inclined  for  participation  in  a 

row,"  he  is  gifted  with  a  judicial  blindness,  which 
prevents  him  seeing  or  sharing  in  it.  When,  either  for 
personal  amusement,  or  with  a  view  to  the  advancement 
of  his  reputation  as  an  active  and  intelligent  officer,  he 
desires  a  breach  of  the  peace,  he  is  infinitely  adroit  in 
breeding  one.  He  it  is  who  molests  well-meaning  way- 
farers, plies  them  with  ungentle  and  quite  gratuitous 
orders  to  "  move  on  "  (or,  more  idiomatically,  to  "  sling 
their  hook  "),  irritates  them  into  angry  retort,  cuffs  them 
into  some  illconsidered  show  of  resistance,  knocks  them 
down,  and  then  incontinently  "  runs  them  in  "  on  charge 
of  being  "  drunk  and  disorderly,"  and  interfering  with 
the  police  in  the  execution  of  their  duty.  As  he  is 
generally  unable,  and  always  unwilling,  to  distinguish 
between  the  effects  of  drunkenness  and — say  starvation 
or  epilepsy,  as  he  is  unscrupulously  mendacious,  and  as 
there  is  a  strong  prejudice  and  presumption  in  his  favour 
in  all  official  quarters — 

"  Enough,  enough !  "  cried  JUSTITIA,  warmly.  "  ME. 
PUNCH,  these  things  are  shocking — are  scandalous ! 
They  must  be  seen  to ! "  "  Madam,"  answered  ME. 
PUNCH,  gravely,  "  I  am  entirely  of  your  opinion." 


Feminine  Intelligence. 

DESCRIBING  certain  Swellesses  adorning  the  Sea-side, 
an  observant  writer  states  that — 

"  Among  other  extraordinary  melanges  of  colour,  we  saw  stone 
and  green,  grey  and  violet,  cream  and  mauve,  cream  and  violet, 
bronze  and  moss  green." 

Ladies'  dresses,  viewed  en  masse,  have  often  been  com- 
pared to  a  flower-bed ;  and  have  frequently  been  said 
to  vie  with  rainbows  in  their  hues.  But  neither  flowers, 
nor  rainbows  can  show  such  colours  as  are  worn  now, 
blended  curiously  together,  by  our  fashionable  girls.  If 
further  novelty  be  .wanted,  we  would  suggest,  in  all 
humility,  that  cream  and  violet  are  not  so  tasteful  as 
strawberries  and  cream.  Milk  and  water  might  be  added 
with  advantage  to  the  list :  and  the  mixture  of  bronze 
and  moss  green  might  suggest  the  introduction  of  a  cos- 
tume which  shall  imitate  the  tints  of  beans  and  bacon. 
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FEELING    AND    INTELLECT. 

(SJiowing  that  Chinamaniacs  have  their  Affections  like  other  People. ) 

Dorothy.  "  On,  MOTHER  !  I  LOVE  YOTT  BETTER  THAN  SILVER,  AND  BITTER 
THAN  GOLD  ! " 

Mother.  "  AND  BKTTBR  THAN  BLUB  CHINA,  DOROTHT  t " 

Dorothy  (after  slight  hesitation).  "  YES,  MOTHBH  !  BETTER  THAN  BLUB 
CHINA  !  " 

tlothtr  (much  moved).  "  D-D-D-D-DARLING  !  " 


MH.  PITCH'S  BOOK  COLUMN. 

MOSES,  d  Man  »f  Custom.    By  the  Author  of  Leah,  a 

ll'lllllllll     "I      /'«.-/: 

The  Youth  in  (he  MIHHI.  By  the  Author  of  The  Nun 
if  aid, 

ll'ithnut  a  Title.     I'.v  the  Author  of  No  Sign. 

The  Jtoot  of  the  lihubaru.  By  the  Author  of  The 
Jl/o^ittninff  (>///«'  jtloe. 

Odd  limit  -it,  A'iY///  Junes,  anil  Strange  Jtvbin*i>n.  l'\ 
tin  Author  of  The  Mu<l  WilUutighbyi. 

John  of  "  Lords."  By  the  Author  of  Jennie  of"  thi 
Princes." 

The  Safe  Mail's  Better-Half.  By  the  Author  oi 
driffith's  Double. 

<<i-<i>ifli)iipu's  JiH/.i  of  Exohanije.    By  the  Author  o: 


<S/»e  Never   Ceased   Talking.     By  the  Author  of  A 
Long  ot  She  Lived. 

XeribUed  In.     By  the  Author  of  HMted  Out. 

Tied  to   the  Desk.    By  the  Author  of  Hound  to  the 
Wheel. 

Ilia   VXsit  to  the  Publisher.    By  the  Author  of  The 
Days  of  his  Vanity. 

J'emulc  Artists.     By  the  Author  of  Men  of  Mnrl;. 


WORDS  AND  WIND. 

IF  HER  MAJESTY  herself  hod  composed  the  Queen's 

Speech,  the  paragraph  therein  relative  to  the  Vivisection 

Act  would  no  doubt  have  'been  more  .lucid  than  that 

which  follows : — 

"  I  anticipate  tin:  best  results  from  the  Act  which  you  have 
passed  providing  safeguards  against  painful  experiments  on 
living  animal*. 

The  best  results  ?  To  what,  or  whom  ?  Society  at 
large  ?  How  the  restraint  of  Vivisection  can  conduce  to 
the  common  good,  is  at  least  not  obvious.  To  the  lower 
animals  ?  Clearly  not.  Will  the  result  of  the  Vivisec- 
tion Act  be  in  the  least  to  prevent  any  of  them  from 
being  shot  and  hunted  for  sport,  or  trapped  in  torturing 
gins,  or  boiled  and  skinned  alive  ?  The  best  results  to 
animals  of  an  Act  ,for  the  prevention  of  cruelty  towards 
them,  would  include  antcstheties  for  them  when  slaugh- 
tered— pigs  especially  being  always  killed  under  chloro- 
form. But  those  will  be  none  of  the  Vivisection  Act's 
results.  So  neither  will  the  best  results  accrue  from  it  to 
Humanity  in  the  sense  of  Benevolence.  May  they  be 
anticipated  for  Physiology  and  Medicine?  As  regards 
those  sciences,  unimpeded  experiments,  requisite  for 
their  advancement,  will  perhaps  result  from  an  Act  for 
their  limitation.  Those,  in  that  case,  will  be  the  best 
results  of  the  Vivisection  Act.  Well,  well !  Let  us  hope 
for  the  best. 


CONFESSIONS  BY  THE  SEA. 

PATERFAMILIAS. — Could  I  only  breathe  during  the  day  and  sleep 
at  night ;  could  I  walk  on  the  sands  without  being  persecuted  by 
beggars  and  mountebanks  ;  could  I  procure  wholesome  food  for  the 
children  and  drinkable  wine  for  myself ;  could  I  do  all  this,  and  not 
have  to  pay  about  double  what  I  have  to  spend  in  Town,  I  should 
really  begin  to  imagine  that  the  Sea-side  was  not  so  very  inferior  to 
London. 

Materfamilias. — Of  course  one  must  go  because  everybody  goes, 
but  I  am  sure  it  doesn't  agree  with  JOHN,  and  as  for  the  children, 
why  they  would  be  well  anywhere.  As  for  myself,  I  hate  the  place. 
1  cannot  bear  the  squabbles  with  the  Landlady  and  the  quarrels  of 
the  servants.  Then  the  Children  make  very  unpleasant  acquaint- 
ances on  the  sands  :  and  altogether  I  don't  like  it.  I  shall  be  very 
glad  indeed  when  we  get  home. 

The  J-'/i/est  .Sun. — Nothing  to  do  but  to  smoke,  and  the  tobacco  is 
simply— well,  call  it  abominable.  Nobody  to  look  at.  At  least 
with  one's  people  round  the  corner.  And  then  BRACES,  the  Tailor, 
and  Tops,  the  Bootmaker,  are  down  here ;  thev  live  respectively 
next  door  and  three  doors  off  from  our  place.  Such  a  bore  to  meet 
them.  It  is  all  very  well  to  pretend  not  to  know  them,  but  they 
know  you,  and  when  they  get  up  to  Town  they  send  in  their  bills. 

The  J'.lih'xt  7><ni<jhter.—S\ich  a  set  of  people!  No  use  spoiling 
one's  dresses  for  a  mob  like  this !  We  are  really  so  hard  up  for 
acquaintances  that  we  are  obliged  to  know  the  Frrz-ALAN  BROWNS 
—people  we  never  dream  of  knowing  in  Town.  Why,  thoy  live  in 
Paddington ! 


The  Youngest  Daughter. — Such  a  nasty  place.  Suoh  a  nasty  lot 
of  water  called  the  Sea  where  you  are  dipped !  Oh,  it  is  so  unkind! 

The  Youngest  Son. — No  fun !  Mamma  never. will  let  me  bury  an 
old  Gentleman  up  to  his  neck  in  the  sand  when  he  's  asleep.  Grub 
little  and  bad.  It 's  nearly  as  bod  as  school. 

Mr.  Punch. — I  confess  my  surprise.  How  comes  it  that,  although 
most  people  abuse  the  Sea-side,  everybody  visits  it '( 

A  POINT  FOR  PLIMSOLL. 

HERE,  extracted  from  a  local  newspaper,  is  a  passage  in  a  report 
of  the  transactions  of  the  Cork  Steam  Ship  Company,  read  at  a  late 
meeting,  and  composed,  apparently,  by  some  amazingly  candid  gen- 
tleman in  the  management  of  that  model  body  of  mercantile  marine 
proprietors : — 

"  We  have  also  sold  the  Bittern  for  £2,200.  She  was  completely  worn  out 
from  stem  to  stern,  and,  as  we  dare  not  put  her  to  sea  again,  we  thought  the 
sooner  we  got  rid  of  her  the  better." 

This  is  telling- the  truth,  but  not  in  such  sort  as  recommended  by 
the  proverb,  "  Tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil,"  who,  by  suoh  an 
avowal  as  the  foregoing,  must,  on  the  contrary,  one  would  think, 
consider  himself  highly  honoured.  DAVY  JONES,  at  any  rate,  is 
surely  delighted  to  hear  of  the  sale  of  a  ship  by  owners  who  dare 
not  put  her  to  sea  again.  Of  course,  the  sum  given  for  her  suggests 
to  him  the  hope  that  she  has  been  bought  by  parties  a  little  more 
venturesome,  and  will,  having  been  previously  well  insured,  !»• 
shortly  sent  afloat  by  them,  and  soon  afterwards  founder,  all  hands 
on  board  of  her  going  down  to  his  locker. 
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THE    NEW    EDUCATION    ACT. 

Considerate  Landlord.  "  ARE  YOU  WANTING  ANYTHING  DONE  TO  YOUR  COTTAGE,  MRS.  GRTTNSLE  ? " 

Mrs.  Orunsle.  "WELL,  SIR,  I  WAS  A  COIN'  TO  ARST  YOU  IF  YOU'D  BUILD  A  LITTLE  BOOM  FOR  OUR  J'MIMA. 

DISTURB  HER  SO  WHEN  SHK  'S   A  SlUDYIN1  !  !  " 


THE  CHILDREN 'DO 


BEDLAMS  AND  BROKEN  BONES. 

THERE  is  a  disease  of  the  bones,  consisting  in  a  state  of  brittleness 
known  to  Surgeons  by  the  name  of  Fragilitas  Ossium.  Prom  cases 
reported  from  time  to  time,  this  appears  to  be  a  malady  very 
peculiar  to  Lunatic  Asylums.  There  seems  indeed  no  reason  why 
people  mentally  cracked  should  also  be  particularly  liable  to  material 
fractures ;  but  so  it  is.  At  several  inquests  held  during  the  last  few 
years  on  the  bodies  of  patients  who  died  at  institutions  for  the 
insane,  it  has  appeared  that  more  or  fewer  of  their  ribs  especially 
were,  on  examination  after  death,  found  broken.  It  has  also 
appeared  that  during  life  those  patients,  when  violent,  were  a  good 
deal  accustomed  to  be  knelt  upon  by  keepers  and  warders,  who  also 
occasionally  struggled  hard  with  them  to  quiet  them.  Whether  the 
broken  ribs  were  the  sequel  only  or  the  consequence  as  well  of  this 
proceeding,  Coroners'  Juries  have  generally  failed  to  discover. 

According  to  the  Times,  an  inquiry  about  a  case  of  this  kind  took 
place  a  few  days  ago  at  Camberwell.  MR.  G.  HULL  held  an  inquest 
on  the  body  of  FREDERICK  WILLIAM  WIMBERLEY,  a  Surgeon,  late 
inmate  of  Camberwell  House  Asylum,  where  he  died.  Deceased 
was  found  to  have  had  no  less  than  twenty-one  ribs  broken,  and  his 
breast-bone  too.  There  was  likewise  an  ulcer  of  the  stomach, 
which,  on  medical  evidence,  the  Jury  referred  to  the  same  cause  as 
that  which  they  supposed  to  have  occasioned  the  broken  ribs.  Their 
verdict  was  "Death  from  peritonitis  following  perforation  of  the 
stomach,  and  that  such  death  had  been  accelerated  by  violence  at 
the  hands  of  some  one  in  the  Asylum,  but  whether  that  person  was 
the  attendant  SMITH  or  some  one  else,  the  evidence  failed  to  show." 
Now  is  not  this  one  of  those  verdicts  that  would  justify  an  order  for 
a  new  inquest  ad  melius  inquirendum  f 

Two  several  witnesses,  to  be  sure,  deposed  that  they  had  seen  the 
attendant  SMITH  maltreat  the  deceased  man.  One  of  them  said  that 
in  May  last  he  saw  SMITH  throw  him  down  on  the  grass ;  when 
"the  deceased  called  out  as  if  in  pain,  and  SMITH  kicked  him  about 
his  body  several  times."  Another  "  saw  an  attendant  named  SMITH 


strike  the  deceased  and  kick  him  on  Friday."  If  this  evidence 
showed  that  death  was  accelerated  by  violence  at  the  hands  of  some 
one  in  the  Asylum,  did  it  not  also  show  that  person  to'_have  been  the 
attendant  SMITH  for  one,  whether  or  no  there  were  other  persons 
besides,  concerned  in  breaking  a  breast-bone  and  twenty-one  ribs  ? 
But  the  evidence  failing  to  snow  the  person  who  inflicted  the  vio- 
lence to  have  been  SMITH,  did  it  not  equally  fail  to  show  that  any 
violence  had  been  inflicted  at  all  ?  The  Camberwell  Coroner's  Jury 
had  never  perhaps  heard  of  Fragilitas  Ossium ;  but  they  clearly  sat 
on  a  case  of  it : — 

"SIR.  JOSEPH  LEES,  of  St.  Thomas's  Hospital,  said  he  examined  the  body 
of  the  deceased.  He  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  ribs  were  extremely 
brittle.  There  had  been  fractures  and  refractures  of  some  of  the  ribs." 

Clearly  not  in  consequence  of  repeated  kicks  administered  at 
intervals  during  some  length  of  time.  The  deceased  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  be  kicked  and  beaten  with  violence  neither  by  the  attendant 
SMITH,  nor  any  other  attendant,  or  even  inmate,  of  an  establishment 
where  of  course  humane  and  competent  attendants  not  only  them- 
selves abstain,  but  also  restrain  violent  inmates  from  assaulting — 
to  wit,  kicking,  beating,  stamping  and  kneeling  upon  one  another. 
It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  the  unfortunate  deceased,  like  others 
similarly  afflicted,  was  subject  to  fits,  always  tumbling  about, 
knocking  himself  against  chairs  and  tables,  and  every  now  and  then 
breaking  a  bone  or  two.  Softening  of  the  bones  goes  together  with 
softening  of  the  brain.  When 'next  a  Coroner  investigates  a  case  of 
death,  connected  with  fractured  ribs,  in  a  madhouse,  it  may  be 
hoped  that  his  Jury  will  not  attend  to  any  idle  testimony  as  to 
violence  supposed  to  have  caused  them,  and  will  cautiously  confine 
their  decision  to  a  verdict  of  Fragilitas  Ossium.  In  the  meanwhile, 
the  attendants  of  patients  likely  to  be  affected  with  that  degenera- 
tion, if  they  do  kick,  cannot  be  too  careful  how  they  kick  them. 


A  PROVERB  FRESH  FROM  THE  COUNTRY.— No  Gooseberry  without 
a  Thorn. 
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THE    SILLY    SEASON 

SETS  THE  SAME  OLD  MODELS  OF  VEGETABLE  AND  STILL  LlFE  FOR  THE  TOUNO  AETI8T8  OF  THE   PRESS. 


NO  MORE  CHABITY ! 

TITE  Secretary  of  the  Anti-Charitable  Association  presents  his 
compliments  to  Mr.  Punch,  and  begs  him  to  give  the  benefit  of  the 
largest  circulation'  in  the  universe  to  the  following  philosophical 
propositions  enunciated  in  the  Times,  by  a  Gentleman  signing  him- 
self" R.  BALIOL  BRETT,"  on  the  subject  of  "  Philanthropy  in  War." 
MR.  BRETT  argues  that  malevolence  towards  belligerents  is  really 
practised  by  neutrals  in  affording  any  medical  assistance,  or  relief, 
or  comfort  whatsoever  to  their  sick  and  wounded.  He  denounces 
this  effectual  inhumanity  because — 

"  First,  it  is  a  direct  encouragement  to  war,  by  means  of  making  it  easier 
and  less  expensive  to  the  nations  engaged. 

"  Secondly,  it  is  a  distinct  encouragement  to  war,  by  making  it  less  hateful, 
because  less  horrible,  to  the  folks  who  stay  at  home. 

"  Thirdly,  it  prolongs  war,  by  patching  up  wounded  men  to  go  and  fight 
again,  and  get  a  second  shot  at  those  who  had  escaped  them  once." 

This  truly   philanthropic    philosopher    further   shows  that  "to 


alleviate  temporary  at  the  price  of  ultimate  human  suffering  is  a 
grossly. immoral  act,  and,  to  use  a  Benthamite  formula,  a  sacrifice 
of  a  greater  interest  to  a  lesser,  a  durable  to  a  momentary,  a  certain 
to  a  doubtful  good." 

Besides'  all  which,  the  Secretary  of  the  Anti-Charitable  Society 
desires  to  point  out,  it  costs— money.  On  the  ground,  therefore, 
of.  economy,  as  well  as  that  of  morality,  he  protests  against  any 
further  expenditure  for  a  maleficent  purpose  on  ambulance-corps, 
or  any  other  such  organisations  of  mischievous  mercy.  For  the 
same  reasons  he  earnestly  beseeches  the!  British  Public  to  desist 
from'subscribing  towards  the  support  of  Hospitals,  and  particularly 
calls  upon  the  Clergy  to  preach  no  more  sermons  in  aid  of  those  per- 
nicious institutions,  and  at  once  to  abolish  Hospital  Sunday.  Diseases 
and  accidents  are  the  natural  consequences  of  excess,  carelessness, 
and  dirt,  which  if  every  offender  were  left  to  take  them  would,  alike 
with  war,' work  ultimately  their  own  cure.  It  is  an  immoral  act  even 
to  administer  a  pill,  or  strap  a  cut  finger,  much  less  to  practise  medi- 
cine and  surgery  at  large,  except  with  a  single  eye  to  the  duty  of 
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getting  a  living,  which  the  practitioner  owes  to  himself.  On  prin- 
ciple, likewise,  the  existing  Poor-Law,  which,  however  slightly, 
interferes  a  little  with  the  natural  punishment  of  unthrift  and  im- 
providence, ought  to  he  repealed,  and  all  paupers  left  without  any 
noxious  mitigation  of  their  miseries,  to  perish  by  want  and  famine. 
In  conclusion,  the  Secretary  of  the  Anti-Charitahle  Society  confi- 
dently invokes  the  enlightened  Mr.  Punch  to  devote  his  cudgel  to 
the  promotion  of  "  the  greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest  number ' 
by  exerting  it  to  the  uttermost  in  belabouring  aad  smashing  all 
manner  of  charitable  institutions. 

PAT-R1OT-ISM. 

HE  recent  Home- 
Rule  .Conference 
in  Dublin  hav- 
ing conclusively 
proved  how  very 
worthy 'the  Irish 
are  of  receiving 
the  j boon  "  of  a 
Native  Parlia- 
ment, Mr. Punch 
ventures  to  make 
a  few  sugges- 
tions that  may  be 
of  service  sooner 
or  later  to  those 
fortunate  Gen- 
tlemen who  may 
hereof  ter  be  elect- 
ed to  represent 
their  country- 
men on  College 
Green.  If  the 
following  hints 
are  acted  upon, 
an  Irish  Member 
of  Parliament 
should  last  out 
at  least  two  Ses- 
sions. 
EULES  FOR  HOME-RULERS. 

1.  Before  leaving  your  lodgings  for  Parliament  House,  be  careful 
to  survey  the  street  from  a  distance,  so  that  you  may  detect  and 
avoid  any  armed  band  in  the  pay  of  the  Opposition. 

2.  Should  the  road  appear  clear,  disguise  yourself  in  some  appro- 
priate costume.    Avoid  the  rags  of  a  beggar,  or  you  may  be  taken 
tor  an  office-seeker. 

3.  Run  as  fast  as  you  can  to  the  House.    Should  you  hear  any 
firing,  put  up  your  bomb-proof  umbrella   (new  invention  to  be 
obtained,  when  Ireland  has  her  Parliament,  at  85,  Fleet  Street). 

4.  On  reaching  the  House,  take  off  your  disguise  unobserved,  and 
assume  your  suit  of  buff  lined  with  steel  armour. 

5.  Never  make  a  Speech  in  the  House,  as,  if  you  do,  you  will  be 
called  upon  to  remove  your  Helmet. 

6.  When  Revolvers  are  produced,   get  under  the  bench  upon 
which  you  will,  until  then,  have  been  sitting. 

7.  Choose  your  seat  so  that  your  back  may  be  turned  to  the  sun. 
If  your  opponents  have  the  light  in  their  eyes,  their  aim  will  be  far 
from  steady. 

8.  Draw  your  sword  before  you  take  part  in  a  division. 

9.  If  possible  sit  near  the  meter,  so  that  you  may  be  able  to  turn 
off  the  gas  when  the  fighting  commences. 

10.  Never  waste  your  ammunition  in  bad  shots.    Aim  low,  and 
keep  your  wrist  steady. 

11.  Never  neglect  a  wound.    The  moment  you  feel  yourself  hit, 
ask  the  Sergeant-at-Arms  to  have  you  carried  to  the  surgery. 

12.  In  conclusion,  before  being  sworn  in,  forgive  all  your  enemies, 
say  farewell  to  all  your  friends,  and  keep  your  will  safe  in  the 
bottom  of  your  iron-covered  boots.    For  fear  of  accidents,  you  had 
better  be  on  good  terms  with  the  Parson.    Also,  to  save  time,  you 
may  make  necessary  arrangements  about  your  funeral. 


The  Confessors  of  Keighley. 

_  SOMETHING  like  a  dead-lock  has  occurred  in  the  affairs  of  the 
Keighley  Union  from  the  imprisonment  of  the  seven  Guardians  for 
disobeying  the  Vaccination  mandamus.  A  contemporary  refers  to 
these  seven  prisoners  as  "  the  recalcitrant  seven."  To  recalcitrate, 
we  know,  is  to  strike  or  kick  with  the  heel,  or  kick  backwards  ;  and 
we  also  know  that  to  perform  this  act  unadvisedlv,  and  suffer  for  it, 
-  ""<>uliarly  characteristic  of  a  certain  quadruped  needless  to  name, 
ilicity,  therefore,  of  calling  these  seven  Anti-Vaccinationist 
am-a  "  recalcitrant "  is  extreme. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 

First  Impressions — Dublin— Cars  and  Cabs — A  Word  on  Old- 
fashioned  Hotels — Trinity  College — Disillusions—A  Nap — An 
Invocation — Awakening — A  Change  comes  o'er  the  Spirit  of  my 
Dream — Forwards  ! 

Kingstown. — Landing-stage.  First  view  of  Ireland.  Dull,  de- 
cidedly. A  leaden  morning.  Where  are  all  the  "  boys,"  and  the 
car-drivers,  and  pig-jobbers,  and  the  priests,  and  the  military,  and. 
in  fact,  the  crowd  generally  ?  All  my  preconceived  notions  of 
"landing  in  Ireland,"  founded  upon  Jack  Hinton,  have  vanished 
into  thin  air. 

Ireland,  or  so  much  as  I  see  of  it  at  present,  is  not  half  awake, 
and  the  landing  is  the  tamest  affair  possible.  Not  an  early  joke 
about  anywhere  :  not  a  witticism  in  the  air.  The  "  boy  "  puts  my 
luggage  in  the  train,  and  takes  his  shilling  without  a  remark,  with- 
out even  a  humorous  twinkle  of  his  eye.  Yet  there  is  novelty  in 
the  atmosphere  ;  not  the  novelty  of  a  foreign  land  seen  for  the  first 
time,  but  the  novelty  of  a  strange  accent,  of  my  native  tongue 
"gone  wrong"  somehow.  I  feel  that  there  cannot  he  any  doubt 
about  my  being  out  of  England,  though  there  may  be  some  lurking 
distrust  of  my  being  entirely  awake.  In  less  than  five  minutes  I 
clearly  comprehend  that  I  am  in  Ireland.  The  newspaper  man  is 
offering  journals  with  names  new  to  my  ear,  though  not  to  my  sight. 

Notes. — The  run  by  rail  into  Westland  Row  Station  is  decidedly 
uninteresting.  Judging  from  what  I  can  see  of  anything  like 
scenery — (to  note  first  impressions) — this  portion  of  Green  Erin 
ought  to  come  upon  the  tenantry  for  "  dilapidations."  As  bad  as 
coming  into  London  for  the  first  time  by  Shoreditch,  or  the  back 
gardens  of  the  houses  near  the  Great  Western. 

Before  I  have  time  to  do  more  than  struggle  with  drowsiness,  the 
train  has  arrived  at  its  destination,  and  a  Porter  is  asking  me 
whether  I  '11  have  "  An  outside  car  or  a  four-wheeler  ?  "  As  I  have 
not  come  to  Ireland  to  take  a  four-wheeler,  I  immediately  close 
with  the  outside  car. 

Here  are  the  cars — the  outside  cars — all  outside.  Some  signs  of 
life :  that  is  something  to  remind  one  of  Charles  O'Ufiilley,  &c.  At 
present  my  first  idea  of  Dublin  is  that  it  wants  washing.  But  this 
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pleased  .__  .  __„_ 

for  a  shilling  in  my  pocket,  and  consequently  that  I  am  able  to  tell 
the  Porter  the  reason  why  I  cannot  give  him,  as  I  had  intended,  a 
sixpence.  I  am  glad,  because  it  will  probably  bring  something  witty 
out  of  him,  which  will  be  well  worth  the  extra  sixpence.  Not  a  bit 
of  it ;  only  what  he  does  say  is  what  I  fancy  would  never  have 
occurred  to  a  London  Railway  Porter  in  similar  circumstances.  It 
is  this,  quite  confidentially :  Shure,  ay  yer  goin'  to  give  me  anny- 
thing,  a  sixpence  or  that,  ye  can  sind  it  back  by  him,"  indicating 
the  Carman,  who  willingly  undertakes  the  commission. 

The  Carman  (standing  up  on  the  right  side  of  the  Car  while  I  am 
on  the  left,  holding  on  to  the  centre  rail).  Where  am  I  goin'  ? 

Myself  (heartily).  To  MORRISON'S. 

I  wish  the  name  wasn't  MORRISON'S,  as  it  suggests  pills. 

Other  cars  are  all  leaving  at  the  same  time  and  obstructing  the 
narrow  descent  to  the  gate.  The  Car-boys  shout  at  one  another. 

Happy  Thought. — Now  I  shall  hear  some  real  genuine  Irish  fun. 

"  MICKEY,  get  out  o'  the  way  wid  ye,  and  don't  ye  be  all  day," 
is  the  nearest  approach  to  humour  on  this  occasion :  and  yet,  some- 
how, there  is  a  good-tempered,  devil-may-care  air  among  them, 
that  is  quite  different  from  the  sulky  manner  of  the  London 
Cabman. 

Still,  I  may  safely  note  that,  so  far,  early  morning  in  Dublin  is 
not  the  time  to  see  an  Irishman  at  his  brightest  or  his  best. 

At.  present  I  am  asking  "  Where  's  the  rollicking  !' '  The  shops 
are  still  closed.  The  people  about,  seem  verv  much  like  the  people 
in  any  other  town  about  at  the  same  hour,  only  a  trifle  more  sleepy. 

At  present  I've  not  heard  one  "Hooroosh!"  or  a  request  to 
"tread  on  the  tail  of  my  coat!  "  or  seen  a  shillelagh,  or  a  bright- 
eyed  girl  going  to  mass,  or  a  man  with  a  pig,  and  I  begin  to  wish 
I  had  never  read  anything  about-  Ireland. 

Nothing  particularly  strikes  me,  except,  that  what  of  Dublin  I  can 
see  at  a  glance,  appears  very  old-fashioned  and  highly  respectable. 
The  architecture  closely  resembles  the  style  of  house  vou  may  still 
see  in  old  coloured  prints,  representing  the  "  White  Horse  Cellar," 
and  Piccadilly  in  the  old  coaching  days,  or  the  streets  of  Bath  in  the 
time  of  BEAU'NASH,  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH,  and  Ton  and  JERRY. 

And  so  alighting  at  the  old-fashioned  hotel,  I  feel  immeasurably 
depressed,  and  pay  double  what  I  subsequently  find  was  the  right 
fare,  without  the  spirit  to  raise  a  question  on  the  subject. 

I  have  a  notion  that,  on  my  back  being  turned,  and  as  I  ascend 
the  stairs,  the  Carman  has  a  joke  about  me  with  the  Boots  or  the 
Night  Porter  ;  but  he  is  welcome  to  it— only  I  should  like  to  have 
heard  this  first  instance  of  Irish  wit,  even  at  my  own  expense. 

The  atmosphere  of  MORRISON'S   preserves  a  faint    odour  of  a 
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grandeur  long  since  faded.  There  is  a  worn-out,  tired  look  about  the  stair- 
carpets,  which  says  plaintively,  "  We  've  tan  long  trodden  beneath  the 
feet  df  the  Saxon  oppressor,  but  we  are  passive,  and  so  we  have  never  been 
taken  up.  Yet,  see,  we  are  kept  down  by  rods." 

The  bed-rooms  are  nobly  proportioned,  and  it  is  quite  a  little  promenade 
from  the  drawers  to  the  washingstand.    I  sigh  lor  the  comfortably-furnished 
appearance  of  a  chambn-  il  i-nm-her  in  a  good  French  hotel,  with  its  clock  on  the 
mantelpiece  that  wus  meant  only  for  ornament,  and  never  goes,  its  curtail 
impracticable  shutters  and  startling  window-blinds,  its  marble-topped  chest  ( 
drawers,  its  easy  chair,  its  velvet  couch,  and  its  two  tables  of  stone— I  mean 
of  marble— I  say  1  sigh  for  these  things,  u.s  real  comforts  for  which  the  old  style 
.it  lintel  has  no  equivalents. 

As  a  rule,  let  the  inexperienced  in  travelling  take  my  advice,  and  invariably 
avoid  any  hotel  whose  sole  recommendation  is'tlmt  it  is  one  of  the  good  old- 
fashioned  sort,  where  the  Landlord  makes  you  feel  quite  at  home,  and  you're 
not  treated  merely  as  No.  !)'.)  in  the  books,  and  Mowed  away  UK  so  much  luggage. 
Believe  me  that  for  every  personal  attention  on  the  Landlord's  part,  the  Visitor 
will  have  to  pay  extra.  Politeness  costs  the  Landlord  nothing,  and  therefore. 
,uni  profit mi  it' is  rlrar  gain  and  no  risk.  When  1  enter  one  of  these  Old 
Establishsfl  Houses,"  and  see  the  smiling  Landlord,  iu  evening  dress  perhaps, 
rubbing  his  hands,  bowing  and  bending,  and  waving  me  onwards  as  he  con- 
fides me,  gracefully,  to  the  care  of  an  elderly,  acid-looking  female,  in  starchy 
cotton  dress  and  a  primly  trimmed  cap,  then  I  tremble  tor  my  pocket ;  but  still 
I  hope  for  the  best,  liut  if  during  my  dinner  that  affable  and  professionally 
genial  Landlord  comes  up  to  my  table,  concerns  himself  about  my  meat  and 
drink,  and,  without  reference'  to  price,  recommends  to  me,  by  way  of  a'great 
favour,  about  which  I  must  keep  silence  to  the  other  guests,  a  bimm'-Jumi-h, , 
a  magnificent  old  Burgundy,  which,  moreover,  he  insists  on  decanting  and 
pouring  out  for  me  htnuty,  with  an  encomium  on  its  colour  and  condition, 
then  I  know  that  ruin  stares  me  in  the  face,  and  that  the  sooner  I  am  out  of 
that  Fine  Old  English  Hostelrie  and  away  from  that  Fine  Old  English  Landlord, 
the  better  tor  the  modest  snm  that  I  have  set  apart  for  my  holiday  trip.  So 
much  for  the  Old  Fashioned  Hotels,  and  hosts  "  of  the  Old  School." 

A  large  old-fashioned  sash-window  gives  on  to  the  thoroughfare,  ana 
commands  a  view  of  a  fine  building,  which  at  first  sight  strikes  me  as  so  like 
the  British  Museum  that  I  begin  to  think  that  establishment  must  have  been 
taken  bodily  oil  its  basement  and  steps  and  sent  across  the  sea.  Judging  from 
first  impressions,  1  conclude  that  it  is  either  a.Museum,  or  a  Hospital. 

I  ask  the  Boots  who  has  shown  me  to  my  room,  "  "What  is  that  place  '•! ' 

l']i  to  this  moment,  the  lioots  has  treated  me  for  an  imMtii,'.  1  never  saw  a  man 
more  taken  aback  tlum  that  Boots  when  I  asked  him  for  the  above  information. 

"What's  that  f  "  he  almost  shrieked,  as  though  I  had  found  a  blaokbeetle, 
or  something  smaller  and  more  terrible. 

"  Yes,"  I  say ;  "  the  building  opposite." 

"  That,  Sorr,"  he  explains  proudly,  "  is  Thrinity  College." 

Trinity  College !  Here 's  an  illusion  gone !  Is  this  modern-looking  building  a 
College  ?  Oh  Trin.  Coll.  Cam. !— be  mediaeval  '.—be  happy !  The  only  College  that 
I  can  recollect  in  an  English  University  at  all  resembling  Trinity,  Dublin,  is 
Downing,  Cambridge. 

People  are  beginning  to  wake  up.  There  are  signs  of  life  in  the  street. 
But— 1  can't  help  it— whether  it  is  that,  contrary  to  my  custom,  I  was  quite 
well  but  very  sleepy  after  the  sea  voyage,  or  whether  it  is  the  dulness  of  the 
weather,  or  the  keenness  of  the  East  wind,  or  the  "faded  flower"  air  about 
MOKKISON'S,— I  don't  know,  in  fact,  what  it  is,— but  I  am  melancholy— I  am 
tlrnilluinone  — I  am  sad.  I  begin  to  meditate  on  the  wrongs  of  Ireland.  I  lie 
down  to  do  so,  purposing  to  get  up  again  in  ten  minutes  exactly,  and  on  no 
account  to  go  to  sleep.  It  is  now  nine  o'clock.  I  am  experiencing  a  new  and 
peculiar  sensation — a  consciousness  of  a  gradual  change  of  nationality  which 
is  coming  over  me  —  I  am  slowly  easting  off  the  slough  of  the  Englishman, 
and  entering  upon  an  Irish  phase  of  existence.  I  have  been  the  worm,  I  am 
the  chrysalis,  or  the  cocoon  .  .  .  Both  excellent  Irish  names — "  MISTHEK 
OViiKYSALis,"  and  "  Tlte  COCOON  OF  Cncoux."  ...  I  drop  off  to  doze  . 
Less  and  less  English  ...  I  am  sleeping  off  my  English  drowsiness  to  awake  to 
Irish  liveliness  .  .  .  Shades  of  BUBKE  and  GOLDSMITH  (the  only  OLIVER  that 
Ireland  had  any  reason  to  love),  Shade  of  CCEHAN,  Soul  o'  GBATTAlf,  Ghost  of 
Swii'T,  inspire  my  slumbers! 

!t.:iO.— I  awake.  Ready  and  willing.  Xo  longer  The  COCOON  OF  COCOON,  no 
nor  MISTIIER  O'CmiYsALis — but  the  real  genuine  BAEXET  O'BuTTERFlY  ! 

Now  to  sip  the  dew  off  the  Shamrock,  and  taste  the  sweets  of  the  flowers  of 
Irish  Life ! 

I  refer  to  REPPEL  BIKKETT'S  introductions,  and  commence  my  career.  Away  ! 


Electric  Fluid  Farming. 

THE  late  storms  of  thunder  and  lightning  may  be  regarded  as  at  least  not 
unseasonable.  This,  however,  is  more  than  can  be  said  of  the  behaviour  oi 
atmospheric  electricity  as  thus  reported  in  the  Devon  Evening  Express  : — 

"The  flashes  of  lightning  followed  each  other  so  quickly  that  it  seemed  one  continuous 
glare,  and  the  thunder  which  followed  on  the  instant  was  like  the  simultaneous  discharge 
of  a  whole  park  of  artillery.  A  n'eld  close  to  Ballybeg  House  was  ploughed  up  by  the 
elei -trie  fluid." 

Obviously  a  most  inappropriate  act  on  the  electric  fluid's  part.  "What," 
as  a  Sooth-Western  agriculturist  asked,  "  was  the  good  o'  the  lightnin'  a 
ploughun  up  a  yield  in  harvust  time  ';  If  so  be  'a'd  ha'  took  and  rip'd  a  crop 
o'  earn  now,  food  ha'  ben  zummut  like." 


A  COCKNEY  ON  COCK-CROWING. 


"The  cock,  indeed,  is  by  many  dwellers  in  town  regarded  as 
an   unmitigated    nuisance,  to  be  abated   or  suppressed 
means  thut  the  law  provides.  ...  It  is  we  who  have  de,ir< 
when  we  cannot  bear  the  sounds  in  which  our  ancestors  took 
pleasure." — JJnily  Kews. 

I>i:<,!  NTI;  vim  '-     Man's  a  dolt! 

Shindy  makes  a  blood-horse  bolt. 

"  I  'iiektail  "  doesn't  care  a  rnito. 

Mortals  must  have  sleep  <>'  night ; 
iitly  fowl  forbids  it.     Moral: 

l.\it  Rooster!    Districts  rural 

May  delight  in  noise  nocturnal ; 

Here  in  Town  the  bore 's  infernal ; 

l-.'i-i/n,  let  the  "  tame  villatic 

Fowl,"  whose  voice  from  base  to  attic 

Fills  the  house  and  murders  sleep, 

To  the  rural  districts  keep. 

T'ot'ts  may  protest  perhaps  ; — 
]•  understand  those  chaps. 

( lush  on  "  Cock-a-doodle-doo "  ? 

Rhapsodise  and  rave  ?    Go  to ! 

Bard  apostrophise  that  bird  ?    He 

Might  as  well  the  hurdy-gurdy. 

Bosh  about  the  beast's  "  shrill  clarion ! " 

Ought  to  hear  the  creatures  carry  on 

Here  at  Highgate.    Six  in  chorus 

Every  morn  (12'20)  boraus 

With  responsive  charivari. 

Wish  their  "  clarions"  at  Old  Harry. 

What 's  to  summon  ghosts  who  roam  ? 

Let  the  spirits  stop  at  home ! 

Can't  be  bored  with  shrill-voiced  Bantams 

To  accommodate  the  phantoms. 

Bards  seem  awful  fond  of  "  shines." 

Better  keep  them  for  their  "lines." 

Let  them,  if  they  like  the  same, 

Play  the  Cock-a-doodle  game  ; 

One  'gainst  t'other  crow  in  crackjaw, 

Till  sound  sense  shall  hid  them  slack  jaw. 

But  loud  Chanticleer  in  Town 

Is  a  pest  to  be  put  down. 

"  Songs  before  sunrise  "  of  t)utt  sort 

Law  should  cut  exceeding  short. 


PRIESTCRAFT  A5D  PROG. 

THE  following  "  Want,"  extracted  from  the  Unirerse, 
should  be  explained : — 

SITUATION   WANTED,   by  a  respectable   middle-aged 
PERSON  as  HOUSEKEEPER  to  a  Priest,  who  can  cook 

well. — MRS. ,  &c. 

Does  the  advertiser,  then,  presume  that  Priests,  as 
such,  are  also,  from  professional  training  or  peculiar  bias, 
in  general  apt  to  be  cooks  ?  She  might ;  for  mental  as 
wefl  as  bodily  health  would  be  much  promoted  by  due 
ministration  to  the  stomach.  Still,  as  a  rule.it  seems  too 
much  to  expect  a  Priest  to  cook  for  his  Housekeeper. 
The  only  cookery,  however,  that  has  ever  been  heard  of 
as  a  special  element  in  Priestcraft  is  that  cooking  of 
scientific  and  historical  factin.the  preparation  and  supply 
of  food  for  the  mind,  which  in  order  that  they  may  be 
enabled  to  'practise.  Priests  are  many  of  them  so  anxious 
to  get  the  control  of  education. 

"RAILWAY  Corn.iyo."— When  the  Porter  marries 
the  Young  Lady  in  the  Refreshment  Department. 
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A    DAMPER. 

Boniface  Brasenose  (an  amiable  but  (esthetic  youth,  exhibiting  his  Art-treasures).  "  THAT  's— A— A— MOTHER  AND  CHILD,  A— A— FIFTEENTH 

CENTURY " 

Fashionable  Lady.  "  I  SHOULD  HAVE  THOUGHT  IT  EARLIER!"  Boniface  Brasenose.  "A — MAY  I  ASK  WHY?" 

Fashionable  Lady.  "  OH,  I  SHOULD  HAVE  THOUGHT  THEY  COULD  PAINT  BETTER  THAN  THAT,  so  LATE  AS  THE  FIFTEENTH  CENTURY  !" 


AN  EAEL  ON  A  WOODMAN. 

BEHOLD,  how  blest  yon  rural  Swain ! 

He  thrives  on  healthy  toil. 
Around  his  cot  where  smiles  the  plain 

He  tills  paternal  soil. 
His  bosom  void  of  anxious  care, 

His  heart  from  envy  free, 
Behind  the  plough  his  simple  air 

He  whistles  o'er  the  lea. 

One  while  he  guards  the  fleecy  flock, 

Or  tends  the  lowing  kine  ; 
Another,  serves  the  stye's  fat  stock, 

And  feeds  the  squealing  swine. 
Now  in  his  garden  deftly  plies 

The  mattock  or  the  spade ; 
Then  quick  to  cutting  timber  hies 

Along  the  forest  glade. 

When  work  and  pastime  both  he  lapks, 

Some  Tree  which  long  hath  stood, 
He  loves  to  fell  with  levelling  axe, 

Some  Magnate  of  the  Wood. 
Methinks  in  harmless  type  I  view 

A  Statesman  of  renown, 
Whose  humour,  likewise,  'twas  to  hew 

Old  institutions  down. 

No  coronet  loads  LTJBIN'S  brow ; 

No  robes  his  gait  restrain. 
Light  garb,  light  step,  light  heart  hast  thou, 

0  far  too  happy  Swain  ! 
Alas,  in  pensive  mood,  whilst  I 

Compare  thy  lot  with  mine, 
I  can  but  heave  a  gentle  sigh ! — 

But  let  me  not  repine. 


A  QUESTION  OF  CLEANLINESS. 

"  CLEEICUS,"  in  a  letter  to  the  Times,  enumerating  the  particulars 
of  the  "  Cost  of  a  Tour  "  economically  managed  by  himself  and  a 
couple  of  Ladies,  sets  down  at  a  remarkably  low  figure  the  special 
item  of  ".washing."  Commenting  thereon,  another  Times  corre- 
spondent, "  EUSTICUS,"  replies  by  asking  for  the  details  of  their 
washing  bills,  and  offering  suggestions  which  provoke  from  "  CLE- 
BICUS  "  the  somewhat  angry  rejoinder : — "  We  neither  vegetated  in 
attics,  nor  washed  our  own  linen,  as  is  so  elegantly  insinuated." 
Very  possibly  ;  but  then  the  question  to  be  answered  for  the  benefit 
of  people  who  want  to  know  about  tourists'  washing  bills,  is  how 
much  of  their  linen  had  "  CLERICUS  "  and  his  fair  companions 
washed  by  anybody  ?  If  they  did  not  do  their  own  washing  abroad, 
perhaps  neither  are  they  themselves  accustomed  to  wash  their  dirty 
linen  at  home.  In  that  case,  what  quantity  of  it  is  usually  washed 
at  all?  And  as  to  washing  whilst  upon  their  peregrination,  the  infor- 
mation required  is,  how  far  did  the  travellers  go  without  f 


POTATOES  IN  PERIL! 

"A  RECENT  TRAVELLER"  from  Canada  reports  that  the  Potato 
Beetle  weathers  the  winter  there,  and  does  great  mischief.  Atten- 
tion is  due  to  his  reminder  and  warning  that — 

"  American  potatoes  are  now  largely  imported,  and,  as  this  pest  yearly 
travels  nearer  the  sea  coast,  we  are  certain  to  import  the  eggs,'or  the  impreg- 
nated females,  and,  once  established,  we  shall  never  get  rid  of  them." 

However,  he  thinks  that,  with  due  precaution,  it  may  be  possible 
"to  postpone  the  evil  day."  Importers  of  the  American  potato, 
therefore,  mind  your  (potato's)  eye.  A  destroyer  making  potatoes  as 
dear  as  meat  would  be  an  agreeable  companion  to  the  foot-and- 
mouth  disease.  The  Rinderpest,  indeed,  was  stamped  out,  but,  by 
all  accounts,  there  is  no  stamping  out  the  Potato  Beetle. 
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OUR    REPRESENTATIVE    AT    THE    GREAT    WAGNER 
FESTIVAL,    BAYREUTH. 


"i.  AT,  dear  Friend  and'  Companion, 
why  don't  you  post  the  tin  ?  How 
can  I  get  on  at  Bayreuth  without 
the  quoi  vivre  f 

You  would  like  to  hear  some- 
thing about  the  plot  of  my  chum 


DICK  WAGNER'S  Stage-play,  of 
course.  .^Well,  it's  all  about  Nothung ;  but  •'  Nothung"  is  Sumthung,  as  ft  is 
a  magic'  sword.  "  Void  le  Sabre  de  man  Herr  !  "  as  I  sang,  just  to  irritate 
R.  W.a.bit.  It  did. 

There  is  a  true  Ring  about  the  Nibelungen,  for  which  the  Herr  Hero-com- 


poser at  Bayreuth  should  be  crowned  with  a  Bay-wreath. 
All  these  funnimentos,  as  the  Hidalgos  say,  orjjokhoz,  as 
my  friend  the  Russian  Prince,  IVAKOUS  FOHDORSOFF,  has 
it,  I  am  sending  to  you,  and  yet  no  quarter  given  ! 

Until  I  receive  a  satisfactory  letter  from  you.  my  dear 
Sir,  through  an  agent  of  mine,  who  will  call  at  your 
office,  I  must  decline  to  continue  my  invaluable  corre- 
spondence..though  hoping  for  the  very  best.  I  beg  to 
sign  myself  now,  as  always, 

YOUB  REPRESENTATIVE. 

Note. — There  has  been  clearly  some  error  somewhere.  We 
have  been  out  of  Town,  and  have  made  use  of  the  tjmo  at  our 
disposal  to  search  the  Conversation  Books  in  three  languages,  to 
read  all  the  news  from  Bayreuth,  to  receive  information  from 
certain  sources,  and,  finally,  to  consult  our  Solicitor.  It  is  with 
the  deepest  regret  that  we  confess  our  inability  to  avoid  the 
conclusions  at  which  we  have  been  compelled  to  arrive ;  i.e.,  (a) 
That  Our  Representative  doe*  not  understand  anything  about 
Music,  or,  it  lie  dues,  that  nobody  else  dot» ;  (*)  That  if  Our 
Representative  is  really  acquainted  with  the  dialcrti,  he  does 
not  know  German  as  spoken  ;  (c)  That  he  is  no  arithmetician, 
and  not  a  man  of  business  ;  (d)  That  he  is  not  at  Bayreuth  at 
all,  and  never  hat  been. 

*.*  (3-30  P.M.)  The  above  was  in  print,  and  (we  regret  to 
say)  unretractabte,  when  a  most  respectable  Gentleman  called  on 
us  from  a  most  eminent  firm  of  Solicitors,  employed  by  our 
et teemed  and  wait  trustworthy  Correspondent.  We  never  retreat 
before  a  threat,  but  we  are  open  to  conviction,  and  this  Gentleman 
has  convinced  us  of  Our  Representative's  veracity.  Being  em- 
powered to  receive  for  our  excellent  Contributor,  our  visitor  hag 
given  us  a  receipt  for  a  big  cheque,  and  has  undertaken  to  for- 
ward  

***••• 

4.30  p.m.  same  day  (last  moment).  ,  .  .  We  thought  so !  A 
Policeman  has  called  to  inquire  if  a  respectable  looking  person, 
passing  himself  off  as  connected  with  a  most  eminent  firm  of 
Solicitors,  has  been  with  us,  and  extorted  .  .  . 

5.30. — The  Policeman  is  still  with  us.  We  are  concerting  a 
plan  of  action.  He  is  now  putting  on  a  disguise.  MESSRS.  HAT 
and  CLARKSON,  the  well-known  theatrical  costumiers  and  per- 
ruquiers,  are  here  .  .  .  and  we  ourselves  are  going  to  Bayreuth 
with  the  Policeman,  in  disguise.  We  are  men  of  action,  and  not 
to  be  trifled  with.  Besides,  we  want  a  holiday. — ED. 


THE   "  FOHCE  "  AT  PLAT. 

AT  the  annual  Fete,  at  the  Alexandra  Palace,  of  that 
useful  institution,  the  Police  Orphanage,  the  general 
attractions  were  augmented  by  the  competition  of 
constables  in  athletic  sports."  The  historian  does 
not  state  whether  anybody  tried  to  "  outrun  the  Con- 
stable." 


CHEAP  SHOPPING. 

(A  Tragic  Farce  in  Two  Scenes.) 

E  I.— The  Exterior  of  SNOOKS'S  Shop.  Several  Carts  labelled 
SNOOKS  &  Co."  waiting  to  carry  away  goods.  Men  carrying 
immense  lags  of  expensively  got-up  Circulars  (from  SNOOKS 
&  Co.)  to  the  Post.  Several  Attendants,  dressed  in  a  uniform, 
something  between  those  worn  by  the  Police  and  the  Park- 
keepers,  hoi'ering  about  the  doors  of  the  establishment. 

Enter  EDWIN  and  ANGELINA. 

Angelina.  Look,  my  darling !  This  is  SNOOKS'S.  Is  it  not  a  large 
place  ?  See  the  carts,  and  the  men  carrying  circulars  (like  the  one 
we  got  yesterday — a  mass  of  blue  and  gold) ;  and  the  Commis- 
sionnaires  are  so  civil.  It 's  the  cheapest  place  in  the  world,  too. 

Edwin.  It  should  not  be.  To  the  value  of  the  goods  must  be 
added  the  price  of  the  carts,  the  cost  of  the  horses,  their  stabling, 
and  their  food,  the  wages  of  the  drivers,  the  expense  of  printing, 
binding,  and  advertising,  and  the  liveries  and  stipends  of  those 
much  be-medalled  loungers  over  yonder. 

Angelina  (with  feminine  logic).  For  all  that,  darling,  it  is  the 
cheapest  shop  in  the  world. 

Edwin.  Then  I  suppose  the  establishment  is  conducted  on  ready- 
money  principles.  What  you  buy  you  pay  for  on  the  spot,  and 
SNOOKS  &  Co.  have  never  to  wait  the  settlement  of  an  unreceipted 
bill. 

Angelina.  If  you  mean,  dear,  that  you  must  pay  for  everything 
you  get  at  once,  you  are  quite  wrong.  ME.  SNOOKS 'is  most  obliging, 
and  never  thinks  of  sending  in  a  bill  for  three  months— he  will  wait 
a  y£ar  9r.l°n8'er-  You  can't  imagine  what  a  cheap  shop  it  is. 

Edwin.  No,  I  cannot.  Heavy  expenses  and  long  credit !  SNOOKS 
must  either  be  a  philanthropist  squandering  a  large  fortune  away 
upon  the  Public,  or  else  must  have  an  insane  desire  to  bring  himself 


and  his  Co.  into  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy !    You  follow  me,  darling, 
do  you  not  ? 

Angelina  (who  has  not  been  listening,  as  she  has  been  giving  her 
undivided  attention  to  the  contents  of  the  shop  window).  Of  course, 
darling.  Oh,  isn't  that  Matelasse  cheap  and  sweet?  Only  two 
shillings  a  yard.  Why,  I  saw  one  the  other  day  not  a  bit  better 
than  this  at  three  shillings. 

Edwin.  My  darling,  I  fear  that  you  must  be  growing  short-sighted. 

Angelina  (rather  anxiously).  My  dearest,  you  are  joking,  are  you 
not? 

Edwin.  What  else  can  I  think  when  yon  describe  that  wall-paper- 
looking  thing  at  two  shillings  a  yard,  when  the  price  only  wants 
another  halfpenny  to  become  three  shillings.  Certainly  the  two 
shillings  is  marked  in  ink,  but  the  elevenpence-halfpenny  has  its 
proper  place  in  pencil. 

Angelina.  Oh,  do  let  us  come  in. 

[EDWIN  it  dragged  into  the  shop. 

SCENE  II. — The  Interior  of  SNOOKS'S  Shop.  A  very  long  and  narrow 
building.  On  cither  side  of  the  counters  "bargains"  are  dis- 
played. A  greqt  many  Shopmen  waiting  upon  a  fete  customers. 
The  unemployed  "young  men"  assisting  their  comrades  by 
piling  up  articles  for  the  customers'  inspection.  EDWIW  and 
ANGELINA  enter,  and  are  met  by  a  White-haired  Manager. 
Angelina.  Oh,  please,  there  is  a  very  sweet  and  pretty  Matelasse 

at  two-and-elevenpence-halfpenny  a  yard,  in  the  window 

White-haired  Manager.  Certainly,  Madam.  This  way,  if  you 
please.  (Leads  them  to  the  very  end  of  the  shop,  and  offers  them 
chairs.)  I  think  yon  said  a  Matelass£  at  tive-and-elevenpence-three- 
farthings  a  yard.  A  great  bargain,  indeed.  (To  Shopman.)  Show 
the  Lady  the  article. 

Edirin  (firmly).  This  Lady  said  nothing  of  the  sort.  The  price 
she  mentioned  was  two-and-elevenpence-halfpenny.  There  can  be 
no  mistake.  The  dress,  with  its  price-card,  is  in  the  window. 
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CANNY! 

Sportsman.  "  THAT  's  A  TOUGH  OLD  FELLOW,  JEMMY  !  " 

Keeper.  "  ATE,  SIB,  A  GRAND  DIED  TO  SEND  TO  TOUR  FREEN'S  ! ' 


White-haired  Manager  (much  pained].  This  person  (alluding  to  Confidential 
Shopman)  will  attend  to  you. 

[Retires,  and  brings,  after  a  pause  of  fice  minutes,  another  Customer  to 
the  end  of.  the  shop. 

Angelina  (on  the  White-haired  Manager's  retreat).  My  darling,  you  should 
not  be  so  cross.  I  am  sure  you  made  him  go. 

Edwin  (with  savage  triumph).  I  am  sure  I  did. 

Confidential  Shopman  (placing  goods  on  the  counter).  These  are  the  dresses 
you  want,  Madam.  I  do  not  mind  telling  you  that  we  got  them  by  the  greatest 
luck.  The  Bankrupt  had  taken  his  passage  to  America.  The  Detectives  stopped 
the  ship,  and  got  the  goods  away. 

Edwin.  And  the  Bankrupt  ? 

Confidential  Shopman  (taken  aback).  I  think  he  escaped.  But  (coming  to  the 
point)  that  is  why  we  can  sell  them  at  six-and-sixpence  a  yard. 

Angelina.  Oh,  but  the  one  I  saw  in  the  window  was 

Confidential  Shopman.  Of  vastly  inferior  quality  to  this,  Madam.  In  fact  I 
don't  mind  telling  you  that  we  cannot  guarantee  our  goods  in  the  window. 

Edwin.  Very  well,  then  we  will  go.  [Rising. 

Confidential  Shopman.  Pray  resume  yonr  seat,  Madam.  Of  course  we 
guarantee  all  our  goods.  Here  are  the  dresses  you  mean.  You  see  they  are 
not  of  the  same  quality  as  this.  (Taking  up  another  material.)  It  was  ordered 
by  the  late  SULTAN  OP  TUBKET  for  his  favourite  Sultana,  and  of  course  was  not 
wanted.  We  are  thus  able  to  offer  it  at  eight-and-tenpence-three-farthings. 
May  I  cut  you  off  a  dress  ? 

Angelina.  It  is  really  very  sweet.    Only  eight  shillings  a  yard ! 

Confidential  Shopman.  Twenty-six  yards  wall  be  enough,  Madam,  I  think  ? 

Edwin  (firmly).  If  you  cannot  show  us  the  dresses  marked  three  shillings  a 
yard  (all  save  one  halfpenny),  we  will  trouble  you  no  further. 

Angelina  (timidly).  Yes,  the  Sultana's  cotton  is  very  beautiful,  but  I  think 
I  should  like  to  see  the  Matelasse  at  two-and-elevenpence-halfpenny. 

Confidential  Shopman  (contemptuously).  They  are  here.   They  will  not  wash. 

Edwin.  Oh,  very  well ;  we  will  not  buy  them.  [Rises. 

Confidential  Shopman.  At  least  they  will  not  wash  quite  so  well  as  this 
magnificent  affair,  which  was  made  for  the  coronation  of  the  POPE.  It  has 
taken  fifteen  years  in  its  manufacture ;  and  as,  of  course,  it  is  not  wanted  now. 
we  can  cut  you  off  enough  for  a  dress  for  six  pounds  twelve  shillings  and 
tenpence-three-farthings. 

Edwin.  You  had  better  keep  it  for  the  next  Pope— we  don't  want  it. 


Angelina  (having  selected  a  dress).  This,  please.  I  like 
the  large  pattern. 

Confidential  Shopman.  The  large  patterns  are  dearer. 
The  one  you  have  chosen  is  four-and-sevenpence-half- 
penny. 

Edwin  (losing  his  temper).  Don't  heat  about  the  hush 
any  longer.  Which  are  the  dresses  you  pretend  to  sell 
at  three  shillings  a  yard  ? 

Confidential  Shopman  (startled,  and  hurriedly).  These. 

Edwin  (to  Angelina).  My  own.  choose  one.  (One  is 
chosen.)  And  now  put  it  up,  and  bring  the  bill. 

Confidential  Shopman  (recovering  himself).  While  I 
cut  off  the  necessary  length.  Madam,  will  you  look  at 
this  grand  silk  ?  It  was  made  for  the  President  of  the 
United  States  when  he  thought  of  taking  office  for  the 
third  time.  As  he  has  retired,  we  can  now  offer  it  (as 
it  is  left  upon  our  hands)  for  nineteen-and-elevenpence- 
three-farthings,  a  remnant. 

Edwin' (seeing  that  the  parcel  is  at  last  made  up).  Now 
let  us  go. 

Confidential  Shopman.  The  bill,  Madam.  And  while 
this  Gentleman  is  paying  it.  will  you  permit  me  to 
show  you  this  glorious  velvet  ?  It  was  ordered  by  DON 
CAELOS: " 

Edwin  (hurriedly).  Let  us  go. 

[Drags  his  loving  but  reluctant  wife  away.  As  they 
pass  down  the  long  shop,  "young  men  "  (like  mer- 
maids) try  to  tempt  ANGELINA  with  bargains. 

White-haired  Manager  (meeting  them  at  the  door). 
One  moment,  Madam.  Have  you  seen  these  gaze  de 
chambry?  We  have  got  them  a  bargain.  They  were 
recovered  from  a  wreck,  and — 

Edwin.  We  don't  want  them. 

[The  White-haired  Manager  recognises  EDWIN,  and 
retires  in  confusion. 

Angelina  (on  leaving  SNOOKS'S,  pointing  to  another 
shop-window).  Oh,  EDWIN,  darling,  there  s  exactly  the 


same  thing  we  have  just  bought ! 

Edwin  (with  malicious  pleasure). 
shilling  the  yard  cheaper ! 


Yes ;   and  just  a 
[Scene  closes  in. 


INCREDIBLE  INTELLIGENCE. 

WHAT  the  French  call  "faits  divers,"  which  are  any- 
thing but  facts,  are  sprinkled  pretty  freely  in  our  own 
provincial  'press,  especially  when  Parliament  has  risen 
for  the  recess.  Clearly  some  of  our  contemporaries  give 
their  constant  readers  credit  for  enormous  powers  of 
credence,  when  they  fill  so  many  columns  with  such 
paragraphs  as  these : — 

SINGULAR  FREAK  OF  LIGHTNING. — A  curious  instance 
of  the  versatility  of  the  electric  fluid  occurred  the  other 
day  in  Longbowtown,  Connecticut.  During  a  tempest, 
which  had  raged  above  a  week  in  that  vicinity,  a  flash 
of  lightning  was  observed,  by  a  reporter  who  happened  to 
be  present,  ascending  the  third  lamp-post  from  the  corner 
of  the  market-place.  After  turning  off  the  gas,  it  des- 
cended to  the  ground  again,  and  quickly  crossed  the 
pavement ;  then  rang  the  area  bell,  and  gave  a  thunder- 
ing double  knock  at  the  door  of  Number  Nine,  the 
residence  of  DR.  CRAMMER,  to  whom  we  owe  a  record  of 
the  subsequent  proceedings.  Entering  through  the  key- 
hole, the  lightning  briskly  ran  upstairs,  lit  all  the 
candles  in  the  drawing-room,  split  the  looking-glass  in 
two,  and  played  a  waltz  on  the  piano.  Next  it  went  into 
the  smoking-room,  and  burned  a  box  of  choice  Havan- 
nahs;  then,  dropping  to  the  cellar,' it  drew  the  corks 
of  six  champagne  bottles,  without  unfastening  the  wires ; 
and,  after  cutting  up  a  cucumber  and  a  roast  goose  in 
the  kitchen,  it  made  its  exit  up  the  chimney,  which  it 
swept  most  carefully,  consuming  in  its  progress  every 
particle  of  soot. 

REMARKABLE  VORACITY  OF  A  PIKE.— A  fact  has  come 
under  our  notice  which  we  fancy  has  escaped  the  watchful 
eye  of  MR.  BUCKLAND,  MR.  LEE,  and  other  famous  pisci- 
culturists, to  whom  we  would  commend  it  as  an'incident 
well  worthy  of  their  investigating  scrutiny.  We  are 
informed  on  what  we  take  to  be  quite  trustworthy  (as 
Englishmen,  we  scorn  to  say  reliable)  authority,  that 
somewhere  on  the  road  between  Birmingham  and  Bangor 
there  has  been  taken  an  old  pike,  by  a  man  who  means 
to'keep  it,  and  we  are  given  to  understand  that  as  many 
as  five  pounds  of  current  copper  currency  has  in  one  day 
been  found  deposited  in  its  capacious  maw. 
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CLUB    TALK. 

"  YOTT  'YE  HEARD   BROWNE  *S  MARRIED  AOAIN  ?  " 

"  No !    HAS  HE  !    STUPID  Ass  !    HE  DIDN'T  DESERVE  TO  LOSE  HIS  FIRST 
WIFE  1 " 


TOO  OLD  ? 


Knlhiuiastit  Exeurttmut  (at  Hatcarden).  "We  hope  to  M« 
MK.  GLADSTONE  a*  Leader  again." 
Mr.  Gladstone.  "  He '»  too  old,  Sir  ! " 

"  }'ou  too  old,  my  dear  WILLIAM  ?"  Punch  cheerfull 

i -i-ied. 

"  Though  your  locks  he  a  little  bit  grey, 
In  your  glance  there  is  lire,  in  your  port  there  is  pride 

You  appear  full  of  '  go '  and  of  '  stay.' 
When  last  you  the  HOUM-  wit  h  your  eloquence  woke, 

Von  bethurajM-d  that  IJlua  Book  in  a  style 
Which  pay   ppint  (,t  a  biceps  yet  stout  for  a  stroke. 
Are  you  quite  '  on  the  shelf '  yet  awhile  ? 

"  Too  old,  my  dear  WITJ.IAM  ?    You  're  game  for  a  go 

With  your  axe  or  at  Upas  or  t-lm, 
Toucan  strike,  'gainst  the  Pori:,  a  right  stark,  swashing 

blow. 

Giant  Goo  with  invective  o'erwhelm. 
speui -li,  pamphlet,  or  paper  you  run  off  the  reel 

In  its  facile  a, '  form  '  as  of  yore. 
You  have  done  some  stilt  work,  yetone  cannot  but  fee 
You  are  good  for  a  goodish  bit  more. 

"  Too  old,  my  dear  WILLIAM  ?    You  seem  quite  at  horai 

Whether  Woodman  you  play  at  Ilawarden, 
Hurl  eloquent  thunder  'gainst  Turkey  or  Rome, 

Or  enlarge  on  a  Cottager's  garden. 
Polemic  or  pastoral,  lecture  or  jest, 

Who  can  say  from  your  lips  which  oomes  patter  ? 
Too 'old,  my  dear  Sir  r1    Well,  perhaps  you  know  best 

But  I  scarcely  think  that  'a  what  "s  the  matter. 

"  Too  old,  my  dear  WILLIAM  ?    'Tis  pleasant,  no  doubt 

With  the  Muses,  at  ease,  to  turn  roamer  ; 
To  forget  the  rude  bray  of  the  rabblement's  shout 

In  the  long  rolling  music  of  HOMER. 
But  what  if  the  clarion  should  call  to  the  front  ? 

If  good  cause,  needing  champion  or  pleader, 
Should  summon  our  WILLIAM  to  bear  battle's  brunt — 

Would  it  find  him  '  too  old '  for  a  Leader  ? 

"  Too  old  ?    We  remember  stout  evergreen  PAM  ; 

You  're  a  youngster,  you  know,  in  comparison  ; 
BEN  —  pardon !  —  LORD    BEACONS  FIELD  —  scarcely,  a 

lamb — 

In  the  vanguard  the  contest  yet  carries  on. 
That  yon  're  battle-fit  yet,  and  in  fettle  right  rare, 

There 's  full  many  a  fact  stands  attestor. 
While  Achilles  has  thews,  he 's  a  chief  we  can't  spare 
To  pose— prematurely— as  Nestor." 


PROM  PILLAR  TO  POST ; 

OB,   THE  ORGANISED  PHILANTHROPISTS. 

(Period  1876.) 

[Sec  Times  Police  Report,  Worship  Street,  August  23.] 
SCBITE  I. — A  Totcn  Hall.       Enter  Distressed  Woman,  hurriedly. 

Woman.  Oh,  if  you  please,  I  've  had  this  ticket  given  me  and 
this  letter  of  recommendation,  and  the  Gentleman  told  me  you  would 
assist  me.  I  'm  in  great,  great  distress ! 

Well-Fed  Official  (after  reading  letter).  Umph — yes — a  sad  case, 
indeed.  (Cheerfully.)  Very  sad.  I  can't  do  better  than  give  you 
a  letter  to  one  of  the  Organised  Philanthropists  (who  is  at  thesea- 
sii/e).  His  Town  residence  is  only  five  miles  from  here.  It's  a 
pleasant  walk.  (Gives  letter.)  Good  day. 

SCENE  II.— Exterior  of  Town  Residence  of  First  Organised 

Philanthropist. 

Burly  Sutler  (to  Distressed  Woman,  who  has  walked  theflre  miles). 
No,  he  s  hout  o'  Town.    Yes,  I  see  it 's  hurgent ;  so  you  'd  better 
so  down  to  No.  720,  Stucco  Villas,  to  the  Clergyman,  he 's  one  of  the 
Philanthropists,  an'  he  '11  attend  to  you.    Mind  the  dawg ! 
SCENE  III.— Ejrterior  of  No.  720,  Stucco  Villas. 

Enter  Distressed  Woman. 

Distressed  Woman.  Oh  dear,  dear !  what  shall  I  do  if  he 's  not 
hf  ,,i  I'm  so  tired.  What  a  long  road!  My  poor  children! 
they  11  wonder  what  has  become  of  me.  [fnoekt  one  knock. 

Door  opened  by  comfortable-looking  Housekeeper. 
Housekeeper.  No,  not  to-day;  and  don't  come  knocking  at  people's 

<loors  like Oh,  you  've  got  a  letter.    Dear,  dear !  you  must  lui  v,> 

l>oen  suffering !    How  sad !     Six  children,  too !    Well,  MB.  .Si  K  mi 


is  not  here  just  now ;  but  when  he 's  not  here,  MR.  SCSEWBT,  who 's 
one  of  the  Society,  always  attends  to  his  business.  It 's  about  a 
mile  and  a  half  down  the  road.  Good  morning.  [Shuts  door. 

SCENE  IV.— Exterior  of  House  of  third  Organised  Philanthropist. 
Enter  Distressed  Woman,  who  is  informed  that  MR.  SCREWBT  is  on 
the  Continent,  but  that  the  Doctor,  three  squares  off,  will  attend 
to  her. 

N.B.— To  save  time  and  space,  it  may  be  added  that  the  Doctor 
can  do  nothing  but  refer  her  to  the  Relieving  Officer,  who  was  "  also 
out."  She  then  calls  upon  another  Organised  Philanthropist,  who 
tells  her  to  get  a  letter  certifying  her  respectability  and  poverty. 
For  this  purpose  she  reverts  to  the  Clergyman. 

SCENE  V.— Stucco  Villas. 

Clergyman.  What,  no  food  ?  Humph !  Six  children  ?  Walked 
seventeen  miles  ?  Dear,  dear !  Well,  you  must  live  till  Monday, 
and  then  you  must  go  before  the  Organised  Philanthropists.  Let 's 
see,  there  's  seven  of  you  altogether.  Well,  there  s  twopence- 
halfpenny  a-piece  for  you,  and  a  halfpenny  over.  Mind,  you'll 
have  to  show  you're  thoroughly  respectable. 

N.B. — In  the  meantime  the  Distressed  Woman  is  arrested  for 
doing  what  she  had  no  right  to  do,  i.e.  pawning  illegally  to  pay  out 
a  distress  for  rent.  The  Organised  Philanthropists  cast  her  off  with 
horror.  The  Magistrate  says  it  is  a  "  painful  case,  and  deserves  the 
deepest  sympathy,"  but  he  must  fine  her  one  shilling,  and  order 
her  to  pay  six  shillings,  the  value  of  the  pledged  articles. 

SCENE  VI.  AND  LAST— Interior  of  Police-  Court.    Woman  being 

led  in  the  Cells  in  default  of  payment. 

T~n-Orrjnnisi>d  Philanthropist.  Here!  look  here!  I '11  pay  the 
money.  Let  the  poor  creature  go ! 

(Applause.     Curtain.) 
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OUR    MILITARY    MANOEUVRES! 

Irish  Drill-Sergeant  (to  Sqitad  of  Militiamen).  "  PR'S'NT  'RKMS  \"—(Astonisking  result.)—"  Hrv'ns  !  WHAT  A  '  PEISINT'  ! 

HERE   NOW,    AN'  LOOK  AT  YER8ILVK8  !  !  " 


JlST  STIP  OUT 


SOME  ABSTRUSE  CALCULATIONS. 

THE  Exhibition'  of  Scientific  apparatus,  now  open  at '  South 
Kensington,  includes  several  Calculating  Machines.  These  will 
render  an  inestimable  service  to  Statistical  Science,  and  increase  their 
utility  a  thousandfold,  if  they  can  work  out  some  of  the  following 
interesting  problems : — 

How  many  persons  of  position  in  Society,  supposed  at  the  present 
time  to  be  on  the  Continent,  or  at  the  Sea- side,  or  in  Scotland,  are 
all  the  while  in  London,  leading  a  sequestered  life  in  the  back  rooms 
of  their  apparently  deserted  mansions  ? 

Of  all  those  who  are  now  away  in  expensive  and  unsatisfactory 
lodgings  at  places  of  fashionable  resort,  what  per-centage  are,  at 
this  moment,  heartily  wishing  themselves  back  in  their  comfortable 
homes  ? 

How  many  persons  within  the  last  six  weeks  have  discovered  that 
they  are  afflicted  with  some  ailment,  for  which  they  (or  their  medical 
advisers)  consider  an  immediate  and  thorough  change  imperatively 
requisite 't 

How  many  Englishmen  and  Englishwomen  are  now  lavishing 
their  money  and  their  raptures  on  France,  Italy,  Switzerland, 
Germany,  Belgium,  Iceland,  &c.,  who  have  the  most  meagre 
acquaintance  with  the  beauties  and  attractions  of  their  own 
country  ? 

How  many  yards  of  material  are  comprehended  in  a  silk  dress  for 
evening  wear  ? 

How  many  families  will  return  home  from  abroad  or  the  sea-side, 
and  find  everything  as  it  ought  to  be-the  papering  and  painting 
done  to  their  satisfaction,  the  house  clean,  the  furniture  in  nice 
order,  and  the  conduct  of  the  servants  left  in  charge  irreproach- 
able ? 

How  many  Conservative  speeches  will  be  delivered  in  the  recess, 
maintaining  the  last  Session  to  have  been  everything  that  could  be 
wished ;  and  how  many  Liberal  addresses  will  be  devoted  to  proving 
the  exact  contrary  ? 

How  many  anxious  reflections  will  SIR  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE  have 
between  now  and  next  February,  when  he  thinks  of  the  Leadership 


of  the  House  of  Commons,  with  MR.  GLADSTONE  and  MB.  LOWE 
sitting  very  attentive  on  the  opposite  benches  ? 

How  many  times  next  Session  will  his  party  wish  the  EAEL  OF 
BEACONSFIELD  back  in  the  House  of  Commons  ? 

How  many  Meetings,  Congresses,  Exhibitions,  Shows,  and  Dinners 
will  be  held  at  home  this  autumn  ? 

How  many  persons  of  ripe  age  can  say,  without  dissembling,  that 
they  thoroughly  enjoy  a  game  of  Lawn  Tennis  on  a  hot  afternoon 
with  the  sun  full  in  their  eyes  ? 

How  many  years  have  yet  to  elapse  before  London  will  be  properly 
governed,  and  brought  into  a  satisfactory  state  as  to  the  condition  of 
its  streets,  its  gas  and  water  supply,  its  smoke,  its  vehicles  plying 
for  hire,  &c.  ? 

How  many  persons  moving  in  a  respectable  sphere  of  society  can 
show  a  tolerable  acquaintance  with  the  geography  of  that  quarter  of 
Europe  in  which  war  is  now  going  on  ? 

How  many  passengers  will  cross  the  Channel  these  holidays,  to 
whom  the  wish  will  not  suggest  itself  with  vivid  intensity  that  the 
submarine  tunnel  between  England  and  France  was  complete  and 
in  full  activity  ? 

How  many  novels  have  been  published  this  last  season  which  have 
the  smallest  chance  of  being  remembered  next  year  ? 

How  many  foreigners  visit  London  without  making  an  early  call 
at  MADAME  TUSSAUD'S  ? 

Since  the  commencement  of  exhibitions  of  fireworks  at  the  Crystal 
and  Alexandra  palaces,  how  many  evenings  have  been  fine  and  how 
many  wet  ? 

How  many  partridges  will  be  shot  on  the  first  of  September,  and 
how  many.will  be  missed  ? 


THE   GOOD   GREEN   OYSTER. 

Oyster  (as  MOROCCO  in  the  Merchant  of  I'enice).  Mislike  me  not 
for  my  complexion. 

A  LONDONER'S  RURAL  REFLECTION. — The  HaySeld  is  better  than 
the  Haymarket. 
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Street,  la  the  Precinct  of  WMtefriau,  In  the  City  of  Londo»,  and  published  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parinh  of  St.  Bride.  City  of  London.-8«oju>iY,  September  2, 1671. 


SKPTKMBEK  'J,  1876.J 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


99 


BIRDS    FOR    SEPTEMBER. 

— 


THE  Billiard  Itook. — Found  in  large  numbers  at  Scarborough. 
Boulogne,  and  other  sea-side  places.    Plumage  :  Suits  of  "  loud 
patterns,  and  much  artificial  jewellery.   Habits :  Smoking,  drinking, 
and  gambling.    Favourite  companion,  the  Army  Pigeon. 

The  Army  Pigeon. — Found  chiefly  in  fashionable  watering- 
]I];L.-CS,  both  coast  and  inland.  Plumage  very  similar  to  the  Billiard 
Uouk,  but  not  quito  so  gorgeous.  Jewellery  genuine.  Habits: 
Intemperance,  wild  betting,  and  money-paying.  Favourite  com- 
panion, the  Billiard  Hook. 

Tin'  Tame  Diire. — Found  in  country-houses  all  over  England 
and  Scotland.  Plumage  :  Sober-coloured  clothes  of  the  best  make. 
Habits:  Chatting,  piano-playing,  tenor-song  singing,  and  five 
o'clock  tea-taking.  Favourite  companion,  the  County  Canary. 

The  County  Canary. — Found  generally  in  her  father's  country- 
MBt.  Plumage  supplied  entirely  by  WORTH.  Habits:  Flirting, 
money-spending,  riding,  and  dancing.  Favourite  companion,  the 
Scarlet  Soldier-Bird. 

The  Scarlet  Soldier-Bird. — Found  chiefly  in  small  country  towns 
where  a  garrison  is  maintained.  Plumage  varies  with  the  time  of 
day ;  in  the  morning  bright  red?  in  the  evening  black  and  white. 
Habits  :  Soda-and-brandy  drinking,  smoking,  strutting,  and  flirta- 
tion. Favourite  companion,  the.County  Canary. 

The.  Provincial  Peacock. — Found  chiefly  in  nis  own  nest  (Peacock 
Court)  or  by  the  covert-side.  Plumage  :  Shooting-coat  with  leather 
on  the  shoulders,  knickerbockers,  and  hob-nailed  boots.  Habits: 
Shooting,  farming,  and  laying  down  the  law.  Favourite  companion, 
the  Engle-Kyed  Sharpshooter. 

Tlif  Eiyh-Bytd  Sharpshooter. — Found  in  most  places  where 
guns  are  held  in  high  esteem.  Plumage:  Suit  of  tweed  dittos, 
gaiters,  and  strong  boots.  Habits :  Shooting,  eating,  and  sleeping. 
Favourite  companion,  the  Provincial  Peacock. 

The  Histrionic  3[orkinq-liird. — Found  chieflv  in  country  houses 
where  the  young  Ladies  like  "  dressing  up."  Plumage:  Eccentric 
costume,  suggestive  of  the  farces  of  ME.  MADDISON  MORTON.  No 
whiskers  nor  moustache.  Habits:  Lecturing,  swaggering,  and 
giving  weak  imitations  of  popular  metropolitan  actors.  Favourite 
companion,  the  Melancholy  Magpie. 

The  Mi'lani'lxili/  Magpie. — Found  generally  in  houses  given  over 
to  the  delights  of  amateur  theatricals.  Plumage  of  the  simplest 
description  ;  clothes  old-fashioned  and  unbecoming.  Habits : 
Making  attempts  to  act,  sneering,  and  raising  objections.  Favourite 
companion,  the  Business-like  Parrot. 

The  Business-like  Parrot. — Found  occasionally  in  houses  where 
the  services  of  a  professional  stage-manager  are  required.  Plumage : 
Black  clothes,  with  coloured  cotton  shirts.  Habits :  Repeating-  the 
same  directions  twenty  times  an  hour,  keeping  his  temper,  and 


exercising  forbearance  under  very  trying  circumstances.  Favourite 
•unions,  his  family. 

Tne  Hiim/in  liird  of  Paradise. — Found  in  the  most  poverty- 
stricken  neighbourhoods.  Plumage  neat  and  unpretending.  HabiU  : 
Curing  the  sick,  feeding  the  hungry,  and  teaching  the  ignorant. 
Favourite  companions,  poor  and  suffering  birds  wherever  she  can 
find  them. 

The  Steamboat  Vulture.— Found  in  large  numbers  on  the  ocean. 
Plumage:  Blue  serge  suit,  with  a  gold-braided  cap.  Habits:  Cui- 
ng tickets.  Favourite  companion,  the  First-Class  Cabin  Hawk. 

The  i'irtt-Class  Cabin  llaick.  —  Found  in  steamboats  plying 
between  England  and  abroad.  Plumage  same  as  the  Steamboat 
Vulture.  Habita:  Announcing-  dinner  at  unpleasant  moments, 
avoiding  passengers  in  the  hours  of  their  anguish,  and  joking  when 
the  waves  are  washing  over  the  paddle-boxes.  Favourite  com- 
panion, the  Steamboat  Vulture. 

The.  Fureiijii  Cormorant. — Found  in  every  town  known  to  the 
compilers  of  MURRAY'S  Handbooks.  Plumage  varying  with  its 
nationality.  Habits :  Carriage-letting  and  hotel-keeping.  Favourite 
companion,  the  Courier  Swallow. 

The  Courier  SwaUinc. — Frequently  discovered  in  attendance  upon 
a  family  of  distinction.  Plumage  according  to  the  taste  of  nis 
employers.  Habits :  Dispensing  guide-book  information  and  re- 
ceiving tips.  Favourite  companion,  the  Foreign  Cormorant. 

The  Foolish  Bird  of  Postage. — Invariably  found  at  this  season  of 
the  year  in  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  Switzerland.  Plumage : 
Bright  yellow  tourist  suit,  and  cloth  hat  of  peculiar  construction. 
Habits :  Decidedly  British.  Favourite  companion,  his  wife. 

The  Bird  of  wisdom.— Full  particulars  of  this  marvellous  crea- 
ture (bequeathed  by  Minerva  to  the  most  celebrated  sage  of  this  or 
any  other  age)  can  only  be  obtained  at  85,  Fleet  Street,  B.C. 


PUNCH'S  COUNTRY  COUSINS'  GUIDE. 
THE  METROPOLIS  IN  THE  MOST*  SAISO.V. 

8  A.M. — Rise,  as  in  the  country,  and  stroll  round  the  Squares 
before  breakfast,  to  see  the  turn  out  of  Cooks  and  Charwomen.    Ask 
your  way  back  of  the  first  Policeman  you  meet. 

9  A.M. — Breakfast.     First  taste  of    London  Milk  and  Butter. 
Analyse,  if  not  in  a  hurry.    Any  Policeman  will  show  you  the 
nearest  Chemist. 

10  A.M. — To  Battersea  Park  to  see  Carpets  beaten.   Curious  atmos- 
pheric effects  observable  in  the  clouds  of  dust  and  the  language  of 
the  beaters.    Inquire  your  road 'of  any  Policeman. 

11  A.M. — Take  Penny  Steamer  up  to  Westminster  Bridge,  in  time 
to  arrive  at  Scotland  Yard,  and  inspect  the  Police  as  they  start  on 
their  various  beats.    For  any  information,  inquire  of  the  Inspector. 

12  A.M. — Hansom  Cab  Races.   These  can  be  viewed  at  any  hour  by 
standing  still  at  a  hundred  yards  from  any  Cabstand  and  holding  up 
a  shilling.    An  amusing  sequel  may  be  enjoyed  by  referring  all  the 
drivers  to  the  nearest  Policeman. 

1  P.M.— Observe  the  beauties  of  solitude  amongthe  flowers  in 
Hyde  Park.    Lunch  at  the  Lodge  on  Curds  and  Whey.    Ask  the 
whey  of  the  Park  Keeper. 

2  P.M. — Visit  the  Exhibitions  of  Painting  on  the  various  scaffold- 
ings in  Belgravia.    Ask  the  next  Policeman  if  the  House  Painters 
are  Royal  Academicians.    Note  what  he  says. 

3  P.M. — Look  at  the  shops  in  Bond  Street  and  Regent  Street,  and 
purchase  the  dummy  goods  disposed  of  at.an  awful  sacrifice. 

4  P.M. — See  the  Stickleback  fed  at  the  Westminster  Aquarium. 
If  nervous  at  being  alone,  ask  the  Policeman  in  waiting  to  accompany 
you  over  the  building. 

5  P.M. — Find  a  friend  still  in  Town  to  give  you  five  o'clock  tea  in 
her  back  drawing-room — the  front  of  the  nouse  being  shut  up. 

6  P.M. — Back  to  the  Park.    Imagine  the  imposing  cavalcades  in 
Rotten  Row  (now  invisible),  with  the  aid  of  one  exercising  groom 
and  the  two  daughters  of  a  riding-master  in  full  procession. 

7  P.M.— Wake  up  the  Waiters  at  the  Triclinium  Restaurant,  and 
persuade  them  to  warm  up  dinner  for  your  benefit. 

8  P.M. — Perambulate  the  Strand,  and  visit  the  closed  doors  of  the 
various  Theatres.    Ask  the  nearest  Policeman  for  his  opinion  on 
London  Actors.    You  will  find  it  as  good  as  a  play. 

9  P.M.— A  Turkish  Bath  may  be  had  in  Covent  Garden  Theatre. 
Towels  or  Programmes  are  supplied  by  the  Policeman  at  the  doors. 

10  P.M. — Converse,  before  turning  in,  with  the  Policeman  on  duty 
or  the  Fireman  in  charge  of  the  fire-escape.     Much  interesting 

nformation  may  be  obtained  in  this  way. 

11  P.M.— Supper  at  the  Cabman's  Shelter,  or  the  Coffee   Stall 
corner  of  Hyde  Park.    Get  a  Policeman  to  take  you  home  to  Bed. 


WATERING    THE    I'OBT. 


MR.  PUNCH  bein?  asked  what  river  Boulogne  was  on  ?  promptly 
replied  (remembering  the  bouquet  of  its  tine  oM  Port',  "  The  Odour/' 
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JOHN    BULL    AND    HIS    GUIDES. 


HE  pilgrim  of  Britain,    \  Learns  to  .like  and  to 

-rf-         ,       .    _t_     _c _•  ._     A!J_  1 1_ 


His  track  fain  to  fit 
in 

Rule  spoken  or  writ- 
ten, 


look 

his   Guide    or    his 
Book, 
Be  it  MURRAY  or  COOK  ; 


By 


The  same  thing 's  left  undone, 
The  same  by  each  one  done, 
'Twixt  Thule  and  London. 


All  their  "  selves  "  glad  to  merge, 
Through  the  same  gap  must  surge, 
Like  the  sheep  of  Panurge, 


As  COOK  bids,  on  they  scurry  ; 

Or  tractably  hurry 

At  the  order  of  MURBAY. 

JOHN  BtrLL  once  had  a  "willy," 

Andalsoa"nilly:" 

Loved  to  dally  or  dilly — 


With  his  own  eyes  once  looked : 
Now  he  likes  his  routes  Cooked, 
His  opinions' Red-booked, 

His  thoughts'run  in  a  mould — 
Calf 's-foot  jelly-like,  cold — 
Laughs  or  sighs,  as  he  's  told 


To  be  grave  or  rejoice ; 

Till  his  voice  is  COOK'S  voice, 

And  his  choice  is  COOK'S  choice. 

COOK'S  tariff  his  steady  care : 
His  taste  ruled  by  ready  care 
Of  MURRAY  or  BAEDEKER. 


Trots  and  halts  in  a  band, 
Likes,  dislikes,  second  hand, 
At  the  word  of  command. 

And  regains  his  own  shore, 

His  travelling  o'er, 

The  same  BULL  as  before. 


WHAT  NO  ONE  SHOULD  FORGET,  IN  CROSSING  THE 
CHANNEL. 

To  place  his  Rugs,  Carpet-bags, 'and  Umbrellas  on 'the  si^-  best 
seats  on  the  Boat. 

To  worry  the  Captain  with  remarks  about  the  state  of  the  weather 
and  the  performance  of  the  Steamer  :  to  observe  to  the  Steward  that 
there  is  a  change  in  the  weather,  and  that  there  were  more  Passen- 
gers the  last  time  he  crossed. 

To  speak  to  the  Man  at  the  Wheel,  and  ask  him  whether  there 
was  much  sea  on  last  trip. 

_To  change  his  last  half-crown  into  French  money,  and  squabble 
with  the  Steward  as  to  the  rate  of  exchange. 

To  stare  at  his  neighbours,  read  aloud  their  names  on  their  lug- 
gage, and  remark  audibly  that  he  '11  lay  anything  the  Lady  with  the 
slight  twang  is  an  American. 

To  repeat  the  ancient  Joke  on  "  Back  her !  stop  her !  " 

If  the  passage  is  rough,  to  put  hie  feet  on  his  neighbour's  head, 
after  appropriating  all  the  cushions  in  the  cabin. 


To  call  for  Crockery  in  time.    N.B. — Most  important. 

To  groan  furiously  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  if  a  sufferer ;  or,  if 
utterly  callous  to  waves  and  their  commotionsj  to  eat  beef  and  ham, 
and  drink  porter  and  brandy-and-water,  during  the  entire  voyage, 
with  as  much  clattering  of  forks  and  noise  of  mastication  as  is  com- 
patible with  enjoyment. 

To  kiss  his  hand,  on  entering  the  harbour,  to  the  matelottes  on  the 
quays,  or  send  his  love  in  bad  French  to  the  Prefect  of  Police. 

To  struggle  for  a  front  place,  in  crowding  off  the  Steamer,  as  if 
the  ship  was  on  fire.  And  finally — 

To  answer  every  one  who  addresses  him  in  goodj|English  in  the 
worst  possible  French. 


SS.  Patrick  and  Partridge. 

"Now  at  the  Birds,  me  Boy,  let  dhrive !  " 
Says  MIKE,  exhorting  DAN. 

"That 's  how  we  '11  keep  the  game  alive, 
By  killing  all  we  can !  " 
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ALL    OUT    SHOOTING. 

PATERFAMILIAS  TAKES  HIS  FAMILY  TO  EXMOOR  THIS  YEAR,  THINKING  TO  HAVK  A  DAY'S  SHOOTIKG  OK  THE  FIRST.     Bur  so  THOUGHT 

THEY  AS  WELL  ;    AND   HERE  THEY  COME  I 

Writ.  "BASAN,"  OUR  COLLBY  (as Retriever).  Second.  UNCLE  PHIL,  WITH  UMBRELLA  (as  Beater).         Third.  "PA." 

Fourth,  MASTER  GEORGE,  WITH  LONG  Bow  AND  "  QUIVER  FULL  OF  ARROWS  1 "        fifth.  MASTER  CLARE  (9),  CROSS-BOW  AND  DITTO  I 

[And  a  very  pleasant  day  they  had. 


OUR  CAT  SHOW. 

ONE  of  these  fine  days  (if  we  are  lucky  in  the  weather)  we  mean 
to  start  a  Cat  Show,  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  certain  interesting 
specimens  which  have  not  yet  been  admitted  to  feline  exhibitions. 
For  instance,  we  imagine  that  the  No-tailed  Cat  of  Mainland  is  not ! 
much  of  a  novelty,  although  there  may  be  sceptics  who  question  its 
existence.  But  the  British  Nine-tailed  Cat  nas  not  been  shown 
lately,  excepting  to  those,  favoured  with  a  private  view  of  it  in 
Newgate.  We  may  conceive,  then,  that  a  specimen  will  be  regarded 
with  considerable  interest  by  the  public,  and,  if  a  few  professional 
garotters  or  ruffianly  wife-beaters  can  be  induced  to  come,  they 
perhaps  may  learn  a  highly  beneficial  lesson. 

Another  most  attractive  novelty  will  be  the  Voiceless  Cat  (Felit 
silens),  a  breed  which  we  shall  take  great  pride  in  introducing.  So 
many  people  are  annoyed  by  the  Clamour-making  Cat  (Felis  catter- 
waulans),  which  is  well  known  to  all  Londoners,  more  especially  at 
nightfall,  that  we  expect  the  Voiceless  Cat  will  be  much  petted  by 
the  public,  and  we  doubt  not  that  a  first  prize  will  be  readily 
awarded  to  it.  Indeed,  we  think  it  likely  that  its  merits  will 
obtain  the  Gold  Medal  of  the  Show,  and,  if  this  should  be  the  case, 
we  would  suggest  as  a  fit  motto,  to  be  stamped  upon  the  medal, 
"  Sans  purr  et  sans  reproche." 

Perhaps,  however,  the  most  curious  of  all  the  Cats  exhibited  will  be 
the  Felii  pmnivora,  or  Common  Lodging-House-Keeper's  Cat.  Of  this 
extraordinary  species  we  are  expecting  to  collect  some  vastly  inte- 
resting specimens,  from  Brighton,  Ramsgate,  Margate,  Scarborough, 
Llaududnp,  and  many  other  sea-side  popular  resorts.  The  principal 
peculiarities  of  the  Lodging-House-Keeper's  Cat  are  its  voracious  appe- 
tite and  unparalleled  capacity  for  consuming  or  destroying  everything 
within  its  reach.  There  are  cases  upon  record  wherein  abundant 
evidence  has  been  furnished  as  to  this,  and  we  fancy  few  zoologists 


will  venture  to  dispute  the  truth  of  our  assertion  that  few  creatures 
are  more  costly  than  the  FeKs  omnivora,  if  we  regard  merely  the 
damage  it  is  daily  said  to  do.  If  we  may  credit  oral  testimony,  it 
would  appear  that  in  one  single  night  a  Cat  of  this  destructive  breed 
has  broken  a  decanter,  three  wine  glasses,  and  the  handle  of  a 
water-jug,  besides  emptying  a  cigar-case,  a  jam-pot,  and  a  tee- 
caddy,  and  more  than  half  consuming  a  stick  of  barley-sugar  and  a 
tin  01  maccaroons.  There  would  seem  to  be  no  limit  to  the  powers 
of  its  appetite,  or  the  variety  of  its  tastes.  Eatables  and  drinkables 
disappear,  when  in  its  neighbourhood,  with  marvellous  rapidity ; 
and  things  which  would  be  scarcely  digested  by  an  Ostrich  are 
stomached  with  facility  by  this  all-consuming  Cat.  From  soap  to 
soda-water,  from  hair-oil  to  postage-stamps,  everything  will  vanish 
that  comes  into  its  claws.  Bolts  and  bars  will  fly  asunder ;  closets, 
cellars,  cheffoniers  will  readily  reveal  their  treasures  to  this  creature, 
and  be  gutted  in  a  twinkling  of  their  manifold  contents.  According 
to  one  Landlady,  whose  evidence  was  fortified  by  that  of  her  own 
servant,  the  absence  of  two  hours  on  the  part  of  a  Lodger  has 
afforded  ample  time  for  a  Cat  of  this  description  to  steal  a  quire  of 
note-paper,  swallow  three-fourths  of  an  apple-pie  and  half  a  leg  of 
mutton,  besides  drinking  very  nearly  a  whole  bottle  of  Scotch 
whiskey,  kept  under  lock  and  key. 

Striking  Allusion. 

MB.  PUNCH  has  been  requested  to  explain  what  the  Directors  of  a 
certain  Railway  Company  mean  by  announcing  that  passengers 
taking  return  tickets  to  Belfast  are  required  to  nave  their  tickets 
Punched  on  board  the  steamboats— to  prevent  fraud.  Some  sort  of 
reference  to  himself,  apparently,  has  been  suggested  by  the  word 
"  Punched  "  with  a  large  P.  Perhaps  it  is  expected  that  this  sug- 
gestion will  be  taken  for  a  capital  joke. 
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NASAL    REFORM. 

HADE   Of 

here  is  an  advertisement, 
extracted,  with  unimpor- 
tant and  nominal  altera- 
tions, from  the  Daily 
News  ! — 

A— ITS  nose  is  ...  Send 
•  me  number  of  SMITH 
BROWN'S,  Blank  Highway,  that 
I  may  get  a  NOSE  MACHINE 
to  alter  it.  "Will  BROWN  send 
machine  by  post  for  10*.  Gd.  in 
stamps  ?  Write  soon. 

What  an  engine,  if  really 
available  to  modify  noses, 
and  if  you,  SLAWKENBEB- 
GKTS  and  MB.  SHANDY,  are 
right,  this  Nose  Machine 
must  be  for  good  or  evil! 
For  evil,  as  enabling  a  ca- 
pricious or  unnaturalparent 
to  twist  and  alter  perhaps 
the  leading  family  feature 
of  his  child.  Forgood,when 
instrumental  to  a  scientific 
physiognomist  in  elongating 
a  stunted  nose,  rectifying  a 
misshapen  one.  or  even  per- 
haps so  moulding  the  nose 

as  with  it  to  mould  also  the  character.  Of  course  the  DUKE  OF  WEL- 
LINGTON, but  for  his  nose.would  never  have  won  Waterloo.  Convert  a 
nose  into  such  another  as  WELLINGTON'S,  and  constitute  another  WEL- 
LINGTON. Or  suppose  a  Hebrew  converted  by  a  Missionary,  his  nose,  by 
means  of  the  Nose  Machine,  could,  if  he  wished  it,  be  converted  too. 
Talk  of  TALIACOTITJS,  and  his  rhinoplastic  operation,  what  is  that  to 
SMITH  BBOWN,  and  MR.  BROWN'S  rhinoplastic  apparatus  ?  Think 
what  wonders  of  moral  and  social  improvement  it  is  capable  of 
being,  and,  let  us  hope,  in  good  hands  will  be,  employed  to  work ! 
And  all  at_the  comparatively  small  sum  of  ten  and  sixpence !  To  be 
sure,  the  name  of  BROWN  is  a  substitute  for  the  one  that  appears 
in  the  original  advertisement,  which,  purporting  to  signify  a  want 
of  the  Nose  Machine,  may  just  possibly  be  mistaken  for  a  dodge  to 
promote  its  sale. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

At  MORRISON'S — Tied  by  the  Leg — Dulness — Anticipations  unrealised 
— Irishmen  wanted— Cricket  at  Trinity — Nothing  doing — Reso- 
lution— Cheering  up — Hospitality — A  Promise — Jokes  on  Bray 
— Railway  Officials — Irish  Fatalism — A  new  Philosophy. 
I  HAVE  only  one  disturbing  thought  on  awaking  to  the  pleasant 
fact  that  I  am  in  Dublin,  and  that  is  the  legal  memorandum  now 
lying  before  me,  dating  from  PLTTMPTON  AND  SPBY'S,  which,  speak- 
ing-wr'HEB  GRACIOUS  MAJESTY  and  her  trusty  and  well-beloved  SIR 
FETER  PYPER.  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England,  in  effect,  says,  "My 
dear  friend,  don't  go  too  far  :  be  as  quick  as  you  can :  for,  at  any 
time,  and  at  any  place,  you  may  be  wanted."     Why,  even  Dr. 
Faust'1  s  bargain  with  -77  Diavolo's  agent,  Mcphistopheles,  was  better 
than  this.    He  knew  the  length  of  his  tether :  I  don't.    Evidently, 
I  must  make  the  best  use  of  my  time.   With  which  moral  sentiment 
I  sit  down  to  make  my  arrangements,  and  take.;  breakfast,  in  the 
grand  but  cheerless  Coffee-Room. 


I  had  expected  the  Waiters  to  be  brimming  over  with  fun.  I 
anticipated  mistakes  at  my  meals  which  would  be  immediately  re- 
deemed by  such  a  sally  of  wit  as  would  set  the  table,  that  is,  myself 
at  the  table,  in  a  roar. 

Not  a  bit  of  it.  The  Waiters  are  obliging,  but  melancholy.  The 
exemplary  and  polite  Manager  speaks  with  an  accent,  which,  being 
in  Ireland,  I  attribute  to  some  provinciality.  I  address  him  as  an 
Irishman.  He  is  flattered  by  my  compliment  to  his  pronunciation 
of  English,  but  he  is  a  Frenchman. 

After  this  I  am  more  cautious.  Clearly,  all  is  not  Irish  that  is  in 
Ireland.  The  Head  Waiter  speaks  English  perfectly.  He  is,  at  all 
events,  not  an  Irishman.  I  ask  him  now  long  he  has  been  here. 
Oh,  any  number  of  years.  I  wonder  he  has  not  picked  up  the 
brogue.  He  smiles :  he  thinks  I  am  satirical  ...  as  he  happens  to 
be  an  Irishman. 

One  more  shot.  A  bright-haired,  broad-shouldered  Waiter,  close 
shaven,  with  a  bright  complexion.  A  North  Country  Irishman,  I  '11 


be  bound.  He  certainly  has  a  brogue.  Wrong  again.  He  is  a 
Swede. 

As  far  as  Waiters  are  concerned,  I  give  up  all  guessing  at 
nationality. 

"  Ireland  for  the  Irish  "  ?  Nonsense.  Ireland  for  the  Englishmen, 
the  Frenchmen,  and  the  Swedes.  Already  I  feel  I  must  be  a  Home- 
Ruler,  or  something  which  means  Ireland  for  the  Irish,  and  the 
Irish  for  Ireland. 

Humming  the  "  Wearing  of  the  Green"  I  take  my  way  down  to 
Westland  Row  Station.  The  only  "Wearing  of  the  Green"  I  can 
see  comes  from  the  shoes  of  the  cricketers  engaged  in  a  match  on  the 
Trinity  College  ground.  The  sports  of  the  Collegians  are  visible  to 
the  public  through  the  railings,  very  much  as  the  sports  of  the  Blue 
Coat  Boys  are  witnessed  with  delight  by  the  passers-by,  to  and  fro, 
before  that  depressing  debtors' -prison  sort  of  grille. 

I  join  the  spectators  at  the  railings.  No ;  I  cannot  associate  the 
appearance  of  these  Collegians,  nor  the  exterior  of  the  College  itself, 
with  anything  academical— that  is,  as  I  understand  academical.  I 
see  no  accidental  caps  and  gowns,  which  give  the  local  colouring  to 
the  streets,  to  the  College  grounds,  and  even  the  neighbourhood,  of 
the  old  Universities,  Oxford  and  Cambridge.  I  sec  nothing  which 
calls  to  mind  the  Students'  club  caps  of  Heidelberg  and  Bonn,  or  the 
Polytechnic  of  Aachen.  It  is  all  too  modern,  too  unacademical,  for 
a  College,  and  after  this  I  should  not  he  surprised  if  :I  saw  the 
Judges  and  Barristers  in  the  Law  Courts  without  their  wigs  and 
bands. 

From  all  along  the  line  of  lookers-on  outside  I  hear  no  sharp  re- 
marks, no  telling  observations,  in  fact,  nothing  humorous  or  funny 
whatever.  I  sign  and  pass  on.  Have  I  arrived  in  Dublin  at  a  time 
when,  as  they  say  in  the  City,  "things  are  uncommonly  flat,  and 
nothing  doing  "?  I  walk  on,  speculating  for  a  rise,"  as  I  pass  the 
Carmen  on  their  stand.  There  are  no  rises,  there  are  no  sells.  I 
have  come  on  Dublin  at  a  bad  moment. 

I  will  go  to  Bray.  Were  I  to  announce  this  intention  in  the 
presence  of  some  foolish  jesters,  whose  aim  in  life  is  never  to  let  a 
word  pass  that  can  be  played  upon,  they  would  immediately  retort, 
",  Are  you  going  to  Bray  ?  Nothing  more  natural,  my  dear  fellow." 
It  is  a  tind  of  pun  that  makes  one  sad. 

Happy  Thought. — Call  on  a  friend  of  KEPPEL  BIREITT'S,  who 
"knows  the  ropes,"  or,  rather,  "the  lines,"  and  ask  about  going  to 
Bray,  and  what  to  see  when  I  get  there.  He  is  so  delighted  to  see 
me,  and  I  am  so  heartily  received  that  I  begin  to  cheer  up. 

My  excellent  acquaintance  is  sorry  to  part  with  me  for  a  moment. 
Have  I  breakfasted?  YesP  Then,  will  I  take  anything?  No? 
Then  won't  I  come  and  lunch  ?  Won't  I  dine  ?  Won't  I  stay  with 
them  ?  Surely  I  am  not  going  away  so  soon  ?  Why,  there  are  at 
least  fifty  people  who  would  never  forgive  him  (the  speaker)  if  he 
allowed  me  to  quit  Dublin. 

Happy  Thought.— The  Irish  are  evidently  a  most  hospitable 
people. 

I  explain.  Legal  business  (meaning  PLIMPTON  AND  SPEY)  neces- 
sitates a  short  stay. 

DALEY'S  distress  is  really  genuine.  If  he  could  only  improvise  a 
dinner-party  on  the  spot,  there  and  then,  in  his  office,  he  would  do 
so.  He  hardly  can  bring  himself  to  part  with  me.  He  has  his 
doubts  about  my  ever  coming  back  again,  if  once  I  am  allowed  to 
leave  Dublin.  He  is  overflowing  with  genial  regret  that  he  cannot 
travel  with  me,  keeping  a  guard  over  me  as  though  I  were  a 
hospitality-prisoner,  for  whose  appearance  at  the  dinner  hour  he. 
DALEY,  had  made  himself  responsible.  But  if  I  go  now  I  shall 
return :  Certainly. 

"  I  must  get  DE.  PHORDE  McMuLLEN  and  SIB  RICHARD  LOTTOS  to 
meet  you,"  says  my  new.  friend,  DALEY,  pondering.  "  Ye  '11  know 
PHORDE  and  LOFTTJS  ?  " 

Will  I  ?  I  mean,  do  I P  No,  I  regret  to  say  I  don't.  I  feel, 
somehow,  I  ought  to. 

"PHOKDE  writes  for  the  Magazines,  and  his  book  on  The  Dithy- 
rambic  of  Slogan,— maybe  ye  '11  have  heard  of  that  ?  It  made  a  good 
deal  of  stir  lately,  and  neither  TENNYSON  nor  BROWNING  could  reply 
to  it." 

I  feel  that  I  'm  "  not  in  it,"  as  the  sporting  men  say. 

Happy  Thought.— Of  course  IknowDK.— er— er— (I  have  forgot- 
ten his  name,  and  DALEY  kindly  supplies  it)— yes,  DR.  PHORDE,  by 
reputation,  but  I  've  never  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  him. 

*'  You  shall  then,"  says  DALEY,  heartily.  "  I  '11  get  together  all 
the  boys  I  can,  and  we  '11  have  a  night  of  it." 

I  am  delighted  at  the  prospect.  Yet  my  joy  is  tinctured  with 
fear.  Who  are  "  the  boys1'  ?  What  does  a  "night  of  it"  mean? 
Whiskey  punch  and  smoking,  and  every  one,  being  accustomed  to 
"  nights  of  it,"  all  right  except  myself  ?  And  is  it  myself  that  'II  be 
ill  for  at  least  a  week  afterwards  ?  If  so— then  the  best  thing  will 
be  to  see  the  country  first  and  enjoy  my  days,  then  return  to  Dublin 
"  to  make  nights  of  it." 

Yet  I  feel  that  I  have  PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY  after  me.  Before 
starting  for  Bray  I  write  to  them,  "  Sirs,  I  shall  be  at  Bray  before 
you  get  this,  and  after  that  probably  '  Post  Office,  Dublin,'1  will  find 
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me  ;  I  mean,  I  shall  find  a  letter  or  a  telegram,  if  you  tend  one.  at 
Post  Office,  Dublin.     It  this  clear  t    How  '»  the  caie  getting  on  f  " 
A  llml  //«/'/'.'/  Thought  fur  a  Postscript.  —  "  Try  and  do  without 


A  llml  //«/'/'.'/  Thougt  fur  a     ostscrpt.  —      ry  an      o  wtou 
my  evidence,  as  what  I  know  of  the  matter  will  be  dead  against 
yuiir  side.     Yours  ever,  &o." 

,    Evidently  that  will  stagger  PLUMPTOIT  and  bother  SPET.     It 
means,  in  effect,  "  Don't  call  me  as  your  witness,  or  you  '11  lose." 

Now  to  Bray.  Most  unfortunate  name  as  falling  unavoidably 
into  the  form  of  expression.  I  suppose  the  elegant  witticism  of 
pointing  to  a  passenger  and  saying  There  '»  a  donkey  going  to 
Bray  "  must  have  long  ago  been  exhausted  in  every  form.  Thank 
goodness  for  that. 

It  is  impossible  to  help  remarking  at  all  Stations  on  the  Irish  lines, 
the  charmingly  careless  manner  of  the  officials.  They  are  all  pecu- 
liarly polite,  but  they  seem  to  be  taking  their  duty  as  a  pleasure,  and 
not  to  be  after  botherm'  themselves  about  the  punctuality  of  the  train*. 
An  Irish  porter  never  knows  exactly  when  the  next  train  is  going, 
nor  where  it  is  going  to.  But,  clearly,  this  concerns  the  passenger, 
not  him.  Yet,  on  the  whole,  in  spite  of  this  carelessness  of  manner, 
this  utter  absence  of  all  fussiness  —  for  no  one  ever  yet  saw  any 
Irishman  in  a  hurry  —  is  only  characteristic  of  the  people,  and  not  any 
evidence  of  unpunctuality  on  the  part  of  the  trains.  On  the  contrary, 
my  experience  is  —  if  called  as  a  witness  in  a  committee-room  on  a 
question  of  Irish  lines  —  that  they  do  keep  time  admirably.  Their 
careless  manner  is  rather  suggestive  of  a  kind  of  cheerful  fatalism, 
—  that  is,  an  "  all-right-in-the-end  "  view,  —  than  of  any  want  of 
confidence  in  the  railways,  and  those  who  manage  them. 

The  Irish,  in  respect  of  conduct  at  Railway  Stations  all  along  the 
line  —  for  I  am  reviewing  them  all  along  the  line  - 

Happy  Thought.—  A.  first-rate  subject  for  Miss  THOMPSON,  when 


tired  of  the  Military,  would  be—"  The  Old  (Hailway)  Guard— A 
Rei-iew  all  along  the  Line.'"  I  make  this  a  present  to  the  justly 
celebrated  artiet  whose  motto  should  bo  from  the  song  of  the  Grande 
Duchesse,  "  Ah,  quej'aime  Ins  Militaires  !  " 

But.  "  Proceed  f    Your  story  interests  me  much." 

As  I  was  saying,  when  I  was  interrupted,  the  conduct  of  the  Irish 
at  Railway  Stations  reminds  me  of  the  French  and  Belgian  country 
people  at  their  garei  on  fete  days,  when  trains  run  onynow,  at  any 
time  and  at  all  times,  on  any  lines  and  on  all  lines,  when  peasants, 
ladies,  gentlemen,  soldiers,  ecclesiastics,  police,  officials,  porters, 
women  with  flags,  or  bells,  or  horns  (in  their  hands,  bien  entendu — 
horns  to  blow  as  signal'for  the  train  to  start — or  bells  in  their 
horny  hands— suggestion  for  a  joke  for  HOKNE  TOOKE,  or  SIIKUIIUN, 
or  S  v  UN  K  v  SMITH),  all  wander  about  the  lines  quite  calmly  and  most 
happily,  occasionally  drawing  aside  to  allow  an  engine  to  pass,  and 
helping  their  friends  to  descend  from  the  compartments,  which  are 
at  some  distance  from  the  ground,  and  to  reach  a  platform  is  out  of 
the  question. 

Once  get  into  your  head  that  "  There  "s  no  occasion  to  hurry,"  and 
travelling  in  Ireland  becomes  a  pleasure  :  only  you  must  enter  into 
this  peculiar  phase  of  Irish  humour.  And,  above  all  things,  you 
must  adopt  the  "  all-right-in-the-end  "  philosophy  of  DH.  O'KisiLEr. 

The  Tourist  in  Ireland  should  not  have  any  clear  idea  of  where  he 
is  going  to  next.  lie  may,  just  for  the  sake  of  the  Clerk  at  the 
ticket-office,  and  of  his  luggage — if  any  to  speak  of— name  a  desti- 
nation, but  it  will  be  more  in  keeping  with  the  tone  of  the  people  if 
he  is  prepared  to  stop  at  some  unexpectedly  attractive  spot  on  the 
road,  nave  his  luggage  out,  and  remain  there  until  he  has  had 
enough  of  it. 

In  this  spirit  I  "  go  for"  Bray. 


THE    FRENCH    ON    THE    FIRST. 

NLT  the  other  day 
a  new  French 
paper  was  esta- 
blished in  Paris, 
under  the  sug- 
gestive title  of 
Ze,,  Sportsman, 
which,  doubtless, 
will  soon  be- 
come as  popular 
amongst  our 
neighbours  as 
Sell',  Life  is 
with  us.  As  the 
journal  is  a  new 
one,  Mr.  Punch 
has  much'  plea- 
sure in  presenting 
its  proprietors 
with  a  report  of 

Sport  on  the  First  which  has  been 
furnished  to  him  by  an  experienced 
French  "  Gentlemans-Ride're,"  re- 
gardless of  expense : — 

Hotel  de  France  et  Les  Deux  Mondes,  W.C., 
September  1,  1876. 

MY  DEAR  EDITOR-IN-CHIEF, 

You  have  asked  me  am  I  Sportsman  P  It  was  an  insult ! 
A  Frenchman  is  always  brave.  To  be  Sportsman  one  must  also  be 
brave.  Therefore  a  Frenchman  is  always  Sportsman.  Why  ?  Be- 
cause he  is  brave.  "  This  may  not  be  truth,"  you  say.  No.  It  is 
something  better— it  is  logic  ! 

I  am  Sportsman,  and  I  have  many  friends  of  distinction  who  are 
also  Sportmans.  They  are  French.  On  August  31st  we  met  at 
your  grandest  London  square — your  square  where  WILLIAM  SHAX- 
sprERKE  (the  Immortal  WILLIAMS  !  Ah !  he  was  a  great  'man,  a 
very  great  man— nearly  as  great  as  our  own  ALEIANDKE  DUMAS) 
points  to  a  fountain  which  plays  but  seldom,  and  we  discussed — you 
ask  what  ?  What  should  "  Gentlemans-Rideres  "  discuss  ?  Why, 
the  Sport.  Long  live  the  Sport!  We  decided,  we  three  "  Gentle- 
mans-Ride'res,"  to  go  and  shoot  your  partridges,  your  swallows,  your 
pheasants,  your  rabbits,  your  sea-gull !  Ah !  you  think  we  French 
do  not  know  your  Sport— your  1st  September !  You  are  mistaken ! 
Miserables,  you  are  all  mistaken !  We  know  the  Sport  very  well. 

We  dressed  in  full  costume ;  we  were  prepared  for  the  terrors  of 
the  Chase.  The  MABQUIS  DE  CHATEAU  ORDINAIRE  wore  green 
velvet,  the  VICOMTE  DB  POMMBS  FRITES  blue  satin,  and  I  red  cloth, 
for  I  love  to  chase  the  artful  hare.  We  all  had  large  horns  worn 


round  the  body,  and  our  hunting  swords  dangled  at  our  sides.  The 
Marquis,  as  our  leader,  wore  a  plume  of  feathers  in  his  jock6  hat  — 
our  jockfe  hats  were  only  trimmed  with  gold.  Yon  see,  we  French 
Sportmans  know  how  to  dress. 

We  took  our  places  in  the  train,  and  soon  reached  the  wood  we 
had  fixed  on.  It  belonged  to  a  gentleman  who  had  advertised.  I 
quote  his  communication ;  it  has  appeared  in  your  Times : — 

SHOOTING  over  1500  Acres  for  Two  Months.— A  Gentleman,  having 
been  prevented  from  shooting  his  well-preserved  Manor,  ii  desirous  of 
having  two  or  three  Gentlemen  to  shoot. 

This  Sportsman  he  could  not  shoot  his  manor !  Then  could  he 
shoot  us 't  We  would  put  him  to  the  test,  and  prove  your  boasted 
"  crack  shots  "  was  a  nonsense.  France  would  then  triumph,  as  she 
has  always  triumphed.  Is  she' not  Civilisation  ?  And  is  not  Civilisa- 
tion another  name  for  Triumph  f  If  you  do  not  believe  me,  ask 
VICTOR  HUGO.  It  is  his  affair. 

When  we  reached  this  assassin  "  Gentlemans-Ridere  "  he  explained 
himself  to  us.  He  did  not  wish  to  shoot  us.  It  was  not  to  be  a  duel, 
but'a  bargain.  A  bargain !  You  are  miserables,  you  are  touts,  you 
are  a  nation  of  shopkeepers  I  The  advertising  assassin  wished  to  let 
his  shooting  at  so  much  a'month !  The  advertisement  was  an  insult, 
a  nonsense ! 

But  were  we  to  be  baulked  ? .  'We  had  come  to  brave  danger — to  be 
baptised  with  fire.  We  made  up  our  minds.  We  could  undergo 
something  more  dreadful,  more  dangerous,  than  a  duel.  We  mould 
go  out  shooting  with  one  another  J  Had  we  not  all  been  provided 
with  shot-proof  under-waistcoats,  who  would  have  lived  P  We  fired 
at  everything  P  And  the  result  P  We  made  a  "  bags  "  !  Ah !  you 
see  we  know  your  terms  of  sport!  We  have  a  "  TattersaU's 
Fran9ais,"  we  nave  also  a  "  bags  "  !  This  was  the  contents  of  our 


One  _  Plume  of  Green  Feathers,  shot  off  the  jocke  hat  of  M.  le 
Marquis. 

Two  Pigs.    The  Viscount  aimed  at  a  stack  of  hay  and  killed  the 
"  porkeres." 
•  One  Dog.    He  got  in  my  way  as  I  was  shooting  at  a  Cow. 

One  Finger,  belonging  to  M.  le  Vicomte.  M.  le  Marquis  was  the 
marksman. 

One  Sheep.  He  walked  up  to  my  gun  to  taste  it  as  I  was  letting 
it  off. 

And  one  Fox !    We  all  killed  Aim .'    Hurrah !    Hip,  hip,  hip ! 

But  you  insolent  islanders  are  unsympathetic  I  Instead  of  carry- 
ing us  home  in  triumph,  the  villagers  (whom  we  had  summoned  to 
our  sides  with  a  long  solo  on  our  horns)  heaped  upon  our  heads 
reproaches.  Nay,  it  was  worse.  M.  le  Marquis  was  actually  bathed 
in  the  pond  of  horses !  But  we  will  be  avenged  I  Our  children 
shall  avenge  us !  You  hear,  our  children  shall  avenge  us !  Beware 
and  tremble ! 

We  left  the  country  amidst  gre»t  "  reclamations."  and  travelled 
iome.  When  we  got  to  Leicester  Square  the  1st  of  September  was 
over! 

Receive  my  salutations  the  most  distinguished. 

(Signed)  LE'CHEVAUER  CANARD. 
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SOCIAL    BEINGS. 

WEARIED  BY  LONDON  DISSIPATION,  THE  MARJORIBANKS  BROWNS  GO,  FOB,  THE  SAKE  OP  PERFECT  QITIET,  TO  THAT  PICTURESQUE 
LITTLE  WATERING-PLACE,  SHRIMPINGTON-SUPER-MARE,  WHERE  THEY  TRUST  THAT  THEY  WILL  NOT  MEET  A  SINGLE  SOUL  THEY  KNOW. 

ODDLY  ENOUGH,  THB  CHOLMONDELEY  JONESES  GO  TO  THE  SAME  SPOT  WITH  THE  SAME  PURPOSE. 

Now,  THESE  JONESES  AND  BROWNS  CORDIALLY  DETEST  EACH  OTHER  IN  LONDON,  AND  ARE  NOT  EVEN  ON  SPEAKING  TERMS  ;  YET 
SUCH  IS  THE  DEPRESSING  EFFECT  OF  "PERFECT  QUIET "  THAT,  AS  SOON  AS  THEY  MEET  AT  SHRIMPINGTON-SUPER-MARE,  THEY  RUSH 
INTO  EACH  OTHER'S  ARMS  WITH  A  WILD  SENSE  OF  RELIEF  1 


THE  BRITON  ABROAD. 

(A  few  useful  Sentences,  to  be  translated  into  French  and  German,  for  the 
use  of  all  true  Britons.) 

BE  good  enough  to  show  me  a  Room 'furnished  in  the  English 
fashion. 

Please  get  me  some  Brandy  and  Soda  Water. 

I  want  some  Eggs  and  Bacon  and  three  cups  of  Tea  for  my  Break- 
fast. 

Will  you  show  me  a  Shop  where  I  can  get  Buns  for  my  Wife's 
lunch,  and  Muffins  and  Crumpets  for  the  Children's  tea. 

I  shall  require  a  Beefsteak  and  a  bottle  of  BASS'S  Ale  at  one  o'clock. 

Get  me  a  Cab — a  Hansom,  if  possible. 

Where  is  the  English  Church  ? 

Where  does  the  English  Doctor  live  ? 

Is  there  an  English  Lawyer  in  this  town  ? 

Where  can  I  see  all  the  English  papers  ? 

Where  can  my  Wife  get  English  dresses  ? 

Where  can  I  get  English  cigars  ? 

For  dinner  I  shall  want  some  Oxtail  Soup,  a  Cod's  head  and  Oyster 
Sauce,  and  a  Sirloin. 

I  should  like  half  a  dozen  bottles  of  Ginger-beer. 

Do  you  know  how  to  mix  Shandy-gaff  ? 

Have  you  a  copy  of  Sradshaw  ? 

Where  can  I  get  Murray's  Guide  f 

I  see  that  there  is  a  "  Jardin  Anglais  "  in  this  town.  Be  good 
enough  to  direct  me  to  it. 

Bring  me  the  Times  and  this  week's  Punch. 

What  do  they  think  here  of  the  Prisons  Bill,  the  Education  Act, 
ana  the  new  btatue  to  the  late  Prince  Consort  at  Edinburgh  ? 

1  suppose  you  were  all  surprised  to  find  "  DIZZY  "  accepting  a  call 
to  the  Upper  House  ? 

I  shall  want  a  Tub  in  the  morning. 

Not  know  what  a  "  Tub  "  is !    Why  a  Bath,  to  be  sure. 


No  Bath  in  this 'town ! 

What !  you  don't  think  I  shall  be  able  to  get  a  Bath  in  the  whole 
country ! 

Order  my  traps  to  be  put  back  into  the  Omnibus.  I  shall  leave 
for  England  by  the  next  train ! 

THE  BULGARIAN  STATUS  QUO. 

THE  status  quo  f    As  'twas  before  ? 

The  state  of  bondage  to  the  Turk  ? 
Mahometan  misrule  restore  ? 

Confirm  the  Moslem's  fiendish  work  ? 

Oh  devilry,  that  far  and  wide 

Has  ruin  o'er  Bulgaria  spread, 
And  blood,  by  Summer  scarcely  dried 

Upon  the  half-unburied  dead ! 

Think  of  Batak  made  Moloch's  den, 

That  Tophet.  and  its  putrid  mire ; 
Heaped  with  the  skulls  and  bones  of 'men ; 

The  charnel-relics  marked  with  fire ; 

Those  blackened  walls,  and  those  remains. 
Women's  and  babes'— the  worst  that  tell ! 

The  status  quo  f    Bulgaria's  plains 
Relinquished  to  the  hordes  of  hell  ? 

Unless  the  British  Lion's  roar 
Is  mere  bombast,  ye  Statesmen,  No ! 

Diplomacy  shall  not  restore 
That  execrable  status  quo  ! 


LITERABY. — An  article  in  a  daily,  entitled  The  Political  History 
of  Sucks,  is  to  be  followed  up  by  Social  Memorials  of  Swells. 
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THE    STATUS   QUO. 


TUBKEY.  "  WILL  YOU  NOT  STILL  BEFRIEND  ME  P  " 

BRITANNIA.  "BEFRIEND  YOU  ?— NOT  WITH  YOUR  HANDS  OF   THAT  COLOUR!" 
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THE    CLERICAL    DRAMA. 

HE  subjoined  adver- 
tisement is  no  pa- 
rody. It  was  cut 
bodily  out  of  a 
newspaper : — 

WANTED,  an 
ASSISTANT 
CHOIR-MASTKR  for 
Holy  Trinity,  Hordes- 
ley.  Duties,  to  attend 
two  Sunday  cervices 
and  to  conduct  two  re- 
hearsals weekly.  Tenor 
voice  preferred.  Salary 
£20.  Chorister  Boy«  arc 
also  required.  To  those 
•who  posseM  good  voices, 
and  have  a  fair  know- 
ledge of  music,  £4  a 
year  can  be  offered. 
The  Organist  would 
also  be  glad  to  receive 
applications  from  Ama- 
teur Gentlemen  desir- 
ous of  joining  the 
Choir.— Address,  &c., 
&c. 

Nor  is  there  any 
reason  to  suppose 
this  notification  to  have  been  the  hoax  of  a  wag.  But  had  the 
"Theatre  Royal  "been  substituted  for  "Holy  Trinity,1'  "  Weekly  Per- 
formances" for  "Sunday  services."  "  Conductor  "  for  "Organist," 
"  Chorus  "  for  "  Choir,"  and  if  "  dress  "  had  been  inserted  before 
"  rehearsals."  would  it  not  have  passed  for  a  genuine  announce- 
ment from  the  Management  of  a  set  of  operatic  performances ':  If, 
however,  Holy  Trinity  is  a  Ritualist  Church,  there  is  candour^  as 
far  at  least  as  its  musical  direction  is  concerned,  in  advertising 
for  "Amateur  Gentlemen"  who  may  be  "  desirous  of  joining  the 
Choir."  But  is  not  this  partial  ?  To  be  perfectly  straightforward, 
ought  not  the  controllers  of  the  whole  concern  to  advertise  also  for 
Amateur  Roman  Catholic  Priests  to  assist  their  Clergy  ? 


BEN-CHIRON'S  COUNSELS. 

A  Paraphrase  for  the  Period. 

BEN-CHIBON  to  his  pupil  thus  began 
(STAPPORDT/S,  plumed  to  pose  in  battle's  van) : — 

Aspiring  youth,  well  worthy  of  my  pains, 
You  now  are  free.    Now  grasp  yourself  the  reins ; 
The  Commons'  Chariot  all  alone  control. 
I  drive  no  more,  for  I  have  gained  the  goal : 
A  Crown-^-of  strawberry  leaves,  notparsley — calls. 
Mv  wearied  footsteps  seek  serener  Halls, 
Where,  far  from  press  of  Party's  fiercer  frays, 
I  trust  in  dignity  to  end  my  days. 
Yet  hear,  STAKFOKDUS,  hear,  before  we  part, 
A  few  'cute  wrinkles  on  the  Leader's  art ! 
Not  now  the  day  of  demigods  indeed, 
Yet  may  you  find  my  maxims  worth  yonr  heed : 
Though  HARTINGTONIUS  no  HECTOR  be, 
You  no  ACHILLES,  some  shrewd  fights  you  '11  see. 
So  listen,  ere  the  embattled  hosts  approach, 
To  the  experienced  counsels  of  your  "  Coach." 
These  are  the  arms  which  smote  PKMJDES  proud, 
And  whose  mere  menace  meaner  warriors  cowed. 
This  is  the  sword  oft  crossed  with  PAM'S  sly  steel, 
And  whose  keen  point  made  e'en  GLADSTONIUS  feel. 
No  Titan  thews.— yet  lither  limbs  are  few ; 
No  ponderous  glaive,— but  then  its  temper 's  true. 
'Tis  not  from  length  of  limb  all  victories  flow, 
Not  to  sheer  biceps  all  our  force  we  owe  ; 
Long  odds  by  art  we  lessen  or  remove, 
And  skill  and  patience  poorest  plights  improve. 
So  have  I  fought,  so  'gainst  defeat  made  head, 
And  so  my  hosts  to  slow,  sure  victory  led. 
Think  not,  STAFFORDOT,  that  your  happier  fate, 
Forces  less  few,  less  faint,  and  foes  less  great, 
Can  fix  your  rule.    New  "  GATES  "  may  yet  be  found, 
Your  serried  ranks  with  discord  may  resound. 
Heed  your  Gymnasiarch,  therefore.    He  goes  hence, 
And  may  not  leave  you  all  his  skill  of  fence, 


His  tricks  of  feint  and  parry ;  yet  you  "ve  seen 

His  style,  STAFFORDCH,— and  you  're  scam-ly  green. 

Your  sword-arm  slight,  trust  not  to  iwashing  fierce, 

But  cool  dexterity  of  carte  and  tierce. 

GLADSTONIUS,  iron-thewed,  like  THOR  may  smite — 

I  've  stood,  or  stayed,  his  strokes  in  many  a  fight ; — 

Bom  s  the  trenchant  cuts  and  thrusts  like  flame — 

Full  oft  he  's  matched  me  at  the  Sworder's  game ; — 

But,  though  they  fall  in  thunder,  Hash  as  fare, 

Cool  fence  the  doughtiest  blades  may  foil  or  tire. 

Yet  watch  those  twain,  GLAMTOMI :s  ddi  fly.     II. • 

Now  fells  his  oaks  or  tills  his  glebe  with  glee ; 

Music  and  verse  and  lettered  ease  control 

His  ancient  ardour,  and  make  soft  his  soul : 

But  'ware  ACHILLES  waking  !     His  the  stroke 

That  my  most  cunning  guard  top  often  broke ; 

And  his  the  strenuous  foining,  fine  though  fierce, 

Through  which  my  point  might  prick,  but  scarce  might  pierce. 

BuuMMlo's  stark  sword-play  now  is  seldom  shown, 

I!ut  dodge  his  onset,  would  you  hold  your  own. 

The  rest  I  pass.    No  youthful  Champion  yet 

Recalls  the  daring  days  I  half  regret : 

7  fought  young  heroes ;  equal  war  you  '11  wage 

With  mediocrities  of  middle  age. 

At  least,  pro  tern.,  and  after— who  can  say  ? 

'Tis  yours  to  arm  for  the  immediate  fray. 

Aim  not  at  tasks  too  arduously  great, 

Choese  those  where  tact  and  patience  wait  on  fate. 

GLADSTONES  overleaped  himself,  and  fell, 

And  well  you  know  his  blunder  served  me  well. 

That  third  stiff  Irish  wall,  with  Bungdom-Dyke, 

Brought  even  him  a  cropper.    Shun  the  like  ! 

In  the  long  race  lash  not  too  soon,  nor  lag, 

But  watch  the  going  of  the  rival  nag  ; 

Hang  at  his  withers,  let  Aim  force  the  pace, 

Then,  if  he  swerve,  spur  on  and  win  the  race  ! 

STAFFORDTJS,  learn,  what 's  little  understood, 

To  play  the  waiting  game — it 's  goal  is  good. 

At  once  yourself  and  Party  you  will  bless, 

And  crown  your  course,  as  I  do,  with— Success ! 

The  highest  ?    That  let  casuists  decide ; 

At  least  we  win  the  stakes  for  which  we  ride. 

Which  won,  that  man 's  a 'muff  who  owns  remorse 

Not  to  have  entered  for  another  course. 


TRAVEL  TWADDLE. 

MODERN  Travellers  seem  to  find  such  ready  sale  for  the  rubbish 
they  call  "  Notes,"  that  we  may  expect  very  soon  to  hear  of— 

An  Afternoon  in  Amsterdam,  with  an  exhaustive  analysis  of  the 
Dutch  character. 

A  Morning  in  Mesopotamia,  giving  the  Author's  reasons  for 
believing  in  the  non-existence  of  NIMROD  as  a  historical  personage. 

A  Night  in  Nigritia, with  an  account  of  the  most  obvious  pheno- 
mena of  its  Flora  and  Fauna. 

Half-an-Hour  in  New  York,  with  an  exhaustive  consideration  of 
American  financial  and  political  prospects. 

Five  Minutes  in  the  Crater  of  Vesuvius,  with  a  description  of  its 
effect  on  the  Author's  circulation. 

Truly  SIDNEY  SMITH  was  right  when  he  said,  modern  travellers 
were  much  like  a  man  who  professed  to  tell  you  all  that  happened 
inside  a  house  because  he  had  had  time  to  count  its  windows. 


WHO  CAN  TELL? 

"  TITLE  of  Earl  to  descend  to  heirs  male, 
Merely  a  nominal  form  of  entail  ?  " 
How  do  you  know  ?    Still,  as  ever,  alive, 
Again  mayn't  a  Widower  possibly  wive  t 
And  know  you  no  cases  of  evergreen  men 
Who  were  made  happy  fathers  past  three-score-and-ten  ? 
If  strong  enough  yet  for  the  State  vessel's  steerage, 
May  not  a  Nobleman  hand  down  a  peerage  ? 
Did  not  a  COKE,  EARL  OF  LEICESTER,  late  wed, 
Leaving  a  son  to  be  Earl  in  his  stead  ? 
What  may  or  may  not  happen,  'twere  senseless  to  say, 
But  then  don't  assume  'tis  too  late  in  the  day, 
Nor  conclude,  with  undue  and  unthinking  temerity, 
That  the  Beaconstield  Earldom  won't  pass  to  posterity. 


CON.   FROH  COSXAUOHT. 

Av  ye  plaze,  Sorr,  when  ought  a  Monk  to  sit  by  a  fire  f 
Shure,  when  he  's  cowl'd. 
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OFFICERS'    GRIEVANCES." 

Red-Nosed  Captain  of  Twenty-Jive  years'  Service  (to  Stout  ditto).  "  BEASTLY  SHAMB 

TO    'RETIRE'   US  JUST  AS  WE  'BE   GETTING    USEFUL  !" 


NEW  REGULATIONS  FOR  THE  PROTECTION  OF  SEAMEN. 
(By  an  Indignant  Anti-Plimsollite.) 

1.  THAT  no  Officer  shall  address  a  Sailor  with  his  head  covered. 

2.  That  all  vessels  shall  bo  provided  with  spring-beds  and  hair-mattresses 
for  the  use  nt  Sailors. 

3.  That  no  Sailor  shall  be  required  to  do  duty  when  it  rains,, or  when' the 
deck  is  wet. 

4.  That  no  Sailor  shall  be  prevented  from  taking  .his  wife  to  sea,  and,  if  he 
desires  j),  his  family. 

5.  That  the  Captain  shall  always  have  in  stock  not  less  than  twelve  bassinets 
and  twelve  infants'  bottles. 

6.  That  no  Sailor  shall  be  required  to  stand  at  the  wheel  in  summer  with- 
out a  parasol,  or  in  winter  without  a  hot-water  tin.    Parasols  and  hot-water 
tins  to  be  supplied  bv  the  Captain. 

7.  That  there  shall  be  one  portrait  of  MH.  PI.'MS'LT,,  not  less  than  2  ft.  x  1 
ft.  ii  in.,  in  all  forecastles,  and  that  the  Captain  shall  always  have  not  less 
than  three  in  stoek. 

8.  That  no  Sailor  shall  be  required  to  go  aloft  after  sunset,  unless  provided 
with  lanterns,  which  one  of  the  Officers  shall  hold  for  him. 

Any  breach  of  the  above  Regulations  shall  be  punishable  by  a  fine  not 
crag  i'L'(H)  for  the  iirst  offence,  and  for  the  second,  £500,  together  with 
suspension  of  certificate. 

By  Order  of  the  Committee, 

(Signed)— for  the  B**rd  of  Tr*de, 

Tnos.  GK*Y,  Secretary. 

COSTUME  IN  KEEPING. 

"  OF  all  sweet  things,"  said  BERTHA,  "for  the  sea-side,  give  me  a  serge." 
The  Ancient  Mariner  shook  his  head.    He  didn't  see  the  joke. 

HOME  AND   FOHKK1X. 

MRS.  MAI.APKOP  has  of  course  expressed  herself  as  particularly  horrified  by 
the  "Atrocities  in'Belgravia." 


and  Le 


THE  ASCENT  OF  THE  APE. 

"The  servant  of  the  future  is  found.  M.  VICTOR  MEUNIEH 
baa  eolred  the  domestic  servant  question ;  the  Honker  is  to  re- 
place the  Man.  .  .  In  his  opinion  the  larger  species  of  Monkey, 
when  duly  trained  and  taught,  would  be  quite  capable  of  re- 
placing our  JOHNS  and  MARYS."— Standard. 

"  The  Monkey  has  been  taught  to  work  in  the  tea-gardens  of 
China,  just  as  an  experienced  Chinaman  works,  picking  the 
suitable  leaves  and  letting  the  others  be.  .  .  In  the  ancient 
Arabian  myths  the  Ape  was  first  described  in  writing  as  the 
tenant— though  an  unwilling  one,  and  by  craft — of  Han." — 
Tfit  World. 

Si  MIA  (SATYBUS)  loquitur— 

THE  Servant  of  the  Future !    Oh,  confound  it ! 

At  last  then  they  have  found  it, 
The  Open  Secret.    Purblind  potterers  Men ! 
Hit  on  a  truth  by  chance,  though,  now  and  then. 
Utilisation  of  the  Ape  ?    Good  gracious ! 
Their  savants  sage  and  voyagers  veracious, 
Their  DAKWTNS  and  Du  CHAILLUS,  not  a  few, 
Their  travellers  and  theorists  old  and  new, 
From  MABCO  POLO  to  MONBODDO,  ought — 

A  Monkey  would  have  thought — 
To  have  suggested,  ere  need  urged  their  wits  on, 
The  notion  which  at  last  this  MEUNTEK  hits  on. 
By  HANUMAN,  'tis  ominous !    Cheap  labour 
Is  what  the  boobies  call  their  "  burning  question." 
Will  they  not  hail  it  as  a  bright  suggestion 
To  utilise  their  hairy  next-door  neighbour  ? 
Who  in  intelligence  and  tact  may  rival) 

Dame  Nature's  last  "  survival ;  " 
Who  needs  no  dress,  for  liquor  has  no.  liking, 
And  knows  not  the  philosophy  of  "  striking  "  P 

Civilised  Apes  ?    Beshrew  the  degradation 

Of  what  these  mortals  call  Civilisation ! 

Hard  work  and  worry,  wickedness  and  pleasure — 

Worst  curse  of  all ! — No  liberty,  no  leisure ! 

Better  the  woods,  where  life  is  tree  and  jolly, 

Free  from  the  bonds   of   School  -  Boards  a 

Fottet. 

Who  would  not  rather  be  a  free-born  Monkey 
Than  a  poor  Clerk,  a  Statesman,  or  a  flunkey  ? 
DABWIN  's  a  duffer.    Anyhow,  no  Ape 
Has  an  ambition  to  take  human  shape 

Closer  than  cruel  Nature 
Has  fashioned  some  of  us  in  make  and  stature. 
We  are  not  flattered — vastly  the  reverse ! — 
By  family  likeness  like  to  be  our  curse. 

A  Monkey  on  a  board, 
Decked  out  with  coat,  and  cap,  and  broom,  and 

sword, 
Is  a  Poor  parody  of  the  "  man  and  brndder  " 

Whicn  makes  wise  Simue  shudder. 
And  now  this  MEUNIEB — may  his  game  be  stayed — 
Would  nniversalise  the  masquerade ! 
It  seems  AH  SING,  the  cunning  Chinaman, 

Has  hit  upon  a  plan 
To  undercut  himself  for  labour  cheap, 
Found  in  the  lowest  depth  a  lower  deep, 
And,  for  himself  at  nothing  sticking, 
Cans  all  by  setting  Monkeys  tea-leaf  picking ! 
Ban !  have  we  duped  proud  man  for  ages  past, 
But  to  be  made  a  cat'spaw  of  at  last  P 

Never ! 

At  least  if  Simite  from  Pern  to  Siam 
Of  the  same  way  of  thinking  are  as  /am. 
They  flatter  us,  and  call  us  deft  and  clever, 
But  to  betray  us  to  the  proletariat. 

That  MEUNIER  's  an  Iscariot ! 
No  doubt  they  'd  like  to  utilise  poor  Jacko. 
A  labourer  whom  beer  and  bad  tobacco 
Had  no  attractions  for,  a  household  drudge 
Whom  "  followers  "  and  finery  failed  to  spoil, 
Were  such  auxiliar  to  the  tribes  of  toil 
As  muddled  Man  most  needs.    But  if  I  'm  judge 
Of  Monkey-Mind,  my  tribe  has  no  affection 
For  this  particular  species  of  "  selection." 
Men  claim  us  as  their  ancestors— poor  creatures ! 

Ape  parentage  is  scarce  apparent  now, 
Descent  has  sadly  marred  their  form  and  features. 
Where  is  the  graceful  tail,  the  family  brow  ? — 
But  Servants !     Hang  it !  no  egregious  Frenchman 

Shall  make  this  Ape  his  henchman ! 


no 
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COMMON    OBJECTS    ON    THE    SEA-SHORE. 

(As  I  see  them  every  day,  din!  all  tiny  long,  from  my  Marine  View 
Lodgings.) 

A  GERMAN  Band,  consisting  of  a 
cornet,  a  clarionet,  two  horns, 
and  a  trombone— all  dreadfully 
out   of   tune.    This    orchestra   ia 
sometimes    reduced    to     a    duet 
between   the    trombone   and    the 
junior  horn;  the  remainder  of  the 
'artistes    deserting    their    instru- 
ments to  forage  for  half- 
pence. 

An  Old  Woman,  with 
Cakes  of  an  indigestible 
character.  This  person  is 
in  the  habit  of  forcing  her 
pernicious  wares  upon 
children,  and  then  appeal- 
ing to  their  parents  for  pay- 
ment. 

An  Organ-grinder,  with 
an  instrument  playing  five 
old  comic  songs.  The  front 
of  his  organ  is  "ornamented 
with  a  panorama  of  nothing 
in  particular,  which  moves 
slowly,  and  [has  a  tendency 
to  stick. 

Another  Organ-grinder, 
with  a  very  inferior  instru- 
ment indeed.  His  entertain- 
ment is  strengthened  by  the 
presence  (in  a  cosmopolitan  uniform)  of  a  deeply-aggrieved  Monkey. 
The  Monkey  is  conscientious  in  the  discharge  of  his  official  duties, 
but  evidently  (from  his  demeanour)  allows  his  thoughts  to  stray  far 
away  from  the  scene  of  his  labours. 

Yet  a  third  Organ-grinder,  who  howls  to  his  own  accompaniment. 
His  favourite  air  is  "  Santa  Lucia"  which  he  delivers  as  if  it  were 
a  dirge  suitable  to  the  wake  of  a  Hottentot  Chieftain.  After  11  A.M. 
this  person  is  generally  under  the  influence  of  liquor. 

Two  Foreigners  (dirtyand  blasphemous),  with  a  wiry  Pianoforte 
mounted  on  a  truck.  Whilst  one  of  them  grinds  out  (in  eccentric 
time)  "  The  Conspirators'  Chorus  "  from  La  Fills  de  Madame  Angot, 
the  other  fiercely  demands  money  from  nervous-looking  old  Ladies. 
A  very  dirty  Swiss  Boy,  with  a  heart-broken  guinea-pig.  This 
young  scamp  is  importunate,  and  has  the  habit  of  thrusting  his 
animal  before  the  faces  of  easily-frightened  Ladies  and  children. 
He  receives  your  angriest  remonstrances  with  an  impudent  grin, 
and  only  moves  off  on  the  appearance  of  a  Policeman. 

A  thick-set,  loud-voiced,  illiterate  person,  in  a  rusty  suit  of  black, 
who  delivers  what  he  is  pleased  to  consider  "  Sermons  "  to  a  satirical 
crowd  of  holiday  makers.  His  "discourses"  are  frequently  profane, 
generally  ill-considered,  and  invariably  vulgar. 

A  Maiden  Lady,  of  an  uncertain,  or  rather  of  a  very  certain  age, 
with  "a  Mission."  In  the  pursuit  of  what  she  considers  to  be  her 
duty,  she  is  unduly  familiar  with  young  men,  rude  to  old  men,  and 
a  nuisance  to  the  rest  of  the  creation. 

A  Punch  and  Judy  Show,  with  what  the  French  would  call 
"  risque"  dialogue,  and  an  exceedingly  melancholy  Dog  Toby. 

A  Music-Hail  Singer,  with  a  choice  selection  of  music-hall  songs. 
This  person  generally  puts  up  at  the  best  hotel  and  frequently  in 
the  afternoon  drives  down  the  High  Street  in  a  pony  carriage. 

Three  Foreigners  (nationality  vague)  with  a  bagpipes  and  a  penny 
whistle.  They  are  clad  in  sheepskins  and  leg  bandages,  and  are 
much  given  to  shrieking  and  howling  in  the  neighbourhood  of  rival 
entertainers. 

A  Highland  Piper,  evidently  from  the  glens  of  Shoreditch.  He 
wears  the  McMosES  tartan,  and  discourses  in  broad  Cockney  slang. 

Negro  Serenaders  of  every  hue.  Those  conducted  by  persons 
wearing  the  garb  of  Punch  should  be  more  avoided  than  the  rest. 
As  a  rule,  these  troupes  are  less  refined  than  the  others.  It  must  be 
clearly  understood  that  this  is  not  saying  very  much  for  "the 
others." 

A  "Woman  with  a  Tray,  containing  a  stock  of  imitation  jewellery 
and  useless  articles  ornamented  with  shells.  When  this  harpy  puts 
in  an  appearance,  care  should  be  taken  to  keep  an  eye  upon  any 
stray  articles  of  apparel  that  may  be  lying  about. 

Some  sentry-boxes  upon  wheels,  called  bathing-machines.  These 
vehicles  are  generally  sandy,  and  are  invariably  fitted  up  with 
nails  so  placed  that  the  clothes  of  the  bathers  may  be  caught  and 
destroyed.  They  have  no  springs,  and  are,  therefore,  well  adapted 
for  the  perpetration  of  practical  jokes  on  the  part  of  the  horse- 
drivers. 


And,  lastly,  the  commonest  object  on  the  Seashore  is  a  liquid  very 
frequently  little  less  impure  than  our  own  noble  river  the  Thames, 
a  liquid  that  is  the  attraction  of  all  the  poor  health-seekers  who 
fiock  to  its  adulterated  borders — in  other  words,  the  Sea ! 


THE  LATEST  BAGS. 

THE  RIGHT  HON.  W.  E.  G E.  A  hatchet,  a  hoe,  a  watering- 
pot,  and  two  thousand  jocular  excursionists. 

The  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EABL  OF  B D.  Eight  hundred  and 

seventy-five  leading  articles,  a  couple  of  addresses,  one  patent  of 
nobility,  and  a  coronet. 

The  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  &; D  N E.  Two  thousand  seven  hun- 
dred and  sixty-five  additional  cares,  a  few  months  of  reprieve,  and 
the  Leadership  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

The  MOST  NOBLE  THE  MARQUIS  OP  H N.  A  couple  of  hundred 

congratulations  from  the  Liberal  benches,  and  the  claim  to  an 
increase  in  popularity. 

The  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EAEL  G E.    One  new  opponent. 

The  RIGHT  HON.  ME.  PUNCH.  Two  million  tons  of  paper,  con- 
taining jokes  about  "  Dizzr  "  and  the  "  field"  for  "  beacons." 


FASHION'S  DRAM. 

LEAVE  to  grosser  natures  sunk 

Deep  in  vice,  the  Demon  Gin, 
Tempting  wretched  creatures  drunk 

Onwards  in  the  paths  of  sin ! 
Ladies,  wreathe  the  grateful  bowl 

With  adornments  floral, 
While  we  steep  the  cultured  soul 

In  a  draught  of  Chloral ! 

Sing  Chloral-oral-oral-lv — 
Sing  Chloral-oral-ly-do! 

Sleeping  off  its  heavenly  dreams, 

Lovely  visions  steep  the  soul, 
While  del.  tretn.  raves,  and  shakes,  and 
screams, 

In  fusel  oil  and  alcohol. 
Horrors  that  we  only  know 

Through  our  channels  aural. 
What  care  we  for  others'  woe, 

Wreathed  in  fumes  of  Chloral  ? 
Sing  Chloral,  &c. 

Wives  there  are,  so  scandal  cries, 

Born  with  vicious  men  t6  flirt ; 
Others  worse,  unless  she  lies, — 

Even  homes  and  kin  desert. 
If  we  seek  oblivion,  still 

We  at  least  are  moral. 
To  the  brim  a  bumper  fill ! 

Fashion  soaks  in  Chloral ! 

Sing  Chloral,  &o. 


PEERAGE  AND  POST. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  Belfast  News  Letter,  reporting  current 
rumours,  says : — 

"  I  have  also  heard  since  my  last  communication  on  this  subject  that  the 
QUEEN  has  offered  the  Earldom,  with  remainder,  to  MR.  RALPH  DISRAELI 
(the  brother  of  LORD  BEACONSFIEL.D,  and  to  whom  he  is  much  attached), 
with  descent  in  the  mail  line." 

The  Belfast  News  Letter  announces  news  indeed.  The  Earldom 
of  Beaconsfield  may  be  considered  as  an  honour  awarded  as  well  to 
literary  as  to  political  eminence ;  but  were  it  really  true  that  the 
QUEEN  had  offered  that  dignity  to  the  Premier's  brother,  with 
descent  in  the  mail  line,  Her  Majesty's  subjects  would  certainly 
think  that  their  Most  Gracious  Sovereign  entertained  a  very  peculiar 
idea  of  the  kind  of  person  who  is  meant  by  the  description  of  "  a 
man  of  letters." 

European  Want. 

WANTED,  for  the  settlement  of  the  Eastern  Question,  to  govern 
the  Turkish  Provinces,  and  control  populations  of  different  races  and 
religions,  an  able,  energetic,  ami  honest  Man,  of  any  persuasion, 
who  believes  everything  that  all  reasonable  men  believe,  but  keeps 
all  other  dogmas  and  opinions  which  he  may  hold  to  himself,  or,  at 
any  rate,  would  not  allow  them  in  the  slightest  degree  to  influence 
his  conduct  in  dealing  with  the  subjects  over  whom  somebody  or 
other  is  required  to  preside  who  could  keep  them  in  order. 

Of  course  Mr.  Punch  knows  of  such  a  person,  whom  modesty 
forbids  him  to  name,  and  besides  who  is  otherwise  engaged. 


I 
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AN    ACCEPTED    ATTENTION. 

Sefrtshment-Bar  Swell.  "  Now,  Miss,  WHAT  WILL  YOU  HAVE  ? " 
Barmaid.   "  NOTHING,  SIR,  THANK  YOU  1 " 
Swell.  "On,  HAVE  SOMETHING!    COME— ANYTHING  YOU  LIKE!" 
Barmaid.   "  WELL,  SIR  "—(presents  Pen,  Ink,  and  Subscription  List) — "  GIVE  ME 
SOMETHING  FOR  THE  HOSPITAL  FUND  !  1 " 


SEASONABLE  SUGGESTION. 

You  have  seen,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  that  the  venerable 
EARL  RUSSELL  has  added  to  his  reputation  for  episto- 
lary writing  by  a  letter  about  the  Bulgarian  horrors,  to 
the  Times,  wherein  he  says  : — 

"  It  U  necessary  to  stop  the  atrocities  in  Turkey  with  a  stron? 
hand,  and  if  the  Minister  for  Foreign  Allaire  doc«  not  do  this 
Parliament  must  interfere.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  I  considei 
an  Autumnal  Session  of  Parliament  to  be  necessary." 

And,  dear  Sir,  note  in  the  communication  above-quoted 
a  charm  in  general  supposed  to  be  peculiar  to  youth, 
directly  contrary  to  that  mistrust  and  suspicion  com- 
monly thought  to  characterise  advanced  years.  Thai 
is,  the  charm  of  innocence.  I  wonder  what  LORD  BEA- 
roxsFiKLn  said  and  did  when  he  read  the  foregoing  pro- 
posal for  an  Autumnal  Session '(  He  now  is  an  Earl  too, 
and  bound  to  deport  himself  as  such,  therefore  cannot 
condescend  to  undignified  language  or  gestures.  Bu1 
must  he  not  have  taken  a  mental  sight,  and  inwardly 
asked  whether  his  noble  friend  saw  any  green  in  his 
eye  ?  _  The  Premier's  stars  have  been  fortunate,  and 
especially  in  the  coincidence  between  the  storm  aroused 
by  the  Turkish  barbarities  and  the  Vacation.  There  is 
no  Opposition  now  to  extort  avowals  or  admissions,  or 
inconvenient  disclosures,  and  to  move  a  vote  of  cen- 
sure, or  a  resolution  for  the  recall  of  SIB  HENRT  ELLIOT. 
But  this  is  what  EABL  RUSSELL  would  advise  Kuu, 
BEACONSFIELD  to  have.  In  five  months'  time  the  storm 
will  probably  have  blown  over,  and  something  lucky 
have  turned  up.  An  Autumnal  Session !  Doesn't  the 
fine  old  Whig  Veteran  wish  he  may  get  it  ?  The  idea, 
still  more  the  proposal,  of  such  a  thing,  betokens  a 
heart  indeed  incapable  of  guile.  O  sancta  timplicitas 
of  a  green  old  age,  and  a  mind  untainted,  with  all  its 
experience  of  what  MBS.  MALAFROP  calls  Downey  Street ! 
It  transcends  even  the  simplicity  of  a  babe  and 

SUCKLING. 

P.S. — And  fancy  the  possibility  of  an  Autumnal  Ses- 
sion in  the  height  of  the  shooting-season ! 


Mem.  for  the  Month. 

REMEMBER,  Remember, 

The  month  of  September, 
And  jury  lists  hung  on  church,  door, 

If  exemption  you  claim  ; 

And  struck  off  get  your  name, 
If  to  serve,  you  account  it  a  bore. 


LEAVING  HOME. 

(A  Social  Contrast  of  Two  Ways.) 

THE  WRONG  WAT. 

Edwin.  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  go  somewhere. 

Angelina.  You  have  been  such  a  long  time  making  up  your  mind 
that  the  summer  has  quite  gone. 

Edit-in.  Well,  I  see  you  have  packed  up  your  box.  What  a  heap 
of  useless  things  you  are  taking.  You  've  got  enough  to  set  up  an 
old  clothes  shop. 

Angelina.  I  have  left  half  of  them  out  to  go  into  your  portmanteau. 
l  ou  know  you  will  have  room  for  them  —  your  scanty  wardrobe 
would  scarcely  provide  a  change  for  a  scarecrow. 

Edwin.  Let  us  drop  the  luggage  for  a  while,  and  consider  where 
we  shall  go.  What  do  you  say  to  Switzerland  ? 

Angelina.  I  have  always  hated  mountains  ;  but,  if  you  want  to  go 
to  bapon,  I  suppose  I  shall  be  dragged  there. 

Edwin.  Sapon !  When  I  want  to  gamble  I  generally  manage  to 
do  it  at  the  Club. 

Angelina.  You  needn't  remind  me  of  your  folly— robbing  the  home 
that  you  may  show  your  brother  members  that  you  don't  understand 
whist. 

Edwin.  Not  understand  whist,  indeed !  Well,  never  mind,  I  shall 
go  there  to-night. 

Angelina  (laughing  nervously).  No,  no,  you  silly  fellow,  I  didn't 
lean  what  I  said.  But  about  this  trip  '( 

Edwin.  What  do  you  say  to  Italy  ? 

Angelina.  I  detest  pictures  and  mosquitos,  and  am  never  well 
when  I  am  living  under  a  cloudless  sky. 

Edwin.  Oh  hang  it !     Let 's  go  to  Paris. 

Angelina  (with  the  air  of  a  martyr).  Of  course  I  will  do  anything 
you  please. [And  off  they  go  to  enjoy  their  holiday. 

VOL.  LXXJ. 


THE  RIGHT  WAT. 

Edwin.  Well,  I  suppose  we  must  go  somewhere. 

Angelina.  You  could  not  have  chosen  a  better  moment  for  the 
suggestion.  London  is  quite  empty,  and  the  Continent  will  be 
simply  charming  at  this  season  of  the  year. 

Edwin.  Well,  I  see  you  have  packed  up  your  box.  Now  are  you 
quite  sure  you  have  enough.  Mind,  you  mil  want  something  nice 
for  the  tobies  d'hote,  and  plenty  of  warm  things  for  the  evening. 

Angelina.  My  dear,  I  have  got  almost  too  many  things,  but,  in 
spite  of  that,  I  shall  have  plenty  of  room  for  your  wardrobe.  One 
box  between  us  will  save  a  lot  of  trouble. 

Edwin.  Let  us  drop  the  luggage  for  a  while  and  consider  where 
we  shall  go.    What  do  you  say  to  Switzerland  ? 
_  Angelina.  I  have  always  delighted  in  mountains.     It  will  be 
simply  charming.    And  mind  we  must  go  to  Sapon. 

Edwin.  Sapon  I  Oh  no,  I  have  given  up  gambling.  The  home, 
my  love,  has  oeen  a  far  stronger  attraction  than  the  Club. 

Angelina.  And  yet  you,  I  have  always  understood,  are  one  of  the 
very  best  whist-players  in  London. 

Edwin.  If  you  natter  me  like  that  I  shall  go  off  to  the  Club  to- 
night to  test  my  cleverness. 

Angelina  (laughing  heartily).  No,  no,  you  silly  fellow,  I  didn't 
mean  what  I  said.  But  about  this  trip  ? 

Edwin.  What  do  you  say  to  Italy  ? 

Angelina.  I  revel  in  pictures.  And  you  know  that  I  am  never  so 
well  and  happy  as  when  I  am  living  under  a  cloudless  sky. 

Edwin.  Well,  my  darling,  we  will  have  a  little  Switzerland,  a 
little  Italy,  and  a  good  long  bit  of  Paris. 

Angelina  (with  the  air  of  an  angel].  Of  course,  dearest,  I  will  do 
anything  you  please.  [And  off  they  go  to  enjoy  their  holiday. 
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HAPPY-THOUGHT    NOTES    IN    IRELAND. 

A  Conipanion — On  Home-Rule — Disappointment — Arrival — Bray 
—  The  Confidential  Carman — A  Ruse — Out  of  it— A  Nate 
Development— Notes  on  Types — My  Carman— About  Bray — 
The  Promenade — Its  Views  and  its  Prospects — The  Mysterious 
Letter-box — Mount  and  away — To  the  Hilk  ! 

APPILY  it  is  a  very 
pretty  line  from 
Dublin  to  Bray : 
short  and  sweet. 

A  Country  Gen- 
tleman gets  into 
the  carriage  with 
me,  and  talks  of 
the  London  sea- 
son, of  the  Operas, 
of  the  Zoo,  of 
Skating  Kinks — 
of  London  topics 
generally.  I  turn 
his  attention  to 
Ireland.  He  ig- 
nores Ireland.  I 
take  for  granted 
that  he  is,  at 
heart,  a  Home- 
Ruler.  He  is  nei- 
ther at  heart,  or 
head,  anything  of 
the  sort.  He  hopes 
that  "we"  (he  is 
speaking  of  him- 
self and  country) 
"  never  shall  have 
Home-Rule." 

"Not  a  Par- 
liament, "I  ask, 
"on  Stephen's 
Green  ?  " 

I     hazard    the 

mention  of  "Stephen's  Green,"  being  entirely  unacquainted  with 
its  locality.  Nor  do  I  ever  remember  having  met  with  any  account 
of  the  particular  STEPHEN  from  whom  the  Green  originally  took 
its  name.  However,  I  need  not  trouble  myself  as  to  the  history  of 
Stephen's  Green,  as  my  companion  scorns  the  idea  of  an  Irish 
Parliament,  either  on  Stephen's  or  anybody  else's  Green. 

"  What  'ud  we  do  with  a  Parliament  ?  We  're  not  a  people  to 
govern  ourselves  at  all." 

I  am  silenced.  As  an  Englishman  in  Ireland,  I  compassionate 
my  companion,  just  as  I  should  a  French  Anglophobist,  who 
wUl  insist  on  decrying  all  his  own  institutions,  praising  ours,  and 
refusing  to  speak  the  language  of  his  own  native  country. 

I  want  to  meet  a  genuine  Home-Ruler,  or  a  hot-headed,  warm- 
hearted Fenian.  My  notion  of  Ireland  has  been,  up  to  now  (thanks 
to  a  course  of  novels,  and  English  newspapers),  that  all  Irish  were, 
au  fond,  the  deadly  foes  of  England ;  that  they  were  pining  for 
their  liberty  —  pining  to  repeal  the  Union,  and  to  demonstrate, 
actively,  that  they,  equally  with  the  rest  of  BRITANNIA'S  family, 
"never,  never,  never  would  be  Slaves  " — and  certainly  not  "here- 
ditary bondsmen  "  to  their  brother  Britons. 

My  fellow-traveller  points  out  what  a  pretty  country  this  is,  with 
the  villas  dotted  about  among  the  trees,  and  the  view  of  the  Bay  on 
our  left.    I  am  obliged  to  him  for  the  attention.     Then  he  speaks 
of  Bray.     "A  charming  place,"  he  says,  "  but 'tis  a  pity 'tis  in 
Ireland.    We  do  nothing  with  it.    No,  S'ir,  we  're  behind  Time." 
His  last  remark  refers  to  his  country,  not  to  the  train. 
He  gets  out  before  I  can  pursue  the  conversation. 
If  this  is  a  specimen  of  a  genuine  son  of  Old  Ireland,  then  I  am 
disappointed. 

I  had  expected  to  meet  with  patriotism  everywhere.  I  had  ex- 
pected that  sympathy  from  a  Saxon  would  nave  been  like  tht 
proverbial  "praise  from  SIB  HUBKKT  STANLEY."  It  might  have 
been  received  by  Irishmen  suspiciously  at  first,  but,  after  a  while, 
it  would  have  been  welcomed  with  effusion.  No;  if  I  come  to 
Ireland  inclined  to  be  more  Irish  than  the  Irish,  I  shall  return  to 
England  to  be  more  English  than  the  English;  unless  I  succeed. in 
finding  the  realisation  of  my  ideal  of  an  Irishman  in  Ireland,  that 
is,  a  thorough-going,  warm-hearted,  impulsive,  anti-Knglish-nile, 
old-iashioned  landlord,  residing  on  his  own  estate,  and,  being  eon- 
tent  to  chance  his  rents,  beloved  by  his  tenantry.  If  I  do  not  come 
across  this  typical  Irishman,  I  shall  regretfully  note  down  that, 
like  the  gods  of  the  heathen,  they  are  all  gone  out  of  the  way,  and 
there  is  none  that  is  good  for  anything — no,  not  one. 
Bright,  cheerful,  and  pleasant  is  Bray  (where  the  train  now  stops), 


both  landward  and  seaward.  "  Ho  !  there !  an  outside  car !  "  Or, 
stay !  First  let  me  consider.  I  want  to  see  all  of  the  country  I  can 
this  afternoon,  'twixt  one  and  six,  before  going  on  to  Rathdrum 
—a  first  flying  visit  (all  through  PLUMPTON  AND  Spur,  who  may 
be,  even  now,  telegraphing  to  me  at  Dublin  to  come  up  and  be 
examined),  just  to  prospect  a  route  for  the  second. 

For  such  a  drive  as  I  require,  an  outside  earruan  might  ask  me  an 
"  outside  price." 

Huppy  Thought. — Consult  the  Station-Master.  He  knows.  I 
look  round  to  ascertain  where  his  office  is,  or  if  anybody  is  there 
of  whom  I  can  say  at  once,  "  This  is  the  Station-Master  ! 

I  am  the  solitary  arrival  at  Bray ;  and  all  the  cardrivers  outside 
are  doing  their  best  to  arrest  my  attention,  by  winking,  waving  their 
whips,  and  touching  their  hats. 

"  A  cy-arr,  your  Honour  r1 " 

"  This  way,  Sorr  !    An  outside  cyarr  ?  " 

"  Want  a  cyarr,  Sorr  ?  " 

A  red-haired,  red- whiskered,  red-faced  'man  in  a  dirty  white 
overcoat,  slips  in,  cautiously,  through  the  station-gate.  Evidently 
he  is  risking  something  in  passing  the  boundary  of  the  railings. 
He  has  a  whip  in  one  hand,  while  with  the  othar  he  touches,  a 
weather-beaten,  shapeless  wide-awake.  He  is  bowing,  and  sidling 
up  to  me,  addressing  me  in  an  insinuating  whisper,  as  if  he  were 
really  putting  me  up  to  a  good  thing,  "Me  cyarr  'a  there,  Sorr!  " 
he  says,  pointing  with  his  whip  over  his  shoulder  ;  "ye  '11  be  wonting 
a  cyarr,  maybe,  for  the  Dargle  and  Po'rscoort.  Ye '11  take  me, 
Sorr  ?" 

"  I  must  see  the  Station-Master  first,"  I  reply,  somewhat  sternly, 
thinking  that  this  will  settle  him. 

He  whispers,  anxiously — as  though  he  were  tempting  me  to  some 
horrible  crime — uncommonly  like  Danny  Mann  proposing  the  murder 
of  the  Colleen  Sawn  to  Mr.  Ilardress  Cregan, — "Ah,  then,  Sorr, 
ye  '11  promise  ye  '11  take  me.  Sorr,  when  ye  've  seen  him  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.    Where  is  he  P  " 

"  Sure,  Sorr,  he  '11  be  forenenst  there,  Sorr,  somewheres,"  pointing 
out  vaguely  up  the  line  ;  "  but  I  think  he  was  on  the  thrain  that's 
gone  down  this  minit."  Then,  having,  as  he  considers,  demonstrated 
to  me  the  comparative  improbability  of  an  interview  with  the 
Station-Master,  he  resumes  his  most  insinuating  tone,  and  whispers, 
"  I  '11  drive  yer  Honour  out  to  the  Dargle  and  Po'rscoort,  and  ye  '11 
see  him  whin  we  come  back." 

A  porter,  passing,  directs  me  to  the  Station-Master,  standing  by 
a  gate.  For  the  moment  my  confidential  Carman  appears  con- 
siderably disconcerted. 

I  walk  towards  him,  followed  by  my  insinuating  friend,  whose 
confidential  manner  now  changes  to  one  of  earnest  entreaty  :  "  Ye  '11 
not  forget  me,  Sorr !  mine 's  the  cyarr,  Sorr !  I  '11  take  yer  as  chape 
as  anny  of  'em,  Sorr !  "  Then,  as  I  leave  him  behind — for,  evidently, 
he  doesn't  like  to  venture  too  near  the  Station-Master — he  says,  in  an 
imploring  whisper,  "  Ye '11  mind,  Sorr,  ye 've  promised  me  ye '11 
take  my  cyarr,  Sorr.  Ye  will,  Sorr  ? "  Then  being  compelled  to 
retire  by  my  advance  towards  the  Station-Master,  he  concludes  with 
a  master-stroke,  as  though  a  bargain  had  been  struck  between  us. 
"  Ah,  then,  God  bless  yer  Honour !  'Tis  me'  cyarr  ye'  11  take,  God 
bless  yer  Honour !  "  he  says,  with  an  air  of  pious  gratitude,  that 
seems  to  overwhelm  me  with  thanks  for  having  saved  him  and  his 
family  from  starvation  by  employing  his  car  for  the  afternoon.  My 
heart,  which  is  soft,  and  remarkably  impressionable,  is  touched, 
and  I  am  just  on  the  point  of  turning,  and  telling  him  that  Iieill 
avail  myself  of  his  services,  when  I  fancy  I  hear  the  rippling  of  an 
imperfectly  suppressed  titter,  among  his  fellow-carmen  at  the  rails 
outside,  who,  it  appears,  have  been  watching  the  scene  with  in- 
tense enjoyment,  ready  to  pounce  on  me,  as  a  victim,  should  their 
more  adventurous  companion  fail  in  his  object. 

Jfappi/  Thought. — An  incident  in  a  "  Sentimental  Journey." 

Civil  Station-Master  introduces  me  to  a  most  respectable  Carman 
of  a  most  decidedly  Hebraic  cast  of  countenance.  Did  I  not  know 
him  to  be  an  Irishman,  I  should  describe  him,  offhand,  as  a  respect- 
able Jew-farmer.  I  am  certain  I  could  find  his  counterpart  in  any 
flower-shop  in  Coyent  Garden  Market,  or  in  any  ready-made  tailor 
establishment,  or  in  a  West-End  auction-mart,  or  old  furniture- 
shop.  His  costume  only  is  Irish.  His  old-fashioned  dark-blue, 
tight-sleeved  coat,  with  big  side-pockets,  his  red  pocket-handker- 
chief necktie,  his  proud  prodigality  of  shirt  (wherein  lies  the  essen- 
tial secret  of  his  respectability),  and  his  low-crowned,  broad-brimmed 
ancient  beaver — which  he  has,  apparently,  been  at  some  pains  to 
brush  the  wrong  way — are  all  characteristic  accessories  of  a  picture 
most  decidedly  Irish.  Yet  I  have  seen  a  duplicate  of  this  man — 
clothes  and  all — in  Cornwall.  Only,  his  nose  (I  mean  as  the  Ollen- 
dorf  system  would  explain  it,  "  the  nose  of  the  man  in  Cornwall ") 
was  not  so  Judaically  developed.  Perhaps  the  man  wasn't  quite 
finished.  At  a  ripe  age,  his  nose  would  be  quite  a  piece  of  Mosaic 
work  in  itself.  (This  I  should  note  as  a  genuine,  if  rare,  instance  of 
"  Typical  Development.") 

Happy  Thought  (for  "  Typical  Developments ").— Nature,  like 
History,  repeats  herself. 
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I  feel  inclined  to  address  my  friend  as  "  MR.  O'SoLOMONS."  I  am 
not,  as  it  happens,  far  out.  His  name,  he  informs  mo  is  MR. 
O'SuLLiVAN  ;  and,  as  I  hear  him  answer  pleasantly  to  the  name  of 
"JERKY,"  1  fairly  conclude  that  on  his  card  would  be  inscribed 
"  MR.  JEREMIAH  O'SULLIVAN."  Now,  if  ever  there  were  a  genuine 
Hebraic  priunomen,  it  is  "  JKKKMIAH."  It  is  grand,  it  is  lofty. 
"  JKKKMIAH  the  Prophet"  is  lofty,  noble,  grand.  But  reduce  it  to 
"  JKKRY,"  and  it  is  at  once  Irish  and  familiar.  To  the  words  of 
JKHKMIAII  the  Prophet  (1  mean  apart  from  our  traditional  knowledge 
of  such  a  person)  you  would  listen  with  profound  reverence.  To 
JHIKY  the  Prophet  you  would  send  six  stamps  to  his  office  at 
Boulogne-sur-Mer,  and  request  his  list  of  good  things  for  the  next 
Spring  Meeting,  by  return  of  post.  This  is  indeed  a  subject  which 
may  give  quite  a  new  turn  to  my  work  on  Typical  Dcrclnjtments, 
which  is  to  be  not  for  an  age,  but  for  all  time. 

lluppy  Tliniiijht. — DIMS  o'Si  I.UVA-S  (or  O'STJLKIMAN  or  O'Sozo- 
MONS)  belong  to  what  LORD  BKACONSKIELU  would  (years  agoj 
called  "  the  Hebrew  Caucasian  Race,"  or,  rather,   "  the  Hebrew 
Cork-Asian  Race  "  P 

MK.  O'SULI.IVAN'S  car  is  a  model  of  what  a  car  should,  he: 
harness  and  plated  rail  highly  polished ;  a  tiger-skin  rug  thrown 
over  the  seat  for  the  passenger's  comfort  when  cold ;  and  a  fast  cob 
that  can  face  a.  hill  bravely,  and  descend  safely. 

llnii/.—  Just  one  word.  My  companion  in  the  train  was  right. 
I  regret  being  obliged  to  admit  it.  As  regards  Bray,  he  was  right. 
Why,  if  Londoners  could  only  have  such  a,  little  marine  Paradise  as 
Bray,  within  thirty-live  minutes'  rail  of  the  Metropolis— which  is 
the  time  occupied  in  the  journey  between  this  and  Dublin — what  a 
Brighton  it  would  be!!  If  such  a  place  were  the  same  distance 
from  Paris,  would  Trouville  have  a  ghost  of  a  chance  ?  But  he 
Bray,  which,  for  colour  and  situation,  is  an  Irish  Dawlish,  with 
Dublin  for  its  Exeter,  hardly  anything—  i.e.,  nothing  "  to  speak  of  "— 
has  been  done. 

An  intelligent  gentleman,  with  whom  I  got  into  conversation 


drainage  .  .  .  .  ahem!  "  Impossible!  Is  it  the  old,  old  sea-side 
story  once  again  ?  Or  have  I  come  across  the  only  cynic  in  Bray  ? 
If  indeed  it  be  so,  then  I  tear  myself  from  thee,  my  pride  of  the 
Sea  !  Beautiful  Bray,  I  must  away  ! 

Happy  Thought.  (Ilamlet  at  Bray.}  —  "  Break,  break  my  heart  ; 
for  I  must  hold  my  "  —  nose. 

But  for  scenery,  for  excursions  by  land  and  by  sea,  for  champagney, 
exhilarating  air,  for  "  local  colour  "  as  rich  as  the  coast  of  Devon, 
and  for  country  quiet,  with  town  life  within  three-quarters  of  an 
hour's  rail,  commend  me  to  Bray.  Were  I  an  Irishman  and  a 
millionnaire—  say,  for  example,  MISTEB  0'RoTHScnn.p—  I  would  buy 
Bray,  and  entrust  the  management  of  it  to  those  distinguished  for 
liveliness,  even  among  "  our  lively  neighbours,"  who  have  brought 
to  such  a  pitch  of  perfection  the  amusements  of  Boulogne,  Dieppe, 
and  Trouville.  I  would  send  for  the  new  Race  game,  from  Dieppe 
(an  enormous  success  this  season),  and  at  the  end  of  five  years 
MH.  O'lloTHSCHiLD,  of  Big  Bray,  would  buy  up  all  the  other 
Rothschildren  in  Europe. 

But  ME.  JEREMXAH  O'SiTLirvAN  is  flourishing  his  whip. 

The  only  object  of  interest  that  positively  strikes  my  eye,  and 
impresses  itself  on  my  memory,  is  a  large  box,  fixed'  to  the  wall, 
about  four  feet  from  the  ground,  labelled  in  very  large  tree. 
"  MR.  O'TOOLE'S  LETTERS." 

It  is  impossible  to  avoid  standing  in  front  of  this  letter-box,  and 
meditating'on  MR.  O'TooLE's  letters."  Of  course  MK.  O'TooLE  must 
live  far  away  among  the  mountains,  in  perhaps  some  glorious  ruin 
of  an  ancient  palace  (for  the  O'TooLKS  were  Kings  of  Ireland,  as 
were  several  other  people  as  well),  and  ''making  a  descent  on  Bray, 
to  take  a  sniff  of  civilisation  (I  am  not  thinking  even  of  the  drainage 
question,  which  would  not  .interest  MR.  O'TOOLE),  and  pick  up  his 
letters.  Does  he  come  for  his  letters  himself,  in  all  the  pride"  of 
•u8  ??c'ent  royalty,  or  are  there  any.  reasons  why  the  O'TooLE 
should  not  come  in  person  ?  Has  he  never  yet  bowed  his  proud 
head  before  the'  Tyrant  Saxon,'  and  consequently  does  the  great 
•  TOOLE  send  DAN,  the  faithful  'piper  of  the  clan  into  the  station  to 
retch  the  letters,  while  his  Chief  awaits  him  at  the  hill-side,  out  of 
the  town,  and  then  retires  to  the  fastnesses  of  his  native  mountains 
to  decipher  his  correspondence  ?  Methinks  I  see  .... 

"  There  '11  not  be  time,  Sorr,  f9r  the  Dargle,  the  Waterfall,  an' 
Po  rscourt,  an'  be  back  here  again  by  sivin,  barr'n  ye  come 
borr,    says  MR.  O'SrLLivAN,  who  has  left  his  car,  in  order  to 
me  to  action. 

In  a  crack  of  the  whip  we  are  away. 


now, 
arouse 


PLANT  AND  PARASITE. 

WHEN  would  you  think  of  looking  for  a  flea  in  a  Kentish  field  ? 
Whenever  you  go  to  catch  it  on  the  hop. 


SUICIDE    IN    THE    SOLENT. 


G 


I:NTI.I:MEN  and  others  taking  an  Au- 
tumnal or  occasional  holiday  are 
lnrtby  cautioned  to  discontinue 
the  dangerous  practice  of  yachting 
or  rowing  about  in  the  vicinity  of 
Portsmouth.  Shots  from 
tin'  adjacent  batteries  at 
Browndown  are  continu- 
ally Hying  over  the  heads 
or  plunging  into  the  water 
close  alongside  of  those 
foolhardy  persons  who  do 
not  take  especial  pains  to 
steer  clear  and  get  out  of 
the  line  of  fire.  No  atten- 
tion whatever  can  be  paid 
by  the  tiring  party  to  any 
request  conveyed  to  them 
through  a  look-out  man 
who  may  possibly  be  at 
hand,  to  desist  from  firing 
until  the  idlers  who  have 
strayed  into  danger  shall 
have  got  out  of  it,  for  the 
former  have  their  own  bu- 
siness to  mind,  and  not 
the  hitter's  safety.  Should 
any  boat,  from  neglect  of 
due  precaution  on  the  part 
of  those  onboard  her,  get  knocked  to  pieces  in  consequence  of  happen- 
ing to  sail  too  near  the  batteries  on  the  coast  of  the  Solent  whilst  the 
artillery  are  practising,  the  survivors,  if  any,  should  be  liable  to  be 
taken  before  a  Magistrate  and  heavily  fined ;  and,  as  for  the  rest, 
their  bodies  having  been  recovered  and  an  inquest  held  upon  them, 
the  Coroner's  jury  ought  to  return  a  verdict  of  felo  de  te.  For  now 
everybody  is  aware^that  firing-parties  do  not  take  cognisance  of  any 
vessels  even  if  notified  to  them  to  be  within  their  aim,'  it  is  fair  to 
conclude  that  all  people  they  may  kill  must  be  persons  who  have 
wilfully  sought  their  own  salvation.  In  their  case  it  must  be  se 
nffendendo ;  it  cannot  be  else  with  anyone  who  may  be  killed  by  a 
cannot-shot.  in  the  Solent. 


DIRECTION  TO  CABDRIYERS. 
(See  Daily  News.) 

CRAWLING  along  the  side  of  a  thoroughfare  (say  the  Strand)  in 
want  of  a  fare,  it  you  happen  to  see  an  innocent-looking  party 
walking  in  your  direction,  pull  up  and  inquire  if  he  is  going,  for 
instance,  to  such  and  such  a  Railway  (say  the  Charing  Cross) 
Station.  If  he  says  yes,  then  ask  him  if  he  would  mind  getting  into 
your  vehicle,  because  you  want  to  drive  that  way,  but,  unless  you 
are  carrying  a  fare,  will  not  be  able  to  get  past  the  Policeman. 
Should  he,  good-naturedly  thinking  to  assist  you,  jump  into  your 
trap,  convey  him  as  far  as  it  suits  yon,  when  suddenly  draw  up,  get 
down,  and,  grasping  the  cab-door  handle,  request  him  to  pay  you  a 
fare  of  one  shilling.  Most  likely,  in  order  to  avoid  being  involved 
in  trouble  and  loss  of  time  through  resisting  your  extortion,  he  will 
submit  to  it  and  pay  you  the  money ;  or,  should  he  refuse,  you  can 
summon  him  to  a  Police  Court,  where  it  will  be  easy  for  you  to 
swear  that  he  called  you  off  your  stand. 


WHAT  THEY  TAKE  ABROAD. 

What  She  takes. — Three  black  silk  Dresses  (Princesse,  Watteau, 
and  Duchesse) ;  one  green  satin  Robe,  with  bows ;  one  fancy  Silk, 
with  embroidered  apron  ;  two  black  Grenadines  (one  square  cut) ; 
two  white  Grenadines,  with  lace  trimmings  ;  four  white  Tops  (two 
warranted  to  wash) ;  one  violet  Skirt,  with  apron  and  jacket ;  four 
Dinner  Dresses  (violet,  pink,  pink  and  black,  and'  blue^ ;  three 
Polonaises  (yellow,  green,  and  red) ;  one  white  worked  Top,  with 
Cardinal  bows ;  two  seal-skin,  one  black  silk,  and  three  black  cloth 
Jackets ;  long  fur  Cloak,  Ulster,  and  grey  travelling  Polonaise ; 
four  Hats  (Gainsborough,  Brigand,  Shovel,  and  Pork-pie) ;  four 
Bonnets  (black,  blue,  violet,  and  red) ;  Linen  (14  cwt.) ;  Boots, 
Slippers,  &c.  (1  cwt.) ;  extras,  toilet,  &c.  (76  Ibs.). 

What  UK  taki'x. — Linen  (10  Ib.) ;   two  flannel  Shirts;  an  extra 

Siir  of  Boots  ;  his  Sponge,  Combs,  and  Brushes ;  and  a  wideawake 
at.  ^ 

APOLOGY  FOR  SOME  YorxG  LADIES.— Girls  will  be  Boys. 


*     • 
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HOW    WE    MANAGE    OUR    LITTLE    AFFAIRS    OF    THE    HEART    IN    SCARBOROUGH. 


MAEVELS  OF  MODERN  TEAVEL. 

THAT  people  should  put  up  with  a  miserable  conveyance  called  a 
Cab  to  take  them  to  the  Station,  when,  by  a  little  agitation,  they 
might  secure  carriages  as  comfortable  as  the  coupe  of  Paris  or  the 
caroyza  of  Milan. 

That  travelled  Englishmen,  knowing  the  buffets  of  the  Continent, 
should  tolerate  the  miserable  Refreshment  Rooms  to  be  found  at 
nearly  all  the  English  Stations. 

That  persons  who  know  the  Swiss  Railways  should  rest  satisfied 
with  the  miserable  accommodation  afforded  in  England  to  second 
and  third-class  passengers. 

That  men  habituated  to  Club  Dinners  should  never  murmur  at 
the  well-peppered  soup,  the  venerable  fish,  and  the  tough  meat  of 
first-class  Hotels. 

That  Family  Parties,  accustomed  to  the  attention  of  their  servants 
at  home,  should  never  object  to  paying  a  mob  of  Hotel  harpies 
extravagantly  for  imaginary  services. 

That  sea-goers,  who  have  heard  of  the  boats  of  the  P.  and  0.,  and 
the  steamers  running  between  England  and  Ireland,  should  patro- 
nise the  miserable  vessels  plying  between  Dover  and  Calais,  and 
Folkestone  and  Boulogne. 

That  any  sane  person,  knowing  the  horrors  of  a  rough  two  hours, 
should  ignore  the  fact  that  the  Castalia  starts  four  times  a  week 
from  Dover. 

That  Englishmen,  accustomed  to  the  freedom  of  their  birthright, 
should  submit  to  be  examined,  as  if  they  were  the  boldest  type  of 
smugglers,  on  the  frontiers  of  every  country  in  Europe. 

That  English  Ladies,  used  to  the  comforts  of  home,  should  submit 
so  patiently  to  the  privations  of  Hotels  in  the  Mountains,  and  Inns 
in  Brittany  and  other  wild  parts  of  France. 

That  Londoners,  who  would  never  walk  about  Town  in  anything 
but  broad  cloth  and  a  chimney-pot  hat,  should  perambulate  Paris, 
Berlin,  and  Vienna  in  cheap  suits  of  dittos  and  wideawake  hats. 

That  Church-goers,  who  are  most  devout  at  home,  should  treat 
foreign  Cathedrals  as  if  they  were  Museums,  and  regard  the  wor- 
shippers therein  as  so  many  wild  beasts. 

That  JOHN  BDXL,  who  hates  or  pretends  to  hate  everything 
foreign,  should  ever  go  abroad. 


Lastly,  greatest  Marvel  of  all,  that  Britons,  with  the  finest 
scenery  in  the  world  in  their  own  land,  should  brave  all  the  dirt  and 
discomfort  of  a  foreign  tour  to  secure  a  glimpse, of. the  picturesque. 


ENGLAND  AROUSED. 

"WELL  do  we  to  be  wroth !     Turks  still'are'seen 
To  be  the  Turks  they  were  in  former  times: 

We  wake,  and  find  we  unawares  have  been 
Their  sleeping  partners  in  their  hideous  crimes. 

But  let  impetuous  wrath  not  bear  away 
Indignant  Britons.  Keep  resolved  and  cool, 

Lest  into  crafty  foreign  hands  we  play, 
And  suffer  tricksters  Britain  to  befool. 

The  nations  well  may  cease  to  taunt  us, "now, 
With  sordid  policy  and  selfish  aim. 

Take  care,  with  too  impulsive  clamour  how 
You  do  but  further  their  insidious  game. 

".Perfidious  Albion  "  is  a  bygone  phrase. 

That  once  familiar  cant  we  hear  no  more. 
Are  neighbours  who  forbear  that  cry  to  raise, 

More  conscious  or  less  spiteful  than  of jyore.P 

Serene  they  see  how  Turkish  outrage" works' 
In  generous  British  minds  unbounded  rage. 

Let  not  o'ermastering  ire  against  the  Turks 
Ourselves,  unwise,  in  alien  toils  engage. 


This  William  andlThat. 

THE  commemoration  of  WILLIAM,  Prince  .of  Orange,  in  con- 
nection with  the  Pacification  of  Ghent,  coincided  with  the  appearance 
of  ME.  GLADSTONE'S  pamphlet,  denouncing  the  Turks.  In  one 
respect  the  two  WILLIAMS  stand  contrasted.  -  WILLIAM  OF  OBANGE 
was  celebrated  as  WILLIAM  THE  SILENT,  "whereas  WILLIAM  OF 
HA  WARDEN  is  distinguished  by  speaking  out. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SEPTEMBER  10,  1876. 


THE   DROWSY   POINTSMAN. 

JOHN  BULL.  "COME,  WAKE  UP!    WAKE  UP !     THERE'S  BEEN  A  FRIGHTFUL   COLLISION   DOWN   THE   LINE, 
AND'  WE  LOOK  TO  YOU  TO  PREVENT  ANOTHER  AND  A  BIGGER   SMASH !  " 
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PUTTING    IT    PLAINLY. 

From  a  Paint  of  View  somewhat  too  little  consider*'. 
Poor' Pot-Lover,  loquitur. 

[  know  werry 
well  I  'm  a 
fool, 

And  a  brute, 
and  a  beast, 
and  all  that ; 
Jest  a  drink- 
sodden  Slave, 
'neath  the 
rule 

Of  the  Lords  of 
the  Barrel 
and  Vat : 

But  I  don't  see  my 
way  to  no 
better,  and 
no  one  can't 
show  me — 
that's  flat! 

"  Don't  drink  "  is  yer  tip  ?    Werry  well, 

Jest  supposin'  I  drops  it  to-day, 
When  I  've  done  my  next  nine  hours'  spell 

Of  hard  work,  and  wants  summut  like  play, 
What  good  little  game  can  1  turn  to  ?    Will  any  one  pint  me  the  way  ? 


You  see,  I  ain't  got  no  book-laming, 
Nor  much  in  the  way  of  a  "  taste." 


way  i 
The  Parson's  long  lingoish  yarning 

To  me  is  jest  wearisome  waste. 
/  want  Bummut  easy  and  handy. ^ Where  is  it  ?    Show  up! — and  make  haste. 


Pot-pleasure,  says  you,  ain't  the  best. 

\\Yrry  like,  but  it 's  handy  and  cheap. 
'  >v*  It  don't  cost,  like  a-goin'  fine-drest, 

A  scavenger,  coster,  or  swi-i-p  : 

You  can  have  it  in  pennorths  and  anywheres — long  as 
yer  able  to  creep. 

It 's  comfort,  good  cheer,  and  gay  chat, 
And  forgetfulness,  too,— for  a  spell. 
;  Tli.Te  is  Death  in  the  Pot "  ?     Wot  of  that  '1 

Where  isn't  he '(    P'raps  you  can  tell. 
But,  seen  through  the  froth  of  a  pewter,  he  cheats  yer 
remarkable  well. 

Drink  's  pleasure — our  pleasure.    No  stuff 

lii-i'lod  off  from  a  stool  or  a  tub 
Nicks  that.    Do  yer  think  it 's  enough 

To  jobate  us,  or  shut  up  the  Pub  ': 

If  yer  cuts  off  our  only  eniyment.  we  might  take  to 
wuss,— there 's  tne  rub  ! 

The  likes  o'  me  can't  do  the  swell ; 
Don't  cotton  to  tramping  a  mile 
'Midst  the  Nobs  to  the  tune  of  a  bell. 

Museums  ?    Can't  say  they  're  my  style. 
But  I  'm  game  to  go  in  for  good  fun  on  the  cheap,  if  yer 
makes  it  worth  while. 

Who  speaks  ?    Ah !  jest  so !    Ne'er  a  one. 

That 's  a  poser  as  floors  yer,  I  think. 
Where 's  this  cheap  and  respectable  fun 

To  be  spotted  by  me  ?    There 's  the  kink ! 
Don't  drink  P    All  serene,  if  you'll  pint  me  to  summut 
that 's  better  than  drink ! 


EASTERN  QtrESTION  AND  ANSWEB. 

Lord  B.  The  Bulgarian  atrocities  are  past  recall. 
Mr.  P.  Yes ;  but  your  Ambassador  isn't. 


HINTS  TO  SPOETSMEN. 

Ir'the  birds  are  wild,  endeavour  to  allay  their  fears  by  whistling 
to  them,  scattering  barley  or  bread-crumbs  in  their  track,  taking  off 
your  boots,  blindfolding  the  dogs,  speaking  in  an  under-tone  to  the 
Undcr-Keeper,  and  carefully  screening  your  gun  from  observation. 
If  their  shyness  does  not  wear  off,  you  must  either  crawl  on  your 
hands  and  feet  through  the  wet  turnips,  or  pursue  the  covey  on 
horseback  until  you  are  near  enough  to  single  out  the  young  birds. 
A  lasso  is  of  no  use,  and  a  net  might  lay  you  open  to  suspicion. 

Thick  shooting-boots  are  a  mistake.  If  the  ground  is  wet,  jour 
progress  is  liable  to  be  impeded  by  the  tenacious  adhesion  of  the 
soil ;  and  if  it  is  dry,  there  is  no  occasion  for  such  extraordinary 
protection  to  the  feet.  Patent  leather  shoes  are  not  without  _their 
disadvantages,  but,  on  the  whole,  perhaps  they  are  the  best. 

The  process  of  granting  game  certificates  has  been  very  much 
simplified  of  late  years,  indeed  ever  since  the  Gunpowder  Plot. 
They  are  no  longer  required  to  be  issued  under  the  Great  Seal,  and 
no  preliminary  questions  are  now  asked — perhaps  with  a  mistaken 
leniency — as  to  the  skill  and  experience  of  the  applicant.  In  feudal 
times,  when  the  laws  of  this  country  were  Draconian  in  their 
severity,  if  a  Sportsman  had  shot  his  dog  or  his  friend,  he  ran  a 
great  risk  of  having  his  certificate  suspended,  without  benefit  of 
clergy. 

Noblemen  and  Gentlemen,  and  others  who  enjoy  the  right  of  shoot- 
ing over  many  thousands  of  acres,  may  always  obtain  competent  and 
obliging  Keepers  by  applying  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  or  at  the 
British  and  South  Kensington  Museums.  Uniform  not  objected  to,  if 
the  pay  is  good. 

The  hare  is  a  creature  possessed  of  an  excellent  appetite,  but 
singular  to  relate,  it  will  not  touch  currant  jelly.  The  expe- 
riment has  often  been  tried  by  the  naturalist  and  psychologist, 
but  in  no  one  instance,  not  even  in  the  severest  winter,  has  the  oait 
been  found  tasted.  Rabbits  it  might  be  expected  would  show  the 
same  antipathy  to  onions,  but  such  is  not  the  case,  at  least  within 
the  recollection  of  any  person  now  living. 

Partridges  may  be  lawfully  taken  and  eaten  from  the  1st  of  Sep- 
tember to  the  1st  of  February,  and  pheasants  from  the  1st  of  October 
to  the  same  date  ;  but  no  penalty  attaches  to  eating  bread-sauce  all 
the  year  round. 

The  Game  Laws  do  not  apply  to  poached  eggs  and  Welsh  rabbits, 
and  hare-brained  people  are  not  under  their  protection. 

Sporting  dogs,  such  as  pointers,  spaniels,  retrievers,  and  setters, 
require  a  particular  diet  during  the  season.  Sponge  cakes  soaked  in 


old  Madeira,  and  an  egg  beaten  up  with  brandy,  about  11  o'clock  in 
the  forenoon,  are  recommended  by  the  best  authorities.  Also  a 
little  old  cheese  is  considered  good  for  the  scent. 

Be  content  with  a  moderate  bag.  A  few  pheasants,  six  couple  of 
woodcocks,  three  or  four  brace  of  black  game,  and  capercailzie,  with 
some  snipe,  wild  fowl,  and  golden  plover,  ought  to  satisfy  the  most 
exacting  sportsman. 

If  the  scent  is  indifferent,  sprinkle  the  ground  with  a  little  Ban 
de  Cologne  or  lavender  water,  and  burn  some  pastilles. 

The  best  thing  to  drink  when  out  Shooting  is  some  cold  tea,  or  a 
bttle  oatmeal  and  water,  or  whey,  or,  in  extreme  cases,  gingerade 
taken  in  moderation. 

"  Deal  in  game  "  liberally.  Few  people  are  so  overdone  with 
presents  of  this  kind  as  to  be  driven  to  cry  out "  Toujours  perdrix!  " 
Next  to  an  unexpected  legacy,  perhaps,  there  is  nothing  so  welcome 
as  an  unlooked-for  hamper.  Send  vour  friends  all  the  young  birds, 
keeping  the  old  ones  for  yourself.  'Never  omit  to  pay  the  carriage. 
I  ou  might  almost  as  well  omit  to  pay  your  Income-tax. 

Much  depends  on  the  names  you  give  your  dogs.  In  the  good  old 
double-barrel  and  port-wine  days  Di.  Don,  Dash,  Carlo,  and 
Venus  did  very  well ;  but  the  march  of  intellect  has  reached  the 
stubbles  and  plantations,  and  demands  something  more  enlightened 
and  useful.  Try  how  your  dogs  will  answer  to  School  Board,  Cir- 
cumlocution, Centralisation,  Cosmopolitan,  Evolution,  or  Instinct. 
these  names  do  not  prove  satisfactory,  you  can  but  fall  back  on 
the  old  ones. 

What  a  snare  poaching  is  to  the  poor  and  the  idle  who  are  caught 
therein  ! 
Shun  battues.    If  you  must  be  a  Butcher,  go  and  join  the  Turks. 


Ghost  for  Groom. 
THERE  is,  we  are  informed,  by  a  local  journal, — 

WANTED  a  SITUATION  as  GROOM.— Can  make  himself  generally 
useful.    Left  last  situation  through  death.    Ten  and  a  half  and  four 
years'  character.    Apply  at  — ,  Hill  Street,  Byde. 

The  foregoing  advertisement  appeared  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  Times, 
which  is  at  least  not  generally  known  to  be  a  Spiritualist  organ. 
Where  can  a  Groom,  in  want  of  a  situation,  who  left  his  last 
through  death,  hail  from,  unless  from  the  happy  hunting-grounds  ? 
Spiritualism  must  be  progressing  indeed,  if  servants  who  want 
places  can  now  advertise  for  them  from  the  other  world. 
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AMATEUR    COACHING. 

JENKINS  CAN'T  THTNK  WHAT  HAS  HAPPENED  TO  HW  WHIP  ! 


NOWHERE ! 

A  NEW  ANSWEB  TO  AN  OLD  QCBSTKCf. 
•itettd  to  the  many  whom  "  Turks"  have  inAuyasid  far  Tmrring.) 

WHEW?  shall  we  go  ?     fifty  wander  ?    Let  us  lie 
And  dream  the  days  away  in  this  old  garden. 

Bloom  sweet  IT  flowers  beneath  a  southern  sky  • 
Towered  noblor  trees  in  Tempe  or  in  Arden  ? 

We  '11  shirk  the  eternal  Autumn  question,  ureed 
By  Fashion's  flocks,  bell-wethered  hither,  thither. 

Why  need  ire  in  the  hurrying  mob  be  merged  ? 
Where  go  ?    Nowhither ! 

Where  shall  we  go  ?    Observe  that  Poppy  poised 

On  yonder  ridge  amidst  the  golden  stubble. 
Let  that  hint  answer.    Fame  has  widely  noised 

The  joys  of  journeying  ;  tired  ones  dread  its  trouble. 
If  touched  by  "  Turks  "  fagged  by  the  Season's  toil. 

Wo  long  for/«r  niente,  full,  if  fleeting  ; 
May  we  not  find,  for  once,  on  English  soil 
Cheap  Lotos-eating  '•! 

Where  shall  we  go  ?    "  To  sleep— perchance  to  dream." 

_Such  restful  day-dreams  as  to  sense  are  soothing- ; 
World-worries  whelming  in  a  Lethe-stream, 

Calming  the  pulse,  care-gendered  wrinkles  smoothing. 
Ozone  anon ;  an  opiate  now  we  '11  try — 

Free  talk,  long  lounges,  leaf-sounds,  fragrance  floral, 
\\  hieh  cannot  harm,  since  Nature's  lullaby 

Smacks  not  of  Chloral ! 
Where  shall  we  go  ?    A  hammock  'ncatli  yon  trees 

Is  this  tired  traveller's  present  bourne.    Returning, 
He  '11  beat  the  copse  for  filberts,  if  you  pi, 

( >r  cast  a  fly  where  the  mill-wheel  is  churning. 
Slow  wanderings  in  our  woods  suit  wakening  dawn, 

And  when  eve's  lengthening  shadows  bring  their  benison, 
>\  e  '11  have,  for  lazy  labour  on  the  lawn, 
Tennis,  or  TENNYSON. 


Where  shall  we  go  ?    Nay,  be  the  ttatus  quo 

Our  policy  at  present,  a  la  DIZZY. 
Let  geese  gregarious  flock,  flit  to  and  fro, 

Restlessly  seeking  rest,  most  idly  busy. 
( 'it-haunted  sands  and  tourist-thronged  resorts 

Shall  tempt  us  not.    The  modish  and  the  shoppy 
For  once  we  '11  shun,  and  linger  where  disports 
Peace  crowned  with  Poppy. 


PASSENGERS  IN  HALVES. 

THE  Whitby  Oasette  lias  exercised  some  readers  by  a  fraction  in 
the  following  paragraph : — 

"  TRIP  TO  I,EEr>8. — There  was  a  cheap  eTcnrsion  to  Leed*  on  Monday  last, 
by  which  29 H  pmwpngers  from  this  place  availed  themselves  of  the  opportunity 
of  visiting  that  ancient  and  thriving  town." 

They  who  do  not  know  what  to  make  of  half  a  passenger,  have  no 
children  perhaps,  and  have  never  had  to  take  a  representative  half- 
ticket.  Of  course,  nobody  but  a  fool  would  suggest  that  a  man's  better 
half  might  be  half  a  passenger.  Nor  can  half  a  passenger  be  imagined 
a  likely  result  of  a  railway  collision,  by  which  passengers  are  usually 
more  than  halved,  as  in  the  case  of  a  remarkable  old  woman  which 
was  lately  reported  by  a  contemporary  to  have  occurred  on  the  North 
Eastern,  when — 

"  An  old  woman  who  had  been  riding  on  the  buffer  of  one  of  the  set*  was 
found  cut  to  pieces." 

In  railway  collisions  things  are  not  generally  done  by  halves,  but 
;hose  accidents  for  the  most  part  arise  from  things  being  so  done  in 
railway  management. 


MARCH    AND   MFSIC. 


AT  recent  public  meetings  it  has  been  judiciously  remarked  that 
in  dealing  with  the  Eastern  Question  we  must  mind  how  we  facili- 
ate  the  march  of  Russia.  Phrase  for  The  March  of  Russia — The 
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'THE    MEAT    SUPPLY." 

Bathing-Man.  "  YES,  MUM,  HE  's  A  GOOD  OLD  'ORSE  YET.      AND  HE  's  BEEN  IN  THE  SALT  WATER  so  LONG,  HE  "LL^MAKE  CAPITAL 

BILED  BEEF  WHEN  WE  'RE  DONE  WITH  HIM  ! !  ! " 


WONDEES  OF  THE  AVORLD. 

WONDER  when  a  Paris  Cabman,  will  accept  his  proper  fare  without 
begging  for  a  pour-boire  f 

Wonder  why  it  is  that  foreign  railway  carriages  so  furiously 
shake,  when  they  happen  for  a  wonder  to  be  going  at  a  rate  of  more 
than  twenty  miles  an  hour  P 

Wonder  how  many  dainty  dishes  a  French  chef  could  concoct  out 
of  what  an  English  Cook  would  either  throw  away  as  waste,  or  else 
steal  and  sell  as  dripping  ? 

Wonder  how  many  letters  of  indignant  remonstrance  would  be 
written  to  the  Times,  supposing  that  our  railways  introduced  the 
foreign  system  of  imprisoning  their  travellers  in  stuffy,  stifling 
salles  d'attente  ? 

Wonder  whether  Tubbing  ever  will  be  acclimatised  abroad,  and 
when,  for  lavatory  purposes,  bath  towels  will  then  be  used  instead 
of  little  napkins  ? 

Wonder  why  French  Ladies,  who  are  so  trained  in  all  the  delicate 
nuances  of  etiquette,  do  not  think  it  worth  their  while  to  close  their 
lips  when  eating  P 

Wonder  if  a  British  Tourist  ever  met  a  foreign  Priest  out  walking 
in  the  country,  who  was  not  studying  his  prayer-book  and  carrying 
an  umbrella  r 

Wonder  if  French  Students,  enjoying  their  vacation,  ever  indulge 
in  any  exercise  more  muscular  than  the  athletic  sports  of  dominoes 
and  billiards  ? 

Wonder  what  a  London  Alderman  would  say,  when  invited  to  the 
Mansion  House,  if,  instead  of  luscious  turtle,  he  were  provided  with 
a  plateful  of  Potage  croute  au  pot,  or  lukewarm  toast-and-water 
soup,  such  as  is  so  frequently  supplied  at  tables  d'hote  for  the 
refection  of  the  traveller  ( 

Wonder  if  a  Coachman  could  be  found  in  any  part  of  France  of 
sufficient  self-restraint  to  drive  for  half  a  mile  without  making  his 
whip  crack  ? 

Wonder  why  it  is  that  Foreigners  in  general,  and  fat  Germans  in 
particular,  like  to  travel  with  the  windows  shut,  and  breathing  such 
an  atmosphere  of  smoke  as  would  suffocate  a  chimney-sweep  ? 

Wonder  if,  in  spite  of  all  his  grumbling  when  abroad,  a  man 
could  anywhere  in  England  spend  a  holiday  so  cheaply,  or  cram  so 
much  amusement  into  it  ? 

Wonder  why  it  is  that  Frenchmen  put  such  monstrous  collars  on 
their  cart-horses,  and  what  the  horses,  could  they  speak,  would  have 


to  say  about  them,  and  about  the  little  bells  which  continually 
jingle  on  them  ? 

Wonder  in  what  coming  century  of  progress  it  will  be  possible,  in 
any  English  county-town  hotel,  to  get  so  good  a  dinner,  served  with 
such  alacrity,  and  at  so  little  cost,  as  may  be  found  at  wellnigh 
any  paltry  inn  upon  the  Continent  ? 

Wonder  when  a  Tourist  will  be  able  to  take  his  walks  abroad, 
without  being  expected  to  look  at  all  the  lions  there  ? 

Wonder  when  sea-bathing  will  in  England  be  as  decent  as  it 
everywhere  is  out  of  it  ? 

Wonder  if  French  polish,  when  displayed  to  the  fair  sex,  will 
stand  such  social  wear  and  tear  as  common  British  politeness  ? 

Finally.  Wonder  if  a  Paris  Tourist  as  much  rejoices  to  return  to 
the  asphalte  of  his  Boulevards,  as  an  Englishman  delights  to  put  his 
foot  once  more  upon  his  clean,  soft  Turkey  carpet  ? 


Butchers  in  Belgium. 

THE  Times  Correspondent,  in  his  account  of  the  rejoicings  on  the 
anniversary  of  the  "  Pacification  of  Ghent;"  mentions,  with  reference 
to  the  religious  party  spirit  rampant  in  Belgium,  that,  besides 
"Clerical  washerwomen"  (who  wash  the  Ultramontanes'  dirty 
linen),  and  "laundresses  employed  by  those  of  an  opposite  way  of 
thinking,"  there  are  likewise  " Liberal  Butchers"  and  "Catholic 
Butchers."  Happily,  the  butchery  of  the  butchers  on  both  sides  is 
now-a-days  confined  to  quadrupeds ;  and  no  meat  whatever  _is 
roasted  until  dead. 

Maladies  and  Martyrs. 

THE  "  Martyrs  to  Gout,"  so  called,  are  indeed,  in  a  sense,  martyrs 
to  the  cause  of  gout — good  living.  The  Anti-Vaccinationist  Keighley 
Guardians,  imprisoned  in  York  Castle,  however,  hare  suffered  as 
enthusiasts  for  the  cause  of  contagion,  and  may,  with  the  strictest 
accuracy,  be  styled  martyrs  to  Smallpox. 


GEOGRAPHICAL  CATECHISM. 

Q.  WHAT  do  we  now  call  the  Isle  of  Patmos  ? 
A.  Ireland. 
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THE    BEER-KINQS 'OF    BURTON. 

(See  Newspapert.) 

HOSE  Twain  — a  narrow  es- 
cape they  had 

NYlii-n  we,  by  their  bereave- 
ment lad, 
At  once  well  nigh'werejeft 

to  waU ,  **  <T^;. 
The  two    great.  Brewers  of 

Burton  Ale  ! 
Lo,  BASS  and  ALL.SOPP  in 

a  boat, 

Togetherfishing,  both  afloat ; 
ALLsopphis  brother  brewer's 

guest : 
Upon  Lochquoich's  pellucid 

breast. 

Behold,  BASS  hooks  a  splen- 
did trout. 

Eager  to  see  him  get  it  out, 
ALLSOPP,  as  though  in  boats 

untried, 

Steps  over  to  the  other  side. 
His  weight  no  longer  equal- 
ises 

The  little  bark,  and  it  cap- 
sizes. 
There  was  the  boat  turned 

upside  down, 
With  BASS  and  Ausopp.like 

to  drown 

Together  with  a  brace  of  others, 
Attendant  on  the  brewer-brothers, 
A  Gillie  of  the  Frasers'  Clan, 
And  ANDKKSON,  a  Fisherman. 
They  strove  to  right  the  boat  in  rain ; 
For  o'er  and  o'er  it  turned  again, 
All  four  of  them  to  one  side  clinging, 
Themselves  to  grief  so  nearly  bringing. 
Till  AJTDEKSON,  with  strength  of  hand, 
Presence  of  mind,  and  self-command, 
At  length  contrived  the  boat  to  right, 
By  scrambling  over  opposite. 
Meanwhile,  a  strong  breeze  landward  bore 
The  lot,  and  drifted  them  ashore, 
Some  distance  more  than  half  a  mile, 
On  douce  McPnEE's  adjacent  isle. 

McPaEE,  thou  famous  Highland  Leech, 
The  surge  was  heavy  on  thy  beach, 
Hard  to  get  through— but  safe  they  got ; 
And  ANDERSON  was  tipped  we  wot. 

But  think  what  woe  had  come  to  pass, 
Had  we  both  ALLSOPP  lost  and  BASS  ! 
If  BASS  and  ALLSOPP  too  were  drowned 
A  double  gloom  would  reign  around. 
'Twere  like  our  Premier's  perdition 
With  Leader  of  our  Opposition ; 
Save  that  those  other  men  of.  note 
Were  sailing  both  in  one  same  boat. 
Oh,  what  a  joyful  thing  to  see 
Two  of  a  trade  so  well  agree ! 
Long  live  they,  whilst  we  linger  here 
To  drink  both  BASS  and  ALLSOPP'S  beer. 


SPRING  8POETS. 

WE  have  all  heard  of  a  "Spring  Chicken,"  but  the  "Spring 
Hare '  —unless,  indeed,  he  be  some  relation  to  the  proverbial  lunatic 
sppearing  in  March— is  something  quite  new.  An  innkeeper  at 
Hendon  has  started  one.  It  is  coursed  by  greyhounds ;  and  for  the 
spectators,  betters,  and  backers  there  is  all  the  excitement  of  the 
real  thing,  with  the  additional  charm  of  novelty.  What  an  admi- 
rable invention  for  the  delicate  sentimentality  of  this  rose-water  age ! 

But  why  stop  at  Hares  apparent— but  unreal  ?  Why  not,  with 
the  aid  of  some  of  the  leading  "  Property-men  "  from  the  theatres, 
and  Toy-mechanicians,  and  a  few  other  ingenious  persons,  develope 
the  idea  into  something  really  big  ? 

We  begin  with  a  trifle  light  as  Hare  :  we  may  end  with  the  noble 
Deer  in  Scotland,  or  even  the  Elephant  in  India. 

At  all  events,  from  the  Hare  to  the  Fox  is  a  small  step. 

The  country  would  have  to  be  intersected  with  small  lines  (at  first, 
at  all  events,  until  the  invention  was  so  perfect  that  these  could  be 


dispensed  with),  on  which  "the  Mechanical  Fox,  having  been  .ti 
properly  wound  up  in  covert,  would  run  with  just  no  much  "  law  " 
given  Him  as  would  allow  him  to  be  viewed  all  the  way  for  a  good 
rattling  burst  of  forty  minutes,  after  which  th»  Fit- Id  would  trot  off 
to  another  covert,  and  be  treated  to  a  ftvsh  Mechanical  Fox  over  a 
iliil'i •!•« Tit  line  of  country.  Only,  of  course,  this  Fox  would  have  to 
be  hunted  by  greyhounds.  Everybody,  who  was  so  minded,  could 
call  out  "  Tallyho!  "  anil  "  Yoicks!  ''and  "Gone  away  !  "  just.as 
usual,  anil  make  all  that  amount  of  noise  which  goes  for  so  much  in 
the  happiness  of  Foxhunters.  Every  M.F.H.  wno  chose. to  adopt 
the  "Mechanical  Fox"  could  guarantee  his  subscribers  a  run. 
weather  permitting,  for  every  day  in  the  week.  Nay  more,  he  could 
name  the  place,  hour  of  start,  and  exact  duratjon  of  the  run,  so  that 
those  Gentlemen  who  are  fond  of  simply  coming  out  to  flash  their 
pink  in  the  sunlight,  and  then  tail  home  again  early,  would  be  able 
to  ensure  themselves  a  run  for  their  money — a  certainty  that  would 
keep  many  of  the  "  all  pink  and  no-go  "  school  away  from  the  Held. 
A  "  Property  '  Man,  '  or  Toyshop  keeper,  might  do  well  to 
advertise — 

TO  X.F.H.'S  AND  8POBTSM 


NO    MORE    BLANK    DAYS !  '. 
TRY    OUR    "MECHANICAL    FOX." 

*»*   Warranted  to  run  for  one  Season,  if  used-tcilk  care. 
MESSUS.  DOLL,  DKCM,  &  Co.,  undertake  to  tend  a  Man  regularly 
every  week  to  see  to  the  Worki  and  ktep  the  Mechanical  Fox  in 
order. 

Then  again,  in  our  preserves,  why  not  the  Mechanical  Pheasant, 
the  Mechanical  Partridge,  the  Mechanical  Woodcock,  and  the  Spring 
Rabbit  ?  With  what  a  whirr  of  springs  the  Pheasant  might  rise  ! 
And  what  a  good  shot  it  would  require  to  bring  him  down  !  The 
coveys  of  Partridges  would  be  wound  up  all  at  once  and  left  in  a 
turnip-field.  Their  mechanism  would  be  so  delicate  that  the 
slightest  movement  near  them  would  disturb  it,  and  off  they  'd  all 
go  at  once;  or  there  would  be  a  detention  spring,  to  last  for,  say, 
twenty  minutes,  until  the  Sportsman  had  time  to  get  within  shot, 
when  it  would  "go"  punctually,  and  the  birds  would  fly  off ,  in 
whatever  direction  they  had  been  set.  Then  they  would  be  picked 
up  in  the  next  field  and  started  again. 

No  pain,  no  loss  of  life,  no  wanton  cruelty,  the  Sportsman  could 
at  worst  only  break  the  mainspring,  and  be  obliged  to  send  the  bird 
ii])  to  Town  to  be  refitted. 

We  confidently  recommend  the  whole  subject  to  the  consideration 
of  the  sporting  world  at  large,  and,  as  also  interested,  to  our 
Theatrical  "  Property"  makers  and  Toy-mechanicians. 

Why  not.  while  about  it,  all  sorts  of  Mechanical  Singing  Birds  ? 
Why  not  Mechanical  Fish  P  How  lovely  pur  rivers  would  look  with 
these  bright-coloured  metallic  fish  swimming  about,  only  waiting  for 
the  disciple  of  I/A  A  K  WALTOX  to  drop  his  line  m  with — not  a  wriggling 
worm  at  the  end,  oh  dear  no!— but  with  a  small  hook-snaped 
magnet  to  attract  and  catch  the  fish,  as  in  the  old  toy  of  our  nursery 
days.  According  to  the  power  of  the  magnet  and  the  strength  of 
the  rod,  so  would  be  the  size  of  the  fish  caught. 

However,  it  is  for  us  only  to  hint.  Let  those  deeply  interested 
carry  out  the  idea. 


THE  RAILWAY  IDOL. 

MODEMS  Chapels  are  going  the  way  of  those  ancient  temples, 
which  were  superseded  by  other  places  of  worship.  This,  the  Leeds 
Mercury  informs  us,  is  about  to  be  the  case  with  a  chapel  obstructing 
the — 

'  EXTENSION  OF  THB  GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY  TO  DERBY. — Tha 
Great  Northern  Railway's  progress  into  Derby  hag  received  a  temporary 
check.  The  trustees  of  a  Baptist  Chapel  in  Agard  Street  bargained,  without 
the  consent  of  the  congregation,  to  sell  the  chapel  and  burial-ground  attached 
to  the  railway  company  for  the  sum  of  £3000.  The  congregation  now  argue 
that,  not  having  their  consent,  the  deed  a  null  and  void.  The  matter  will  be 
taken  into  the  law  courts." 

But  who  shall  resist  Railway  Extension  ?  Of  course  the  Baptist 
Chapel  in  Agard  Street  will  nave  to  disappear  before  the  Great 
Northern  Railway.  After  due  litigation,  its  site  and  the  adjacent 
burial-ground  must  be  traversed  by  the  line  to  Derby.  But  see 
how  the  whirligig  of  Time  brings  about  its  revenges ;  for  here  a 
chapel  is  to  be  replaced  by  a  line  of  rail,  and  railway  sleepers  p: 
another  description  than  tiiose  in  the  burial-ground  will  be  lai  I 
down  over  them  ;  the  whole  place  thus  being  consecrated  to  the 
service  of  a  revived  Paganism.  For  the  ancients  worshipped  the 
god  Terminus,  and  so  does  the  present  generation,  but  more  also. 
It  does  not  stop  at  Terminus  worship,  but  worships  the  whole  Rail- 
wav.  Churches  and  everything  else  are  sacrificed  if  necessary  to 
Railway  Extension.  The  worst  of  it  all  is  the  wholesale  sacrifice  of 
human  lives  which  occurs  in  collisions. 
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A    LAY    OF    LAWN-TENNIS. 

Hi/  a  Looker- On. 


Now,  young  people,  the  fine  weather 

Will  soon  be  gone. 
Go  and  Tennis  play  together 

Upon  the  Lawn. 
While  the  sun  shines  make  your  hay 

Between  the  showers. 
Improve,  like  busy  bees,  .to-day, 

The  shining  hours. 
Time  flies.    For  instance,  look  at  me, 

And  at  your  Aunt ! 
As  you  are  now  so  once  were  we. 

But  now  we  can't 


Dance  all  night  long  till  break  of  day, 

Nor,  if  we  knew 
How,  at  Lawn-Tennis  could  we  play, 

Young  folks,  like  you. 
Already  on  the  turf  you  tread 

The  toadstool  springs, 
Which,  when  the  Summer's  drought  has 
fled, 

Damp  Autumn  brings. 
The  grass  will  soon  have  got  too  wet ; 

Too  moist  the  mould. 


Play  whilst  you  can— don't  play  to  get 

Your  death  of  cold. 

Play    whilst   those  limbs    you  yet  can 
use 

Free  play  allow, 
Which,  they  will  by-and-by  refuse ; 

As  mine  do  now. 
Yet,  on  the  sports  of  youth  to  gaze, 

One  still  enjoys ; 
As  you  may  too,  in  future  days, 

You,  girls  and  boys. 


SIIAKSPEABIAN   SAYINO. 


"  THE  man  that  hath  no  music  in  his  soul,"  is  a  wretch  who  would 
not  hesitate  to  buy  a  creaking  boot. 


HAPPY  THOUGHT. 


NAME  FOB  A  NEW  NEWSPAPER  (to  be  on  the  Breakfast  Table  every 
day). —  The  Morning  Appetiser. 
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TESTAMENTARY    OBLIGATIONS. 

'Cute  Litlle  Girl  (who  has  heard  Conversations  between  her  Parents  of  the  like 
import).  "UNCLE,  HAVE  YOU  MADE  YOUR  WILL?" 
Uiule  (startled).   "  En  1 " 
'Cute  Little  Girl.  "  'CAUSE  I  HOPE  YOU  HAVEN'T  FORGOTTEN  MY  DOLLS  1" 


BAD  THING  FOR  THE  BRAIN. 

HERE  's  a  £0 — that  is,  here  is  in  effect  a  % q,  or  measure, 
of  brandy,  pin,  whiskey,  or  other  ardent  spirit,  habitually 
imbibed!  MR.  T.  C.  KINZKTT,  at  the  British  Association, 
discoursing  on  "  The  Action  of  Alcohol  on  the  Brain," 
said — 

"  Physiologists  claimed  to  have  proved  that  alcohol  absorbed 
into  the  system  not  only  affected  the  brain,  but  also  located  itself 
temporarily  there.  He  had  investigated  the  action  of  solutions 
containing  varying  per-centages  of  alcohol  upon  brain-matter 
after  death,  and  found  that  this  action  consisted  in  a  hardening 
not  only  of  the  dura  mater,  but  of  the  whole  brain  tissue." 

If  he  had  only  stopped  there,  what  a  specious  argu- 
ment would  our  philosopher  have  supplied  for  alcohol ! 
From  his  statement  it  would  appear  that  spirits,  so  far 
from  tending  to  cause  softening  of  the  brain,  do  just  the 
reverse.  Habitual  dram-drinkinfr,  therefore,  would  make 
tipplers  hard-headed.  But  ME.  KINZETT  went  on  to  say — 

"  And  in  very  large  per-centages,  email  quantities  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  brain  were  dissolved." 

By  the  action  of  alcohol  upon  the  cerebral  tissue.    So 
that,  after  all,  we  are  compelled  to  cry,  with  Cassia,  "  Oh 
that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in  their  mouths  to  stea 
away  their  brains.'1     The  spirit  of  wine  washes  awaj 
the  substance  of  wit. 


LAW  FOR  LADIES. 

SOME  people  may  be  a  little  puzzled  by  the  following 
information  in  the  Times : — 

"FORFEITED  SUITORS'  MONEY.— The  amount  of  forfeited 
suitors'  money  in  the  County  Courts  last  year  was  £1485  11»." 

The  only  suitors  generally  understood  to  have  been 
subjected  to  forfeit  are  those  who  have  broken  off  their 
suits,  and  consequently  become  suitors  sued.  And  the 
sums  they  have  forfeited  are  in  Ladies'  pockets.  Besides, 
actions  for  Breach  of  Promise  of  Marriage  are  not  tried  in 
County  Courts ;  the  only  remedy  against  defection  of 
hymeneal  courtship  bein?  JVtsi  Prim  courtship.  British 
justice  affords  no  amends  for  the  broken  hearts,  blasted 
hopes,  and  blighted  affections  of  servant-maids  and 
widowed  washerwomen,  unable  to  afford  more  than  the 
County  Court  limit  of  legal  expenses.  De  minimis  non 
curat  lex. 


TONGUES  FOR  TOURISTS. 

THE  Long  Vacation  is  drawing  to  a  close,  and  Parents  and  Guar- 
dians may  like  to  know  how  Reading  Tours  have  aided  in  advancing 
the  education  of  their  respective  scions.  Should  any  doting  fathers 
be  interested  in  the  absorption  of  foreign  languages  into  their 
sons'  systems,  the  following  Mems  from  the  Diary  of  a  University 
Man,  who  has  just  returned  from  a  tour  abroad,  whither  he  had 
gone  expressly  to  perfect  himself  in  European  tongues,  may  be 
productive  of  some  reflection. 

July. 

Left  Dover  for  our  Tour.  Met  American  COLONEL  X.  T.  ZACHARY 
at  Calais.  Glorious  brick.  Knew  French,  and  talked  for  us  all. 
Gave  us  quite  a  twang,  and  left  us  devoted  to  Yankees. 

Put  up  at  Grand  Hotel.  English  .Waiter.  Saved  us  lots  of 
trouble.  Went  to  English  Tavern.  Excellent  Beefsteak  for  dinner. 
Cheese  direct  from  Cheshire.  Went  to  Open-Air  Music  Hall  in  the 
Shongs  Eliza,  what  they  call  a  Coffee  Concert.  Two  English 
Clowns  and  a  man  who  sang  "  Tommy,  make  Room  for  your  Uncle." 
English  family  on  both  sides  of  us.  Dropped  their  H's  freely.  Met 
two  College  chums  in  the  yard  of  the  Grand  when  we  came  back. 

Went  put  to  buy  German  Dictionary,  French  Grammar,  and 
Italian  Dialogues.  Bought  a  copy  of  Punch  instead— great  fun. 

Started  for  Italy.  Capital  Guard  with  the  Train  :  knew  English 
thoroughly.  Queen's  Messenger  in  the  carriage ;  splendid  linguist. 
What 's  the  use  of  trying  to  speak  a  foreign  language,  if  you  don't 
begin  in  your  cradle ! 

Arrived  at  Turin.  Met  the  LARKSPUR  girls  at  the  Station.  Went 
everywhere  with  them.  They  are  all  awfully  jolly.  Quite  gorgeous 
at  slang.  Must  buy  that  Italian  Grammar  and  Dialogues.  Learnt 
the  Italian  for  "  Yes"  to-day. 

On  to  Venice.  How  well  our  Gondolier  talks  English.  Lovely 
weather  for  Cricket  or  Lawn  Tennis.  Nothing  so  jolly  here.  Old 
bricks,  and  dirty  punts  they  call  Gondowlers. 


August. 

Start  for  Rome.  Fancy  a  Roman  train.  "What  was  it?  All 
Gaul,  or  all  the  train,  was  divided  in  tres  partes.  Sang  comic  songs 
all  the  way.  Bother  Rome  !  it  reminds  one  of  VIHGIL  and  HORACE, 
and  all  those  nuisances.  By  the  way,  we  must  not  forget  the  Italian 
Dialogues.  Hotel  Commissioner,  such  a  good  fellow.  Has  lived  in 
the  Langham  for  the  last  six.  years.  Told  us  a  capital  American 
story.  Left  the  others  to  go  round  the  monuments  while  I  played  a 
game  of  billiards  with  CAPTAIN  CRAWLET.  By  Jingo !  he  does  play 
well.  He  never  learnt  Italian  or  French,  but  I  have  heard  he  is  a 
Greek.  Speaks  English  like  a  Briton. 

Meant  to  have  begun  Italian  to-day ;  but  too  hot,  really.  Go 
back  by  Vienna  and  Trieste.  Better  buy  a  German  Dictionary. 
CHARLIE'S  voice  downstairs,  by  Jove!  Hurrah!  Off  to  Vienna. 
Go  over  the  Tyrol  by  night.  Sleep  all  the  way. 

Vienna.  Awfully  good  beer.  English  Parson  in  same  hotel. 
Knows  the  Governor.  Wants  me  to  take  him  round,  and  as  he 
hears  I  am  studying  German,  will  I  interpret  for  him  ?  See  him 
further  first. 

September. 

Leave  Vienna,  to  escape  Parson.  The  German  tongue  most  attrac- 
tive when  made  into  sausages.  Lingo  simply  horrible.  Couldn't 
learn  it  if  I  tried. 

Arrived  at  Munich.  Drove  round  the  English  Garden.  Nothing 
English  in  it  except  weeds  and  ourselves.  Saw  Richard  the  Third 
played  at  the  theatre.  Call  that  SHAXSPEAKE  ?  Well !  I  am  parti- 
cularly etcetrad.  And  in  German,  too  I  Why  don't  they  learn 
English  ? 

Home  in  time  for  some  Partridges.  By  the  way,  wonder  what 
became  of  the  "  Coach  "  who  went  out  with  me  ?  Never  bought  the 
Grammars  and  Dictionaries,  after  all.  There 's  nothing  like  English 
if  you  want  to  be  understood. 
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A    FISH    WITH    A    FAMILY. 


FRIENDS,    we    are 


all 


acquainted  with  the 
poetical  allusion  to 
' '  fishes  that  tipple  in 
the  deep."  There 
are  readers  who  may 
imagine  the  interest- 
ing creature  below 
named  by  a  contem- 
porary to  be  a  fish  of 
more  than  commonly 
bibacious  habits  : — 

"  One  of  the  large  topes 
(or  British  sharks)  in  the 
Brighton  Aquarium  has 
given  birth  to  eleven 
healthy  young  ones.  This 
U  stated  to  be  the  only 
instance  on  record  of  a 
tope  breeding  when  in 
confinement.  The  mother 
and  young  ones  are  doing 
well." 

The  tope,  a  fish 
not  perhaps  generally 
known  by  that  name, 
may,  as  a  species  of 

British  shark  being  supposed  identical  with  or  nearly  akin  to  the 
dog-fish  (ScyUium  catulus),  be  conceived  of  as  a  drunken  dog- 
fish by  the  class  of  readers  above  referred  to.  Some  of  these  are 
possibly  even  capable  of  saying  that  the  tope,  thoujgh  common  on 
the  British  Coasts,  is  at  the  same  time  apt  to  be  found  half  seas 
over.  From  the  foregoing  announcement  in  the  Evening  Standard, 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  tope,  like  other  sharks,  is  viviparous,  and 
therefore  a  female ;  and  is  a  very  remarkable  exception  to  the 
generality  of  her  species  if  not  sex.  SIB  WILFRID  LAWSON  should 
visit  the  Brighton  Aquarium  to  inspect  the  tope,  and  ascertain 
whether,  notwithstanding  proclivities,  bad  enough  for  a  male,  but 
truly  dreadful  for  ajemale,  the  mother  and  young  ones  are  never- 
theless doing  well. 

HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

Bray — Discovery — Note — A  Change — Humow — Saxon  obtuseness 
—  Carmen — M&,  O'SuLLirAif's  Joke — Rathdrum — Cross  Ques- 
tions— Crooked  Answers — The  Old  Story — Another  Illusion 
destroyed. 

Happy  Thought. — Could  there  be  a  more  enjoyable  way  of  spend- 
ing a  summer  than  to  have  a  house  at  Bray,  MR.  O'SULLIVAN'S  car 
for  excursions  into  the  lovely  country  round  about,  and  a  small 
sailing-boat  in  the  Bay  P 

The  Dargle,  Powerscourt,  the  Waterfall,  all  the  "objects  of 
interest "  I  have  done,  and  am  satisfied.  I  don't  want  to  move  on. 
Give  me  Bray,  and  that  is  enough.  I  do  not  believe,  take  it  for  all 
in  all,  that  Bray  can  be  beaten. 

A  Discovery .'  I  find  that  the  Gentleman  whom  I  met  in  the 
train,  and  who  said  he  didn't  want  a  Parliament  on  Stephen's  Green, 
and  added  that  "  We  (the  Irish)  are  not  a  people  for  self-govern- 
ment " — I  say.  I  find  that  this  Gentleman  was  an  Englishman 
residing  in  Ireland.  The  Anglo-Irishman  is  a  peculiarly  objection- 
able person.  Now  J.  should  like  to  reside  in  Ireland ;  only  if  I 
did,  I  must  share  the  fate  of  my  compatriots,  and  become  a  pecu- 
liarly objectionable  person.  Perhaps  i  am  wrong.  Think  it  out. 

But  I  have  no  time  to  spare.  I  must  on  to  Rathdrum,  or  PLUMP- 
TON  AND  SPRY  may  telegraph  to  me  "  Come  back !  " 

Psychological  Note  for  basis  of  Article  in  Typical  Developments. 
— I  cannot  help  remarking  how  I  am,  gradually,  losing  sight  of 
the  Ireland  which  has  hitherto  existed  in  my  imagination,  in  con- 
sequence of  over-doses  of  Irish  novels,  Irish  plays,  and  English 
journalistic  representations.  The  novels  and  plays  told  me  only  of 
"  Ireland  as  it  was,"  or  as  they  (the  writers)  chose  to  say  it  was. 
I  had  better  study  Ireland  since  98,  by  JOHN  MITCHELL,  and  D'ARCT 
M'GEE'S  History  of  Ireland.  Then  perhaps  I  might  be  able  to 
strike  the  balance  between  the  two  sides  of  the  question. 

Yes,  I  am  beeominjf  acclimatised.  Of  the  process  I  have  been 
unconscious.  If  I  was  disappointed,  at  first,  because  the  landing  at 
Kingstown,  and  the  arrival  at  Dublin,  did  not,  one  after  the  other, 
burst  upon  me  like  two  tableaux  in  a  grand  opera,  now,  at  all  events, 
I  am  beginning  to  understand  how  ignorant  of  the  place  and  people  I 
must  have  been  to  have  expected  anything  like  the  mise-en-scene  of 
a  Grand  Opera  on  a  Landing  Stage.  I  have  a  whole  course  of  read- 
ing to  unlearn,  and  a  whole  album  of  pictures  to  erase  from  the 


tablets  of  my  memory.  But,  as  far  as  I  've  gone,  if  I  never  went 
any  further  than  Bray  and  its  environs,  /  should  be  satisfied.  And 
here  let  me  pause  to  recommend  those,  who  another  year  would 
otherwise  go  abroad,  to  come  from  Holyhead  to  Kingstown,  and 
thence  to  Bray. 

The  Carmen  whom  I  have  come  across  hitherto  arja  always  civil, 
never  garrulous  ;  ready  to  give  every  information  in  the  pleasantest 
possible  manner  ;  and  in  my  experience  I  never  met  with  any  one 
of  them  who  wasn't  willing  to  make  a  fair  bargain  for  the  day. 

Of  course,  as  every  one  declares  these  Carmen  to  be  the  readiest, 
and  wittiest,  of  men,  I  am  bound  to  give  them  credit  for  possessing 
a  reserve  fund  of  humour.  Owing,  perhaps,  to  my  not  yet  being 
sufficiently  acclimatised,  I  have  not  remarked  the  slightest  sparkle 
from  these  Irish  diamonds.  I  call  to  mind  the  proverb  about  Pearls 
before  Porkers,  and  am  aware  that  a  Saxon  pig  must  be  educated  up 
to  the  mark  before  he  can  discriminate  between  the  pearl  and  the 
barley.  However,  here  is  one  specimen.  It  may  be  a  pearl. 

At  one  place— no  matter  where— the  Gatekeeper  would  not  admit 
us  unless  I  had  "  an  order." 

"  Shure  the  Gentl'man  has  the  order,"  said  my  Carman,  winking 
to  me,  with  this'aside,  "  It 's  the  silver  order  she  manes,  Sorr." 

The  next  is  not  a  pearl,  but  eminently  characteristic. 

I  hinted  at  the  probability  of  our  being  caught  in  a  storm  before 
the  end  of  our  drive. 

"Ah,  Sorr,"  replied  the  Carman.  "We'll  have  fine  weather, 
plase  God,  from  this  out." 

Imagine  an  English  Cabman,  or  an  English  provincial  1  lyman, 
expressing  himself  in  this  way,  which  was  all  the  more  striking 
from  its  evident  good-faith  and  absence  of  all  affectation. 

Not  one  of  them  anywhere  but  on  parting  touched  his  hat  politely, 
without  the  slightest  sign  of  servility  or  obsequiousness,  and  gave 
me  more  than  my  change  out  of  the  bargain  with  "  Good-bye,  Sorr, 
and  thank  ye,  Sorr."  And  "  May  ye  soon  be  comin'  this  way  again, 

My  Farewell  to  MR.  O' SULLIVAN.— "I  hope  you'll  have  plenty 
of  business  in  the  Season." 

"There'll  be  lashins  to  do.  Sorr,"  replied  MR.  O'SuLLiVAN, 
cracking  his  whip.  Whether  the  pun — a  genuine  Irish  one — was 
intentional  or  not,  I  put  this  down  as  "one  to  MR.  O'SULLIVAN." 

On  to  Rathdrum. — I  arrive  late.  Hotel  close  at  hand.  I  am 
shown  into  a  neat  but  chilly-looking  bed-room. 

"  Can  I  have  dinner  ?  "  I  ask,  implying  a  doubt,  on  account  of  the 
lateness  of  the  hour. 

The  Landlady,  or  Housekeeper,  or  whatever  the  illigant  lady  may 
be,  smiles  assent. 

''  Is  it  ready  ?  " 

"  'Tis  ready,"  she  answers. 

(As  a  matter  of  fact  I  had  to  wait,  being  ravenously  hungry,  for 
nearly  an  hour,  but  the  kind  Hostess  evidently  thought  that  to  have 
said  "  it  wasn't  ready,"  would  have  been  a  most  inhospitable  way  of 
receiving  a  guest.  So  she  romanced  a  little.  But  hope  deferred 
does  not  agree  with  me.) 

She  does  not  ask  me  what  I  wish  to  order,  so  I  anticipate  any 
difficulty  by  leaving  it  to  her,  and  she  thereupon  leaves  me  to 
in  v  self 

A  small,  shock-headed  boy— the  Boots,  I  fancy— whom  I  find  on 
the  landing,  shows  me  into  the  Coffee-Room.  There  are  some  people 
finishing  tea.  When  they  have  cleared  out,  my  dinner  is  served, 
and  I  have  the  fire  lighted. 

I  say  as  jovially  as  possible,  "  The  wine  card,  please." 

The  Waiting-Maid  stares  at  me.    I  repeat  my  request. 

"  Is  it  the  wine  carte  you  mane  ?  "  she  inquires. 

"  Yes,"  I  answer. 

"  Ah  then,"  she  returns,  evidently  much  relieved  by  my  explana- 
tion, "  we  haven't  got  one." 

There 's  perhaps  no  wine — only  whiskey  ? 

"  Oh,  we  have  wine,"  she  says,  and  wishes  to  be  informed  "  what 
wine  ?  "  as  I  can  choose  from  Port.  Sherry,  Claret,  and  Champagne, 
— and  she  finally  recommends  St.  Julien. 

After  dinner  I  am  joined  by  two  Irish  Commercial  Travellers. 
They  both  call  for  tea,  and  I  am  the  only  one  drinking  whiskey. 

Note.—i  have  noticed,  as  a  novelty  to  me,  that  "  Yes  "  is  con- 
spicuous by  its  absence  from  the  Irish  vocabulary.  Also  the  method 
of  obtaining  information  is,  generally,  as  different  as  possible  from  an 
Englishman's.  Now  suppose  an  English  "  Commercial"  wanted  to 
know  if  his  friend  MR.  SMITH  were  anywhere  in  the  neighbourhood, 
he  would  probably  ask  MARY  the  Chambermaid  in  this  fashion  : — 

"  MART,  my  dear,  has  MR.  SMITH  been  here  lately  f  " 

And  MART  would  reply— 

"  No,  Sir,"  or  "  Yes,  Sir,"  or  "  He  was  here  yesterday,  Sir,  but 
has  gone  on  to  Bath,"  as  the  case  may  be. 

But  take  my  worthy  acquaintance  the  present  Irish  Commercial. 
This  is  how  he  manages  it. 
"  MART  !  " 
"  What  is  it,  Sorr  ?  " 
"  Is  MISTHER  0'BniEN  this  way?" 
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'  Ho  was,  Son." 
'  He  was  ?  " 
'  He  was." 
'  When?" 
'  Y«  sthenlay." 
1  Yestherday  P  " 
'  Yestherday." 
'An'  he's  gone  on  P" 
'II. 'did,  SUIT." 
'He  did?" 
'  He  did." 
'  W  hereto?" 
'  Arklow." 
'  Waterford  ?  " 
'No.    Arklow." 
'  Arklow  r" 
'  Arklow." 

And  so  it  goes  on,1  in  musical  phrases  as  it  were,  with  varied 
inflections  for  the  affirmation,  the  interrogation,  and  the  conclusive 
affirmation.  It  looks,  in  print,  like  a  page  from  one  of  ALKXANDUK 
DUMAS'  novels. 

It  is  difficult  to  obtain  a  direct  answer  from  an,  Irish  servant. 
The  Master  inquires,  "  BIDDT,  who  broke  this  dish  •  " 
"  That  dish,  Sorr  ?  " 
"  Yes,  this  dish." 
"That  dish  is  it?" 

"Tea,  Hii.i  dish.    Did  you  break  it  ? " 
"  An'  what  'ud  I  be  afther  breaking  that  dish  for  P  " 
This  fencing-match  will  continue  for  some  time,  until  she  devises 
a  new  parry  for  your  thrust,  in  this  way  :— 

"  I  'm  speaking  of  this  dish.  Did  you  break  it  f  " 
"Sure,  ye've  a  dish  like  that  in  the  next  room" — and  so  on. 
Of  course  the  finishing  touch,  whether  for  Irish  or  English  servants, 
will  always  be  that  the  fractured  article,  which  you  can  swear  you 
saw  whole  yesterday  afternoon,  was  "  broken  before  I  came  into  the 
house,  Sir. 

Servants,  after  all,  whether  English  or  Irish,  are  very  much  the  same 
as  they  were  when  DEAN  SWIFT  gave  them  his  admirable  advice. 

Rathilruin.  At  night. — One  of  my  companions  haa  gone  to  bed. 
I  am  alone  for  a  pleasant  evening  with  MB.  O'BAQMAN,  and  Scotch 
(not  Irish)  whiskey. 

MB.  O'BAOMAIT,  as  an  Irishman,  warns  me  against  Irish  "Whiskey. 
Another  illusion  gone ! 


AUTUMN    LEAVES. 


St. 
and 


Bills     and 


leaves 
'neath 


his 
our 

of 


OUB     Senate     leaves 
Stephen's    Hall, 
leaves 
Behind     it 

bothers, 
The   Swallow 
lodgings 
eaves. 
And   flits    in  search 

others. 

M.    P.-dom    leaves    long 
screeds  of  tangled  tali 
Constituents  to  trouble  ; 
Then  leaves  them  (in  th« 
dark)    o'er    moors    to 
stalk, 
Or  tramp    amidst     the 

stubble. 

BEN  leaves  the  Commons, 
WILL,    to    slate    the 
Turks, 
Leaves    Trojans,    trees, 

and  axes  ; 
Critieast  leaves  the  uncut 

leaves  of  works, 
Collector    leaves    fresh 

taxes. 
Nous  leaves  newspapers,  which  appear  bereft 

Of  novelty  and  reason ; 
Sense  leaves  the  social  sphere ;  Sensation 's  left 

Lord  of  th«  Silly  Season. 
Love  leaves  his  urban  haunts,  midst  rocks  and  trees 

To  practise  Archery  various, 
And  Science  leaves  its  cells,  like  other  bees, 

To  swarm  and  buzz  gregarious. 
Art  leaves  swell  studios  and  ornate  walls, 

And  ladies  lank  of  stature, 
Midst  genuine  women,  woods,  and  waterfalls 
To  get  new  hints  from  Nature. 


Wealth  leaves  its  ledger,  with  one  eye  at  least, 

Fashion  leaves  May  Fair  quiet, 
And  the  ghoul  Scandal  leaves  its  town-spread  feast 

To  glut  on  rural  diet. 
Nob  leaves  the  How,  lor  ease  or  enterprise, 

According  as  he 's  mettled; 
Snob  leaves  "  the  shop"  for  "Margit;"  leaves  likewise 

His  tailor's  bill  unsettled. 
Railwaydom  leaves  along  its  ill-kept  lines 

Openings  for  wreckage  annual. 
Cad  'ARKY  leaves  on  statues,  seats,  and  shrines 

His  scrawled  or  carved  sign-manual. 
TOMMY  leaves  school,  leaves  home  no  moment's  rest 

Till  his  long  leave  is  over  ; 
And  MARY  (family  out)  leaves  "  work,"  with  zest, 

To  chat  with  casual  lover. 
Cit  leaves  his  Club  (and  maybe  takes  his  spade 

Like  ancient  CINCINNATCS). 
Ton  leaves  the  Town  to  "  persons — haw!— in  trade, 

And  people  of  no  status." 
But  Toil  leaves  not  the  task,  nor  Pain  the  bed, 

Nor  Death  his  dread  dart-hurling : 
Autumn,  at  last,  when  all  his  leaves  are  shed, 

Leaves,  with  their  last  wild  whirling. 
Punch's  perennial  (printed)  leaves  still  live, 

No  wintry  wind  may  shake  one. 
Sibylline  leaves  that  know  no  fall,  he  '11  give 

Leaves  many,  but  not  take  one. 


A  PLEA  FOR  BROMPTON. 

To  the  Editor. 
SIB, 

You,  like  the  ancient  TIBESIAS,  know  everything.  Tell  me, 
Sir,  where  has  Brompton  gone  tot  Practically,  it  has  vanished. 
Brompton  Square  and  Brompton  Crescent  are  now  in  South  Ken- 
sington. Is  the  Brompton  Road  still  the  Brompton  Road  ?  A  few 
years  back  we  spoke  of  a  friend  living  in  Alexander  Square,  or 
Michael's  Grove  (a  charmingly  wooded  retreat),  as  one  residing  in 
Brompton.  In  fact,  then  "  we  spoke  of  a  man  as  we  found  him." 
But  now  the  same  friend  returns  me  my  envelope,  requesting  me  to 
scratch  out  "  Brompton,"  and  substitute  "  South  Kensington,"  which 
strikes  me  as  being  only  "  Brompton  "  writ  large.  Sir,  where  the 
white  man  has  once  set  foot,  he  has  exterminated  the  ancient 
coloured  races.  Where  are  the  ancient  coloured  races  that  so  re- 
cently dwelt  in  the  groves,  the  squares,  the  crescents,  and  pleasant 
places  of  Brompton  ?  Is  there  not  one  aboriginal  tribe  to  make  a 
last,  noble,  even  if  expiring,  protest  P  Will  the  Brompton  'Busses 
vanish  ?  Is  there  a  blessing  on  those  who  remove  the  ancient  land- 
marks ?  There  may  be  modern  gentility  about  the  name  of  South 
Kensington,  but  it  lacks  the  sturdiness  of  "  Old  Brompton,"  and 
the  plain,  straightforward,  unblushing  frankness  of  "  Brompton." 
South  Kensingtonites  may  answer,  perhaps,  and  say,  "  We  have 
never  interfered  with  Brompton  proper."  This,  Sir,  is  begging  the 
question,  and  the  retort  will  be  so  self-evident  to  your  readers,  that 
not  another  word  on  the  subject  will  be  required  from  me,  who 
sign  myself,  in  spite  of  the  South  Kensington  Museum, 

A  BROJCPTON  BOILEK. 


SCIENCE  AND  SUPERSTITION. 

INASMUCH  as  the  National  Assembly  of  Sages  met  this  year  at 
Glasgow,  it  is  wonderful  that  nobody  has  written  thence  to  say  that 
the  Brightish  Association  (so  called)  was  nae  that  bright.  A  rather 
dull  gathering  was,  however,  towards  the  close  of  its  session,  enli- 
vened with  a  paper  by  PROFESSOR  BARRETT,  embracing  the  subjects 
of  Mesmerism,  Clairvoyance,  and  Spiritualism,  whereon  ensued  a 
discussion  between  the  Professor  himself  and  others,  including 
LOBD  RAYLEIGH,  MB.  CROOKES,  Miss  BECKER,  MR.  A.  RDSSELL 
WAJJ.ACE,  and  DB.  CABPENTER,  and  ending  with  an  altercation  about 
veracity  misunderstood  to  have  been  impugned,  sparkling  with  a 
brisk  interchange  of  the  reiterated  assertion  and  denial,  "  1  didn't  " 
and  "  You  did.  Who  that  remembers  stock  paragraphs  in  news- 
papers respecting  witchcraft  and  fortune-telling,  or  ghost-stories, 
Beaded  "  Superstition  in  the  Nineteenth  Century,"  ever  dreamt  of 
iving  to  see  philosophers,  physiologists,  and  naturalists  in  a  great 
3ouncil  of  Science  donating  the  reality  of  supernatural  manifesta- 
tions P  Are  there  such  things  as  they  dispute  about,  or  have  they 
eaten  of  the  insane  root  that  takes  the  reason  prisoner  ?  And  in 
either  case  are  they  prepared  seriously  to  consider  the  question 
whether  it  is  possible  in  the  nature  of  things  for  an  old  woman  to  fly 
over  the  roof  (say)  of  the  Royal  Institution  on  a  broomstick  ?  What 
else  would  that  be,  levity  apart,  than  "  levitation  "  ? 
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"MIXED    COMPANY." 

SCENE — The  Hall-Room  of  a  fashionable  Sea-side  Hotel. 

Lady  Godiva  Highjinks  (to  her  Partner,  during  a  pause  in  the  Valse).  "  A — I  CAN'T  HELP  THINKING  I  'VE  MET  YOU  BEFORE  !  " 
The  Partner,  "  YES,  MY  LADY,  MANY  's  THE  PAIR  OF  WHITE  SATIN  SHOES  I  'VE  'AD  THE  PLEASURE  OF  FITTIN'  ON  YOUR  LADYSHIP 
AT  OUR  'OUSE  IN  THE  BURLINGTON  ARCADE!     AND" — (sinking  his  Voice  to  a  fascinating  Whisper) — "  I  MUST  SAY  THAT  A  MORE  HEX- 

QUISITE  FOOT  THAN    YOUXS,    MY  LADY,    I  NEVER  YET  'ELD   IN   MY   'AND  !  " 


THE  GAY  CITY. 

NOTICE  has  been  given  that  the  Mansion  House  is  again  about  to 
become  the  scene  of  various  gaieties  and  hospitalities  on  the  part  of 
the  LORD  MAYOR  and  the  LADY  MAYORESS.  But  the  published  pro- 
gramme of  the  civic  entertainments  in  prospect  between  now  and 
the  Ninth  of  November  is  manifestly  incomplete,  as  a  glance  at  the 
subjoined  list  of  engagements  will  conclusively  show : — 

Dinner  to  Hospital  Students,  Gentlemen  eating  their  Terms  at  the 
various  Inns  of  Court,  and  Metropolitan  Curates. 

Ball  to  the  Members  of  the  Hop  Exchange,  their  wives  and 
daughters. 

Dinner  to  all  the  London  Vestrymen. 

Dinner  to  the  leading  Members  of  the  Dental  Profession. 

Juvenile  Ball  to  the  younger  branches  of  the  Corkscrew  Makers', 
Scriveners',  Greengrocers',  Beadles',  and  Cheesemongers'  Companies. 

Dinner  to  the  Royal  Marines. 

Grand  Fancy  Dress  Ball.  All  the  guests  to  be  habited  as  famous 
City  Personages  of  the  Olden  Time — for  example,  SIR  RICHARD 
WHITTINGTON  (with  his  Cat),  SIR  WILLIAM  WALWOHTH,  WAT 
TYLEK,  JOHN  WILKES,  JANE  SHORE,  LORD  MAYOR  BECKFORD,  KING 
LUD,  MISTRESS  QUICKLY,  MARGARET  RAMSAY,  Beadles  of  the  epoch 
of  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH,  Apprentices  of  the  era  of  JAMES  THE  FIRST, 
and  Gog  and  Magog. 

Supper  to  the  Boys  of  Christ's  Hospital,  St.  Paul's,  Merchant 
Taylors',  and  the  other  great  City  educational  establishments. 

Dinner  to  the  Deans  and  Chapters  and  Chapter  Clerks  of  England 
and  Wales. 

Luncheon  to  the  Archdeacons  and  Rural  Deans. 

Dinner  to  the  Hospital  Sunday  and  Hospital  Saturday  Com- 
mittees. 

Grand  Display  of  Fireworks  and  Illumination  of  the  Mansion 


House  on  the  Fifth  of  November.  Supper  afterwards  to  the  London 
Fire  Brigade. 

Ball  to  the  Mayoresses  and  Aldresses  of  England,  Ireland,  and 
Wales,  and  the  Wives  of  the  Provosts  and  Baillies  of  Scotland,  of 
the  Jurats  of  the  Island  of  Jersey,  and  of  the  Deemsters  of  the  Isle 
of  Man :  with  their  daughters. 

Grand  Banquet  to  the  Ministers— of  the  various  Dissenting  per- 
suasions. 

THE  WANTS  OF  THE  NATION. 

WANTED,  a  Skipper,  who.  voyaging  faster 
Than  any  one  else,  ne'er  brings  ship  to  disaster. 
Wanted,  Cheap  Railways,  which  speed  and  precision 
To  the  utmost  combine  without  e'er  a  collision. 
Wanted,  a  Surgeon,  who  risks  operations 
Which  in  fatal.results  ne'er  attain  terminations. 
Wanted,  Investment,  with  view  to  futurity, 
Highest  interest  yielding  on  safest  security. 
Wanted,  Directors,  who  capital  use 
In  the  boldest  of  ventures — to  win  and  not  lose. 
Wanted,  an  Army  and  Fleet,  by  this  Nation, 
That  yearly  increase  with  decreasing  taxation. 
Wanted,  instead  of  ignoble  abstention 
From  Europe's  disputes,  and  meek  non-intervention 
In  foreign  affairs — which  we  now  to  be  folly  see,: 
On  the  part  of  our  Rulers,  a  "Spirited  Policy." 
Wanted,  a  Statesman,  who  '11  play  a  high  game 
Abroad,  and  still  keep  us  at  peace  all  the  same, 
Wanted,  Doers  to  dare  bold  exploits  of  utility 
On  mischance  whilst  we  sternly  enforce  liability. 
What  else  wanted  ?    In  brief,  our  requirements  to] tell, 
Wanted,  pudding  to  eat,  and  yet  have  it  as  well. 
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MR.  PUNCH'S  GUIDE  TO  THE  ARMY. 

For  the  Use  of  Young  mid  Old  Persona. 
.SECTION  I.— Tin:  HISTORY  OF  THE  Tiiurrsit  AEMV. 

Part  T.     Introductory. 

E.PUNCH  had  fou 
military    friend 
whom     he     took 
great  J    pi i 
in      instructing. 

was  a  fierce  sol- 
dier of  the  most 
pugnacious  pro- 
clivities; he 
seemed  to  be 
o\er  -  ready  to 
seek  the  bubble 
reputation  in  the 
(Minion's  mouth. 
His  patriotism 
was  intense,  and 
il  was  not  his 
fault  that  his 
sword  rusted  in 
the  scabbard 
eleven  months 
out  of  every 
twelve.  It  was 
generally  be- 
lieved in  bis 
home  circle  that 
his  talents  would 
have  been  of  the 
utmost  value  to 

CAELOS,  GARIBALDI,  and  MOLTKE.    In  spite  of  I  this  opinion  he  had  never 

left  his  native  land  on  foreign  service,  for  the  simple  reason  that  his  regimental 
duties  had  chained  him  to  a  spot  bounded  on  the  north  by  Berwick-on-Tweed, 
and  on  the  south .  by  Hounslow.  He  was,  in  fact,  the  Commanding  Officer  of 
the  Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia.  Mr.  Punch's  'second  'military  friend  was 
ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers;  his  third,  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN 
GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green ;  and  his  last  a  dear  little  fellow,  scarcely 
seven-and-eighty  years  of  age,  called  by  the  Horse  Guards  and  his  other 
intimates  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIR  FRANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.B. 

When  COLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  R9yal  East  Mudborough  Militia,  was  about 
fifty  years  old,  he  became  very  inquisitive  about  the  duties  of  his  rank,  and 
begged  hard  to  be  allowed  to  read  the  Soldier's  Pocket-Hook  and  the  Queen's 
Regulations.  Mr.  Punch  consented,  and  he  began,  them  accordingly;  but  he 
soon  found  in  the  volumes  so  many  hard  words  and  things  he  could  not  under- 
stand, that  he  was  quite  discouraged  ;  and.  bringing  the  books  back,  said,  with 
tears  in  his,  eyes,  that  he  believed  he  had  better  give  them  up  till  he  was  older. 
On  this  Mr.  Punch  laid  by  his  work,  and  said,  "  My  dear  Colonel,  jather  than 
you  should  be  disappointed  in  your  ardent  desire  to  learn  something  of  voii 
duties.  I  will  try  what  I  can  do  for  you  myself ;  and  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to 
compile  from  other  military  works  one  that  you  may  find  easier  to  comprehend 
than  those  supplied  to  you  oy  MESSRS.  MACMILLAN  and  Her  Majesty's  Stationery 
Office." 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,  dear  Mr.  Punch,"  cried  COLONEL  CHAELES,  of  the 
Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia,  in  a  transport  of  joy.  "  Will  you  begin  it 
to-day  ?  " 

"  You  must  not  be. too  impatient,"  said  Mr.  Punch.  "  You  must  remember 
that  I  shall  have  a  great  deal  to  do.  I  must  read  over  several  books  very 
carefully,  and  1  must  then  select,  as  well  as  I  can,  what  I  think  will  entertain 
and  instruct  you.  However,  I  promise  to  begin  as  soon  as  possible,  and  when- 
ever I  shall  have  finished  a  chapter,  I  will  read  it  to  you  in  the  evening,  and 
that  will  be  better  than  listening  to  one  of  the  Mess  stories  of  our  friend 
LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GE9RGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green,  which  we  have 
heard  so  often.  After  every  Section,  I  will  answer  any  questions  you  may 
ask  concerning  the  subject  of  it ;  but  you  must  not  interrupt  me  while  I  am 
reading." 

COLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia,  ran  to  inform  his 
brother  officers  of  this  kind  promise  ;  and  as  soon  as  the  first  Section  was  com- 
pleted, and  the  welcome  hour  arrived  for  the  coming  of  Mr.  Punch  into  the 
ante-room,  the  three  younger  soldiers  eagerly  placed  themselves  by  his  side. 
Even  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIR  FRANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.B.,  too,  though  he  was  very 
old,  seated  himself  on  a  footstool  at  Mr.  Pimch's  feet,  and  listened  with  great 
attention. 

Part  II.  Of  tlio  Iti.if  of  tin'  British  Army.— When  JULIUS  C.SSAH  (a  General 
in  the  Italian  Service;  invaded  F.ughmd.  several  years  before  the  Norman 
conquest,  the  British  Army  was  in  a  very  disorganised  condition.  The  uniform 
was  neither  neat  nor  expensive,  so  neither  the  man  of  taste  nor  the  manufacturing 
tailor  were  satisfied.  The  costume  of  the  Infantry  consisted  of  a  coat  9!'  blue 
paint  with  facings  of  yellow.  A  few  hundred  vears  later,  coats  of  mail  were 
introduced,  with  the  effect  of  enriching  the  celebrated  family  of  SMIIH.  liveu 


.n  those  far-distant  days  the  English  were  fond  of  sight- 
seeing, and  the  Itattle'of  HutmgOnaj  be  MJdLto'nave 
•» TII  lost  by  the  -oldicrs  of  ll.utoi.n,  who  would  look  up 
into  the  sky  id  tin-  dcsccndiii;,'  .Norman  arrows.  In  the 
Feudal  aide's"  the  liritish  Army  consisted  cliidly  <>!'  nii-n- 
it-anns  and  yeomen,  who  had  lircn  supplied. to  the  Kniir 
by  the  Barons  as  a  sort  of  human  Milistitute  lor  the  proper 
payment  of  the  Income-tax  andthe.VVatcr-ratcs.  In  the 
reign  of  Cii.uti.rs  THI:  Six  ONII,.  in  consequence  of  the 
extinction  of  Feudal  tenures,  the  British  Army  began  to 
assume  its  modern  shape.  The  1st  Royals  is  the  oldest 
regiment  in  the  Service.  It  was  raised  in  1633,  and  is 
now  called  the  Koyul  Scots.  In  the  scheme  of  LORD 
CAHDWELL,  for  making  the  Militia  the  Reserve  to  the 
Line,  it  was  proposed  to  attach  the  1st  Royal  Tower 
Hamlets  to  the  1st  Royal  Scots.  Had  this  clan  been 
carried  out,  the  distinguished  Militia  Regiment  in 
question  would  doubtless  have  assumed  the  titles  and 
uniform  of  the  Royal  King's  Own  Shoreditch  High- 
landers. The  Coldstream  Guards  and  the  3rd  Bun's  are 
the  next  senior  regiments  to  the  Royal  Scots — they  were 
raised  in  1660.  The  Royal  Horse  Guards  (Blue)  in  1661. 
Their  founder,  the  EARL  OF  OXFORD,  was  a  nobleman 
fond  of  solitude  and  gloom.  Hence,  when  a  gentleman 
of  military  appearance  seemed  to  be  in  low  spirits,  it 
was  immediately  reported  that  "he  was  in  the  Blues." 
It  is  amusing  to  notice  how  long-lived  are  regimental 
customs.  Only  the  other  day  the  officers  of  the  Royal 
Horse  Guards,  true  to  the  traditions  of  their  glorious 
corps,  actually  attended  a  fancy  dress  ball,  at  Marl- 
borough  House,  in  the  costume  of  Puritans!  It  is 
gratifying  to  hear,  however,  that  they  kept  up  the 
character  they  had  assumed  with  as  much  credit  to  their 
heads  as  to  their  hearts.  The  100th  Canadian  Regiment 
was  added  to  the  Establishment  in  1858,  and,  in  1861 
(just  two  hundred  years  after  the  raising  of  the  Cold- 
streams  and  the  Buffs),  the  101st,  102nd,  103rd,  104th, 
105th.  106th,  107th,  108th,  and  109th  Regiments  com- 
pleted the  muster  roll  of  the  British  Army  of  modern 
days.  And  now,  having  told  you,  my  dear  Officers  and 
Gentlemen,  how  the  British  Army  arose,  in  my  next 
section  I  shall  have  something  to  say  about  the  duty 
one  soldier  owes  to  another.  I  shall  attempt  to  prove 
that,  though  the  haughty  General  may  have  no  head, 
the  humblest  of  our  privates  majr  yet  have  a  heart  full 
of  the  noblest  thoughts  and  (to  finish  off  the  sentence 
neatly)  the  very  highest  of  human  aspirations. 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  I. 

Ensign  Eugene.  Please,  Mr.  Punch,  what  are  the 
highest  aspirations  of  the  British  private  P 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of  the  Volun- 
teers, the  highest  aspirations  of  the  British  private  are 
said  to  be  (by  the  best  authorities)  for  more  food,  stronger 
beer,  and  less  sentry  duty. 

Colonel  Charles.  Surely,  Mr.  Punch,  you  do  notallnde 
to  the  Militia.  I  can  assure  you,  my  dear  Sir,  at  mess 
every  evening;  during  the  training,  the  most  popular 
toast  after  that  of  Her  Majesty  the  O.UEEN  is  n*  Wild 
Wars  and  Speedy  Promotion."  The  Assistant-Surgeon 
of  the  Regiment  almost  cries  with  emotion  when  he 
pro-poses  it. 

Mr.  Punch.  COLONEL  CHAELES,  of  the  Royal  East 
Mudborough  Militia,  I  feel  that  m  your  hands  Herne 
Bay  is  safe,  and  Putney  need  never  fear  an  invasion ! 
But,  before  I  commence  my  lectures,  will  you,  all  of 
you,  tell  me  why  you  entered  the  British  Army '(  Come, 
my  dear  little  FIELD-MABSHAL  SIE  FEANK  GEEGEE, 
K.C.B.,  why  did  you  join  P 

Field-Marshal  Sir  Frank  Oeegeet  K.C.B.  Because 
little  SIB  FEANK  was  a  good  boy.  His  Mamma  told  him 
to  join  a  Hussar  Regiment  when  he  was  thirteen,  and 
he  has  been  doing  what  he  has  been  bid  ever  since.  He 
has  gone  up  and  up  and  up  in  the  British  Army  list, 
until  now  he  goes  to  reviews  like  a  good  boy,  in  top- 
boots,  a  cocked  hat,  spectacles,  and  a  respirator. 

Mr.  Punch.  Dear  little  fellow !  And  you,  COLONEL 
CHAXLES,  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia,  why 
did  you  rush  to  defend  your  country  '- 

Colonel  C/inr/r.t.  Because,  Sir,  I  felt  that  my  country 
needed  defending.  Because,  Sir,  1  felt  that,  unle-*  1 
put  on  a  blue  patrol  jacket  twenty-seven  days  out  of 
every  three  hundred  and  sixty-five,  England  would  sink 
to  rise  no  more,  and  the  waves  would  have  to  advertise 
for  a  new  dire,  trtss ! 

J//\  Puneh.  Admirably  answered!     And  you,  KNMI..N 
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OUR    RESERVES. 

Captain  Deronda  (of  the  Volunteers).  "  Br  YOUR  LEFT — CLOSB  1 " 

Comic  Private  (aside— to  hii  left-hand  Man).  "  NOT  TO-DAY,  THANKY  !    'DISPOSED  o'  MINE  LAST  WKEK  TO  Moss  AND  ABBA'MS  ! ' 

Captain  Deronda  (sternly).  "  I  HEAR  TALKING  IN  THE  RANKS  THERE  !  " 


EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers,  why  have  you  joined  the  forces  of  your 
native  land  P 

Ensign  Eugene.  Because,  Mr.  Punch,  I  was  tired  of  going  to 
Fancy  Dress  Balls  in  the  costume  of  CHARLES  THE  SECOND. 

Mr.  Punch.  Your  reply  is  ingenious,  frank,  and  manly.  And 
you,  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green, 
why  are  you  in  the  Army  ? 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  Because,  Mr.  Punch,  the  Army 
happens  to  be  my  profession.  I  trust  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  ask 
you  a  question.  Why  are  you  delivering  lectures  upon  the  Army  P 

Mr.  Punch.  Because,  my  dear  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEOHGE, 
of  the  Grenadiers  Green,  I  am  a  civilian,  and  consequently  know  in- 
finitely more  about  military  matters  than  soldiers  to  the  manner  born. 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  Sir,  your  logic  is  unanswerable. 
I  shall  be  delighted  to  listen  to  you  with  the  utmost  attention  and 
courtesy. 

Field-Marshal  Sir  Frank.  And  so  will  dear  little  SIR  FRANK 
GEEGEE,  K.C.B.  Dear  little  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIR  FRANK  GEEGEE, 
K.C.B.,  loves  Mr.  Punch,  and  knows  what  Mr.  Punch  says  to  him 
will  do  him  0  such  a  deal  of  good !  Won't  it,  dear  Mr.  Punch  f 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  little  fellow,  we  will  see. 


A  TASTE  OF  HOME-RULE. 

A  MEETING  of  Irish  patriots  who  proved  patriotous  was  held 
the  other  day  in  the  Free  Trade  Haft,  Manchester,  to  hear  MR. 
O'CONNOR  POWER,  M.P..  deliver  a  lecture  on  Irish  Wit  and 
Humour.  Accordingly,  MR.  BIGGAR,  M.P.,  in  the  Chair,  several 
letters  were  read  from  MAJOR  O'GORMAN  and  other  Home-Rule 
Members  of  Parliament.  In  the  letters  of  MAJOR  O'GoRMAN,  Irish 
Wit  and  Humour  might  have  been  expected  to  be  strongly 
exemplified,  but  apparently  were  not,  for  nobody  laughed,  but  only 

there  was  a  good  deal  of  whistling  and  shouting."  MR.  POWER, 
having  then  been  asked  by  a  Gentleman  on  the  platform  whether  he 
held  the  views  of  WOLFE  TONE  and  EMMETT  as  to  Home-Rule  for 
Ireland,  was  greeted  on  rising  with  prolonged  shouts  and  hisses,  on 


the  subsidence  of  which  he  answered  he  was  there  not  to  lecture  on 
Home-Rule,  but  on  Irish  Wit  and  Humour.  His  hearers  did  not 
want  to  be  taught  what  Irish  Wit  and  Irish  Humour  were.  They 
soon  let  him  know  that  they  knew. 

"  A  signal  was  then  apparently  given  from  some  of  tlie  men  who  had  got 
upon  the  platform,  and  in  response  to  it  a  free  fight  ensued  between  the  two 
hostile  factions  composing  the  meeting.  Some  of  the  audience,  it  is  said,  had 
come  armed  with  sticks  and  other  missiles,  which  they  freely  used  as  weapons. 
Chairs  were  thrown  about  the  platform,  broken  up,  and  used  in  the  tight. 
For  some  time  there  was  a  general  scrimmage  throughout  the  Hall." 

These  were  practical  illustrations,  and  striking  instances,  of  Irish 
Wit  and  Humour.  But  the  best  hit  of  them  all  remains  to  be  told : — 

"  MR.  BIOOAK  remained  in  the  Chair,  and  in  the  course  of  the  fight  he  was 
struck  on  the  head  with  some  missile,  and  sustained  a  scalp  wound  from 
which  he  bled  profusely.  He  vacated  the  Chair  after  receiving  the  blow,  and 
was  taken  from  the  Hall  to  the  door,  towards  which  there  was  an  immediate 
rush,  and  a  scene  of  wild  and  indescribable  confusion  arose." 

The  blow  which  broke  MR.  BIGGAR'S  head  appears  to  have  been 
nearly  as  effective  a  stroke  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour  as  he  could 
have  received.  Somebody  had  him  there.  A  head  laid  open  is  a 
splendid  example  of  cutting  Irish  satire.  He  must  have  felt  it. 

These  witty  and  humorous  proceedings  having  ended,  the  results 
of  them  were  found  to  be  that — 

"  About  three  or  four  hundred  chairs  were  smashed ;  the  forms  were  heaped 
up  in  every  direction,  and  a  slight  injury  was  done  to  the  organ  and  parts  of 
the  building." 

MR.  POWER  made  a  great  mistake  in  representing  Irish  Wit  and 
Humour  and  Irish  Home-Rule  as  different  things.  The  Home-Rulers 
quickly  showed  him  they  were  all  one.  Home-Rule  is  manifestly 
nothing  else  than  an  Irish  joke,  expressing  itself  in  home  thrusts 
and  home  blows.  But  Irish  jokes  break  bones— when  the  jokers  hit 
hard  enough.  Theirs  are  the  sort  of  jokes  to  make  you  scream,  if 
you  are  duly  sensitive  ;  instead  of  only  making  you  split  your  sides, 
they  split  your  sides  for  you.  The  only  objection  to  these  sallies  of 
Irish  Wit  and  Humour  is,  that  there  is  too  much  reason  to  fear  they 
may  be  really  the  death  of  one. 
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-p.  - 

BEWARE  OF  FALSE  TEETH  WITH  GTJTTA-PERCHA  FIXINGS. 

Master  Alec  (who  is  fond  of  Dogs).  "THERE'S  NO  MISTAKE  ABOUT  YOUR  BEING  THOROUGH' 

BRED,    MAJOR  BlTMBLEBIE  !  " 

Major  Bumbkbie  (not  displeased).  "  AND  HOW  DID  YOU  FIND  TUA.T  OUT,  Mr  BOY  ! " 
Master  Alec.  "  WHY,  'CAUSE  YOU  'VE  GOT  A  BLACK  ROOF  TO  YOUR  MOUTH  1 ! " 


THE  STATUS  QUO. 

MONTAGU  and  MAUD  have  quarrelled 
about  MAUD'S  Cousin.  The  engagement  is 
broken,  off.  The  letters  and  presents  have 
been  returned  (by  Parcels  Delivery),  and 
MAUD  and  MONTAOU  have  gone  back  to  the 
Status  Quo. 

The  BANKHOUSES  have  returned  from  the 
Sea-side  to  Camberwell.  BANKJIOUSE  leaves 
tome  for  the  City  in  the  morning  with  his 
usual  punctuality.  MBS.  BACKHOUSE  gives 
her  orders  and  goes  shopping  with  all  her 
old  regularity.  The  children  and  Miss 
I)un. HAM  have  begun  lessons  again.  So 
the  Status  Quo  is  resumed  at  28  ("  The 
Cheviots"),  Cromwell  Villas,  Camberwell 
Grove. 

-,TOPSELL,  his  wife,  seven  sons  and  daugh- 
ters, and  upper  and  under  nurse,  are  at 
Baymouth.  The  weather  is  bad,  the  lodg- 
ings are  uncomfortable,  everything  is  dear, 
the  children  scream  when  they  are  bathed, 
the  boys  are  always  getting  into  scrapes, 
the  girls  flirt,  and  MRS.  TOPSELL  has  taken 
a  violent  cold.  TOPSELL  sighs  for  the 
Status  Quo,  but  he  has  yet  three  weeks  of 
life  at  Baymouth  before  him  ere  he  can 
enjoy  home  comforts  at  Surbiton  again. 

CAPTAIN-  and  MBS.  BEESWING,  having  gone 
through  the  Divorce  Court,  have  receded  to 
the  Status  Quo. 

The  holidays  are  over,  the  boys  have 
gone  back  to  school,  and  many  happy 
households,  tranquillity  being  restored,  are 
rejoicing  that  the  Status  Quo  will  not  be 
disturbed  again  till  Christmas. 

The  REVEREND  HENRY  CHTLLINOWELL, 
having  returned  to  the  family  living  from 
Norway,  the  Curate,  who  has  been  preach- 
ing twice  every  Sunday  with  flattering 
success,  sees  nothing  before  him  but  the  old 
Status  Quo. 

A  large  number  of  tradesmen  would  like 
the  Status  Quo  restored  as  it  was  prior  to 
the  establishment  of  the  "  Stores." 

The  Leader-elect  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons hopes  it  may  continue  the  Status  Quo 
which  existed  before  M  it.  DISRAELI  accepted 
an  Earl's  coronet. 


THE  GREAT  PIANO-PLAGUE. 

KIND  MR.  PUNCH, 

To  please  my  wife  and  family,  I  am  staving  by  the  shore  of 
the  much-resounding  sea.  To  please  myself.  I  nave  selected  what 
I  thought  a  quiet  watering-place,  unmolested  by  excursionists,  and 
remote  both  from  the  snobbish  and  the  fashionable  world.  Here  I 
fondly  hoped  to  lead  a  quiet  life,  and  to  bask  at  leisure  on  the 
pebbly  beach,  undisturbed  by  bothering  boatmen,  or  by  black-faced 
banjoed  bawlers,  or  by  blatant  German  bands. 

But  though  Shingleton  is  quieter  than  Starborough  or  Sheepsgate, 
I  cannot  say  my  life  here  is  as  tranquil  as  I  hoped.  I  happen  to  be 
gifted  with  a  good  ear  for  music,  and  I  suffer  aural  martyrdom  by 
reason  of  the  gift.  I  mention  it  as  "  a  "  good  ear,  for  that  phrase 
is  usual ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  have  two  good  ears,  neither  one  deaf. 
Were  I  for  musical  appreciation  gifted  with  but  one,  I  might  stuff 
it  well  with  cotton,  and  spare  myself  the  torture  to  which  I  am 
exposed. 

Pity,  pray,  the  sorrows  of  an  ill-starred  man.  From  the  moment 
when  I  wake,  to  midnight  at  the  very  least,  pianos  to  right  of  me, 
pianos  to  left  of  me,  pianos  in  front  of  me,  jingle  and  jangle. 
Graphic  as  it  may  be,  even  this  description  falls  short  of  the  truth ; 
for  a  pianist  is  playing  underneath  me  while  I  write.  When  I  en- 
gaged my  lodgings,  or  "  apartments,"  as  she  calls  them,  my  land- 
lady informed  me,  and  with  perfect  accuracy,  that  there  wasn't 
such  a  thing  as  a  piano  in  the  house.  Tempted  by  this  statement. 
I  took  her  first-floor  and  two  upper  bedrooms  for  a  month,  and  made 
no  special  bargain  as  to  boot-cleaning  and  cruets,  which,  with  half- 
a-soore  more  extras,  have  since  proved  rather  costly  additions  to 
her  bill.  The  ground-floor  then  was  vacant,  but,  unluckily,  was  let 
the  day  after  we  came,  and  the  next  day  a  piano,  upon  hire,  was 
introduced. 


The  houses  built  for  lodgings  have  uncommonly  thin  walls,  and  a 
piano  in  the  parlour  i»  heard  well-nigh  to  the  roof.  Besides,  the 
walls  of  modern  dwellings  are  barely  a  brick  thick ;  and  a  piano 
which  is  played  at  No.  5,  Marine  Parade,  vibrates  most  unmercifully 
through  Nos.  4  and  6.  To  these  facts  add  the  further  one,  that 
most  young  Ladies  now-a-days  can  sing  as  well  as  play ;  and  when  I 
say  "  as  well "  I  really  mean  "  as  ill.  Moreover,  at  the  sea-side 
they  generally  practise  with  the  window  open,  and,  having  little 
else  to  do  except  to  bathe  and  read  a  novel,  they  invariably  practise 
some  thirteen  hours  a  day. 

A  heavy  tax  upon  Pianos,  to  be  doubled  at  all  watering-places, 
might  somewhat  abate  the  nuisance,  which  grows  each  year  worse 
and  worse.  Persons  guilty  of  the  misdemeanor  of  playing  with 
the  window  open,  should  be  indictable  for  wilful  breaches  of  the 
peace.  I  am  not  by  my  nature  of  a  revengeful  temperament,  but  I 
own  I  feel  inclined  to  punish  with  severity  these  feminine  offenders, 
no  matter  how  penitent  or  how  pretty  they  may  be. 

In  the  hope  that  the  Exchequer  may  be  speedily  enriched  by  the 
tax  above  suggested,  I  crave  your  leave  to  call  myself 

Yours, 
A  MAN  WITH  Two  GOOD  EARS. 


The  Wrong  County. 

Nor  Buckinghamshire,  but  Lincolnshire  ought  to  have  enjoyed 
the  distinction  of  giving  the  PRIME  MINISTER  a  territorial  title.  In 
Lincolnshire  there  is  a  place  called  "  Coningsby."  MR.  DISRAELI. 
as  EARL  OF  CONINOSBT,  would  have  been  endeared  to  every  reader  of 
his  sparkling  novels. 

Music  AT  THE  SULTAN'S  INVESTITURE.— "  Void  le  Sabre." 
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CANZONET    TO    CORRESPONDENTS. 


ING  0  the  piles  of 
verse  and  prose 
The  Postman  daily 

brings 

Punch    can't    pre- 
serve, and  there 
fore  throws 
Away      rejectee 
things. 


Torn  up,  he  Bends  them  all  to  burn ; 

None  such  can  he  restore. 
Deir  friends,  they  quit  you  to  return — 

As  Youth  returns — no  more ! 


EXEMPLARY  INTOLERANCE. 

Inr  a  Circular  issued  by  the  Spanish  Cabinet,  Europe  is  told  tha 
the  Constitution  establishes  Religious  Tolerance  in  the  interior  o: 
places  of  worship  and  cemeteries,  but  formally  interdicts  all  public 
manifestations  of  heterodoxy,  and  that :  — 

"The  Government  considers  notices  placarded  on  places  outside  the  Church 
announcing  the  hours  of  service  to  be  public  manifestations,  and  interdicts 
them  in  consequence." 

Suppose  this  notification,  mutatis  mutandis,  that  is,  the  places  o: 
worship  which    it   relates   to   being    Roman  Catholic  instead  o: 
Protestant,  had  been  issued  by  PRINCE  BISMARCK.    "What  invective! 
would  have  been  hurled  from  the  Vatican  at  the  head  of  thi 
persecutor,  with  what  unmeasured  abuse  he  would  have  been  every- 
where denounced  by  the  Roman  Catholic  Press,  and  how  strongly 
he  would  have  been  censured  in  England  even  by  the  organs  o" 
Protestant  Liberal  opinion!    The  Ultramontanes  may  thank  thi 
Spanish  Ministry  for  setting  the  Prussian  Government,  and  ever; 
other,  a  very  bad  example  of  bigotry,  which  may  be  imitated  to  th 
vexation  of  the  faithful. 


DIGNITY  AND  IMPUDENCE. 
HEBE  is  a  precious  little  piece  of  kitchen  stuff : — 

AS    PROFESSED    COOK   AND    HOUSEKEEPER.      Wages    £40 
Unexceptionable  character.  A  private  (not  professional)  family  preferred 

That  a  Cook  should  state  her  preference  to  serve  a  private  familj 
is  a  fact  that  well  may  exercise  the  meditative  mind.  The  condition 
of  the  labour  market  may  be  clearly  guessed  therefrom;  and  the 
opinion  may  be  formed  that  the  supply  of  Cooks  at  present  hardlj 
equals  the  demand.  The  parenthesis  may  likewise  incite  somi 
further  thought.  Why  should  a  Cook  restrict  her  preference  in  thi 
way,  and  object  to  serve  a  dinner  for  a  Doctor  or  a  Lawyer,  or  an; 
one  whose  income  is  professionally  earned  ?  We  have  smoked  three 
cigarettes  in  deep  reflection  on  the  matter,  and  confess  ourselve 
incompetent  to  solve  the  weighty  point.  If  the  precedent  be  fol 
lowed,  we  may  hear  of  Housemaids  advertising  that  they  have  : 


)reference  to  serve  in  titled  families ;  and  Scullerymaids,  in  want 
f  situations,  may  announce,  with  all  the  emphasis  of  italics  or  big 
)rint,  that  Nobody  connected  with  the  City  need  apply. 

TERRA  TO  THOMSON. 

A  Protest  from  a  Perturbed  Planet.     Received  in  "  Reason's  ear," 

and  Reported  by  the  Oicner  of  that  Ear— Mr.  Punch.) 
"SiR  WILLIAM  THOMSON,  working  from  a  solution  of  FOURIER'S,  found 
hat  one  hundred  millions  of  years  have  elapsed  since  the  earth  grew  cool 
snough  for  animal  existence."— Daily  Telegraph  on  Sin  WILLIAM  THOM- 
SON'S Opening  Address  to  the  "  Physical  Section  "  of  the  British  Association 
at  Glasgow. 

Terra.  Only  one  hundred  million  years  ?    Pooh, "pooh! 

THOMSON  would  make  me  a  mere  pareenu  '. 
Luna.  And  me  a  mushroom  orb.     What  next,  I  wonder  ': 
Won't  TYNDALL'S  lot  be  down  on  him  like  thunder '( 
One  hundred  million  years !     The  merest  speck 
In  Evolution's  sweep. 

Terra.  How  little  reck 

These  fumblers  of  a  Planet's  family  feelings ! 
They  blurt  out  all  their  blundering  revealings 
About  our  antecedents — nothing  shirk  : 
I  wish  we  had  a  sort  of  heavenly  BURKE 
To  put  things  right.    And  yet,  for  all  their  pother, 
The  mannikms  quite  contradict  each  other. 
Cosmical  theories  ?    Emmets  next,  no  doubt, 
Will  call  their  ant-hill  doctrines  BO. 

Luna.  You  flout 

The  pismires  righteously.    I  have  my  fears 
The  fools  may  set  us  Planets  by  the  ears. 

Terra.  "Us  Planets"?    I  like  that.    A  satellite 

Like  you,  with  Planets  does  not  rank.    Not  quite  ! 

Luna.  Beg  pardon !    But,  by  Jupiter 

Terra.  Oh  blow  it ! 

Size  is  not  everything ! 

Luna.  Nor  shape — I  know  it, — 

Or  you  and  I  might  wish  we  could  take  pattern 
From  that  most  stuck-up  of  the  Spheres,  smart  Saturn, 
So  vain  of  his  big  ring ! 

Terra.  I  'd  just  as  soon 

Possess  my  single  solitary  Mpon.^ 
I  'm  sure  she 's  very  lovely,  if  she 's  lonely. 

Luna.  Thanks,  Terra ! 

Term.  But  one  hundred  millions  only  ! 

SIR  WILLIAM  might  have  spared  that  incivility. 
Next  he  '11  be  taxing  Sol  with  juvenility. 
There 's  not  a  sphere  that  won't  be  shocked. 

Luna.  Between  us, 

I  think  the  notion  may  be  "  nuts  "  to  Venus. 

Terra.  A  giddy-pated  creature !    Strange  obliquity ! — 
She  never  could  appreciate  antiquity. 
But  after  all  the  time  allowed  by  TYNDALL, 
For  my  inhabitable  age  to  dwindle 
To  such  a  point !    'Tis  quite  too  disappointing ! 
His  cosmical  hypothesis  so  disjointing 
That  Orthodoxy  will  be  loudly  crowing 
To  find  pert  Science  "  hedging."    Why,  for  growing 
From  Mollusc  into  Man  the  time  's  a  trifle. 
DARWIN  with  righteous  wrath  must  surely  stifle. 
To  tit  my  surface — not  for  Salamanders, 
But  say  for  Adams  or  for  Alexanders, 
Took 

Luna.  Do  not  be  too  definite,  dear  friend. 

Vagueness  eives  Vastness  ;  Vistas  without  end 
May  stretch  where  the  perspective  ends  in  mist, 
Or  "  boundless  blue."    The  evolutionist 
Will  see  you  righted. 

Terra.  Why,  to  bridge  the  chasm 

Between  himself  and  primitive  protoplasm, 
With  such  a  tiny,  trivial  strip  of  time- 
One  hundred  million  years !— the  thing 's  a  crime 
That  Chronos  should  resent.     The  Great  Edacious 
Himself  can't  swallow  at  that  rate.    Good  gracious  ! 
THOMSON'S  a  suniph! 

Lun   .  Whate'er,  dear  Mother  Earth, 

T  ie  "  Molten-Centre  Theory  "  may  be  worth, 
B  it  WILLIAM  soon  will  find— sense  might  have  told  him ! — 
1  ue  world  of  Science  quite  too  hot  to  hold  him ! 


SPIRITUALISM  AND  CRICKET. 

"DR."  SLADE,  from  America,  Professor  of  Spirit  Writing,  and 
Test  Medium,  playing  the  Slate  Trick,  caught,  out,  after  a  short 
innings,  by  DR.  LANKESTER. 
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DRIVING    LADIES. EXTREME    MEASURES. 

'  IF  YOU  CAN'T  WHIP   HIM   UP,    YOU   MUST   LIFT  BIX  UP,   CHARLES  !  " 


OUK  REPRESENTATIVE  MAN. 

(The  Winter  Theatrical  Season  commences.     He  pays  a  flying  visit 
to  the  Queen's,  and  briefly  reports  thereon.) 

SIB, 

BEFOBE  quitting  England,  you,  nt  a  most  affecting  parting, 
strictly  enjoined  me  to  represent  yourself  whenever  and  wherever 
SHAKSPSABE  might  be  "  revived."    You,  then  and  there,  gave  me  a 
standing  order  ("not  admitted  after  seven"),  which  I  promised 
scrupulously  to  obey. 
1  1  curing:  then  of  ME.  JOHN  COLEMAN,  how 
JOHN  COLEMAN,  of  the  Provinces,  by  the  Nine  Muses  swore 
That  York  and  Leeds  and  somewhere  else  should  see  his  face  no  more, 

until  he  had  produced  SHAKSPEABE'S  Henry  the  Fifth  in  London, 
at  the  Queen's  Theatre,  I  determined  to  be  in  my  place  on  the  first 
opportunity,  which,  I  regret  to  say,  was  not  on  the  premiere  of  the 
grand  revival. 

Whatever  may  be  the  result  of  the  Jpresent  speculation  at  the 
Queen's,  everyone,  interested  in  the  prosperity  of  the  English  stage, 
must  wish  success  to  the  enterprising  Manager  from  the  North,  who 
baa  heard  mysterious  voices  in  the  air  crying,  "York,  you're 
wanted  !  "  and,  in  obedience  to  the  mystic  summons,  has  come  up 
to  make  essay  of  the  Metropolis.  And,"  no  doubt,  MB.  JOHN  COLE- 
MAN—  our  old  King  COLK-MAN,  a  jolly  old  soul  man,  and  a  jolly  old 
soul  is  he  —  has  effected  much  that  is  worthy  of  great  praise,  and, 
where  he  has  failed,  he  is  to  be  credited  with  the  best  intentions—  a 
fruitful  source  of  failure,  by  the  way,  —  and  sympathised  with  as 
not  having  achieved  his  own  ideal  success. 

It  is  bad,  for  example,  to  have  to  start  with  such  an  apology  as 
catches  the  eye  on  the  first  sheet  of  his  elaborate  (and  excruciatingly 
scented)  programme,  i.e.,  "  NOTICE.  As  many  of  'the 


tet  scenes  are  of  great  magnitude,  especially  the  'Interior  of 
It  estnunster  Abbey,'  public  indulgence  is  requested  fur  such  delays 
between  the  Acts  as  may  be  nn-e,,ary  <li,r;,ir/  the  first  ireek  of  this 
production"  -  1  es,  but  surely  another'  t\vu  'weeks'  rehearsal 
would  have  rendered  these  delays  unnecessary,  and,  despite  tin  ir 
expense,  would  have,  in  the  end,  been  a  genuine  economy. 


Again,  more  rehearsal  would  have  done  some  good  to  the  invisible 
orchestra.  As  it  is,  the  band  plays  out  of  sight,  and  out  of — a  good 
deal  else.  Then  the  men  whose  duty  it  is  to  manage  the  curtains, 
should  be  rehearsed  at  their  work  every  day.  The  directions  given 
"  behind  the  scenes  "  should  be  toned  into  a  lower  key  (difficult, 
perhaps,  where  crowds  have  to  be  dealt  with) ;  and  were  a  pair  of 
"  tormentors  "  (as  the  sort  of  screens  are  called  which  conceal  the 
space  between  the  proscenium  and  the  first  wings)  added,  the  effect 
for  those  of  the  audience  who  are  seated  at  the  sides  and  in  the 
front  row  of  the  stalls  would  be  materially  enhanced.  I  confess  the 
illusion  of  a  Knights-in-annour  battle-scene  is  destroyed,  as  far  as 
I  am  personally  concerned,  when  I  catch  sight  of  energetic  people 
in  the  hats  and  coats  of  eighteen  hundred  and  seventy-six  suddenly 
coming  into  sight  at  the  wings. 

One  mistake  to  my  thinking  is  the  retention  of  the  Chorus,  a  part 
fairly  declaimed  by  Miss  LEIGHTON.  The  Chorus  is  an  apology  for 
the  absence,  in  the  time  of  the  Divine  WILLIAMS,  of  those  very  effects 
which  it  is  one  chief  aim  of  this  revival  to  place  before  the  public. 
Nowadays  the  occupation  this  Chorus  appears  to  have  gone. 

Time.  Sir,  will  not  permit  me  to  review  at  length  this  revival, 
which  begins  at  seven  (confound  it!— why  won't  you  let  us  dine 
comfortably,  MB.  COLEMAN  P)  with  the  Jerusalem  Chamber  and 
MB.  PHELPB,  and  ends  at  eleven,  or  thereabouts.  By  the  way,  why, 
in  the  bill,  are  Nym,  Sardolph,  and  Pistol  described  as  "Irregular 
Humorists" ?  I  think  it  a  capital  name,  and  should  like  to  adopt  it 
myself  ;  but  how  are  these  three  "Irregular  Humorists"?  ME.  Mi  AD, 
who  plays  Pistol,  is  a  regular  humorist. 

The  play-bill  consists  of  eight  pages,  rather  formidable.  All  the 
available  talent  finds  herein  a  local  habitation  and  a  name.  This 
swells  the  list  with  the  rank  and  file.  Allow  me  to  offer  a  sugges- 
tion. A  French  Lord — LORD  BOUCIQUALT — is  mentioned  in  the  play, 
and  is  put  down  in  the  cast.  Well,  as  MB.  COLEMAN  has  been  going 
in  for  descriptions,  as  for  example,  "The  Irregular  Humorists," 
why  not  give  the  foreign  nobleman  the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  thus, 
LOBD  BOUCIQUALT  (probably  ancestor  of  the  present  eminent  Irish 
Dramatist  and  Fenian-Liberator,  MR.  DmnBovcWAVLr)  "—which 
would  be  interesting  to  others  besides  the  mere  antiquarian. 

I  hope  to'pay  the  Queen's  another  visit  when  everything  will  be  in 
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working  order.  At  present,  suffice  it  to  record  the  fact  of  the 
revival,  to  draw  the  attention  of  the  public  to  what  is  called  "  a 
step  in  the  right  direction,"  and  to  sign  myself  now,  as  ever, 

YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE. 

P.S.— "A  propos  of  the  topic  of  the  day,  what  a  row  some  foreign 
Gladstone— perhaps  then  a  monk  of  the  Savonarola  type— would 
have  made  about  the  "  English  Atrocities  "  in  France,  quoting  KING 
HENRY'S  sanguinary  command — 

"  Every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners : 
Give  the  word  througU." 

"Whv  even  our  chiefs  out-hashi-bazouk'd  the  Bashi-Bazouks  in  those 
old  Says  when  the  cry  was  "  St.  George  for  Merrie  England!  " 

Richard  the  Third  at  Drury  Lane  (ClBBER  versus  COLEMAN), 
and  the  winter  theatrical  season  commencing.  Like  a  bird,  Sir,  I 
will  he  in  three  places  at  once,  including  the  theatre  where  Silas 
Druce  alias  Daniel  Marner  or  The  Black-iceavcr-smithi&\>eing per- 
formed.. I  hear  great  things  of  GAEL  ROSA'S  Opera  troupe  at  the 
Lyceum.  But  more  anon  from  your  own  "  Irregular  Humorist." 
I  thank  thee,  KING  COLEMAN,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 


SHIPTON  AND  SLUDGE. 

How  lone  will  Justice,  blinder  than  ever,  continue  to  prose- 
cute poor  old  MOTHER  SHIPTON  for  telling  sixpenny  fortunes  to 
maid  servants,  and  allow  charlatans  of  the  "Medium"  type  to  he 
treated  as  magicians  by  feeble  scientists,  and  their  illusions  to  be 
discussed  as  positive  phenomena  by  little  intelligences  ? 

To  the  lock-up  with  old  MOTHER  SHIPTON  !  She  has  no  Lecturers 
on  Anatomy,  no  Professors  of  Psychological  Economy,  to  speak, 
protest,  or  lecture,  in  her  favour.  To  gaol  with  her !  She  has  made 
a  servant-girl  happy  for  an  hour  for  the  small  sum  of  sixpence ! 


Nothing  can  be  too  bad  for  her  when  we  think  of  the  superstitious 
ideas  such  conduct  may  engender  in  the  lower  classes. 

But  SLUDGE,  who  is  a  Doctor — a  genuine  one,  or  he  would 
not  use  the  prefix — is  not  to  be  treated  otherwise  than  as  the 
respected  and  admired  exponent  of  a  science  yet  in  its  infancy.  He 
takes  his  fee  as  other  Doctors  do.  He  resides  in  well-furnished 
apartments,  and  it  is  quite  impossible  that  a  man  of  his  attainments 
(is  he  not  the  chosen  associate  of  angels  f)  should  dream  of  fraud  or 
imposture  ? 

You  purblind  petty  Professors,  who  have  paid  your  guineas  and 
wasted  time  which  might  have  been  profitably  employed  in  your  own 
pursuits,  are  you  not — confess  it — the  veriest  babies  in  almost  every- 
thing which  does  not  immediately  concern  the  science  you  have 
studied  and  followed  since  you  left  school  ? 

Can  any  one  of  you  imitate  Mr.  Punch's  Roo-too-too-it,  or  make  a 
shilling  vanish  from  one  hand  to  the  other,  or  force  a  card,  or 
explain  any  one  of  the  thousand  and  odd  tricks  performed  by  a 
common  conjuror  '( 

You  feeble  gobemauches .'  Because  a  medium  is  called  Doctor, 
and  is  recommended  by  some  celebrities  who  may  sooner  or  later  end 
their  investigations  in  Colney  Hatch  or  a  Private  Establishment, 
you  accept  his  theories  at  once!  Because,  forsooth,  you  cannot 
understand  how  he  does  it,  you  swallow  his  trick  as,  so  to  speak,  a 
canard,  bones,  feathers,  and  all,  and  swear  it  is  a  Phoonix  sent  from 
Heaven. 

Punch  knows  it  is  useless  to  argue  with  enthusiasts,  hut  he  asks, 
if  witchcraft  is  to  be  treated  as  an  imposition,  whether  obtaining 
money  under  false  pretences  in  tho  drawing-room  is  not  as  punish- 
able as  doing  so  at  the  area,  and  whether  Magistrates  ought  any 
more  to  tolerate  impostors  extracting  guineas  from  well-to-do 
simpletons  for  communications  from  the  dead,  than  they  allow 
MOTHER  SHOTON  to  swindle  seullerymaids  out  of  their  small  earn- 
ings in  return  for  a  promise  of  a  rich  husband  and  a  coach-and-six  ? 


MR.     PUNCH'S     GUIDE     TO     THE     ARMY. 

SECTION  II. — OF  THE  DUTY  OF  THE  OFFICER  TO  HIMSELF. 


HEX  Mr.  Punch  appeared  to 
give  his  promised  lecture,  his 
four  military  friends  hastened 
to  greet  him.  His  pumls  ap- 
peared in  different  costumes. 
GOLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  Royal 
East  Mudborough  Militia,  wore 
his  silver-laced  overalls  and 
/eri'e  vest.  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of 
the  Volunteers,  on  the  con- 
trary, appeared  in  a  motley 
uniform,  composed  of  a  regi- 
mental tunic,  a  pair  of  fancy 
tweed  trousers,  and  a  straw 
hat.  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAP- 
TAIN GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers 
Green,  was  satisfied  to  appear 

n  a  black  suit  of  evening  costume.  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIR  FRANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.B., 
wore  his  respirator  and  decorations.  The  dear  little  man  was  seated  in  a 

icrambulator. 


"  My  good  boys,"  said  Mr.  Punch,  "  before  I  com- 
mence my  lecture,  will  you  kindly  tell  me  why  you 
have  selected  the  uniforms  in  which  you  have  been 
good  enough  to  appear  ?  " 

COLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborongh 
Militia,  was  the  first  to  answer.  He  replied,  with  a 
slight  blush,  "  It  has  occurred  to  me,  Mr.  Punch, 
since  we  held  our  last  conversation,  that  it  would  be 
possible  to  mistake  me  for  a  civilian  did  I  not  make 
the  very  most  of  my  uniform." 

"  This  is  the  regulation  shooting  dress  at  Wimble- 
don," proudly  responded  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of  the 
Volunteers. 

"  We  wear  mufti  at  mess,  to  distinguish  us  from 
the  Army,"  drawled  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN 
GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green. 

Mr.  Punch  turned  to  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIR  FRANK 
GEEGEE,  K.C.B.,  and  was  horrified  to  find  that  the 
poor  little  fellow  had  cut  his  fingers  with  his  sword. 

"  My  poor,  sweet  little  man !  "  cried  Mr.  Punch, 
compassionately,  ' '  how  did  you  manage  to  draw  that 
dangerous  weapon  ?  " 

"Little  SIR  FRANK  doesn't  know !"  sobbed  the 
venerable  innocent.  "  Little  SIB  FRANK  only  drew 
his  sword  once  before ;  and  then  he  was  a  naughty 
subaltern,  and  got  fined  a  dozen  of  champagne  be- 
cause he  did  it  in  the  ante-room.  Little  SIR  FRANK 
will  he  a  good  boy,  and  won't  do  it  again." 

Stioking-plaister  was  produced,  and  peace  restored ; 
and  then  Mr.  Punch  commenced  his  lecture : — 

Part  I.  The  Commanding  Officer  and  his  Subor- 
dinates.—The  first  duty  of  the  Officer  is  obedience  to 
his  superiors ;  the  second  is  to  maintain  discipline 
amongst  his  inferiors.  According  to  the  Queen's 
Regulations  (Sect.  7),  he  should  "  not  only  enforce  by 
command,  but  should  also  encourage  by  example,  the 
energetic  discharge  of  duty,  and  the  steady  endurance 
of  the  difficulties  and  privations  which  are  inseparable 
from  military  service." 

Thus,  a  Commanding  Officer,  when  a  Sub-Lieu- 
tenant is  sent  to  join  his  regiment,  should  seize  as 
many  opportunities  aspossible  to  attract  the  attention 
of  his  subordinate.  When  he  sees  his  recruit  coming, 
he  should  immediately  commence  practising  the  goose- 
step  with  perseverance.  It  will  be  as  well  for  him  to 
appear  to  fail  once  or  twice  in  the  ntteinpt  to  perform 
this  elementary,  but  difficult,  manoeuvre,  so  that  the 
recruit  may  be  encouraged  to  make  the  necessary 
efforts  to  master  the  subject.  At  other  times  it  will 
be  as  well  if  the  recruit  finds  his  Commanding  Officer 
hard  at  work  studying  the  Field  Exercises,  Part  I. 
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l!y  these  and  like  means  a  Colonel  of  ordinary  ability  will  soon  bo  able  to 
tOOUltom  his  Officers  to  steadily  endure  "the  dilliculties  and  privations  which 
an-  inseparable  from  military  service." 

As  one  of  his  duties  is  to  maintain  "  a  proper  system  of  economy,"  he  should 
encourage  the  Mess  Committee  to  order  the  cheapest  wine.  Ho  should  accustom 
himself  to  making1  the  following  observations  in  a'  hearty  tone  of  voice: 
"  Kcally,  this  Cape  sherry  is  excellent!  "  "  I  have  never  tasted  a  better  glass 
of  champagne,  at  twenty-four  shillings  a  dozen,  in  my  life  !  ':  "  On  my  word, 
this  glass  of  ginger-wine  is  far  more  wholesome  than  the  most  expensive  port  !  * 
Should  it  be  necessary,  lie  will  always  be  able  to  procure  the  proper  antidotes 
from  the  Surgeon  attached  to  liis  Ke-iineiit.  In  conclusion,  the  Colonel  should 
recollect  that  he  is  regarded  by  the  Authorities  at  Pall  Mall  as  the  father 
of  his  Regiment,  and  as  a  father  who  is  expected  to  educate  and  maintain  his 
children  at  the  very  smallest  possible  expense  to  the  general  public. 

/'art  II.  The  Inferior  (tjHn-rs  <in<l  their  Commander.  —  As  it  is  the  duty 
of  the  Colonel  to  regard  his  Ollieers  as  his  children,  so,  in  like  manner,  is  it 
the  duty  of  tin'  Interior  ((Hirers  to  look  upon  their  Commanding  Officer  as  their 
parent.  The  Majors  should  never  perform  the  smallest  duty  without  con- 
sulting their  chief.  When  engaged  in  battalion  drill,  they  should  invariably 
ask  1!  I  to  explain  his  orders,  and  the  way  to  obey  them,  before  they 

are  issued  to  the  Regiment.  The  observance  of  this  rule  will  generally  save  a 
great  deal  of  confusion  and  a  constant  reference  to  the  Red  Book.  As  it  will 
be  the  duty  of  the  senior  Major  to  ride  side  by  side  with  the  Colonel  at  the 
head  of  the  column  on  the  line  of  march,  he  should  invariably  store  his  mind 
with  a  choie"  collection  of  li-oiid  stories  and  witicisms  with  which  to  amuse  his 
superior  Otlicer  when  the  toils  of  the  day  are  over.  As,  on  these  occasions, 
they  will  be  riding  immediately  in  rear  of  the  band,  it  will  be  as  well  if  he 
provides  himself  with  a  speaking-trumpet.  Thus  armed,  even  the  smallest  pun 
should  have  its  due  effect. 

The  Company  Officers  should  have  the  fullest  confidence  in  their  superior, 
and  should  do  nothing  without  his  knowledge.  Thus,  as  the  proper  manage- 
ment of  practical  joking  is  left,  by  the  Queen's  Regulations,  in  the  Colonel's 
hands.  Officers  should  invariably  make  their  Commanding  Officer  the  hero  of 
their  frolics.  They  should  also  never  "  raise  funds  through  the  agency  of  money- 
lenders and  bill-discounters  "  without  asking  their  Colonel  to  lend  the  influence 
of  his  name  to  the  financial  transaction.  As  their  Colonel  is  directed  "  to  dis- 
countenance anv  disposition  in  his  Officers  to  gamble,"  they  should  invariably 
decline  to  join  him  in.  a  game  of  whist  at  stakes  higher  than  "  fiver  points  and 
a  pony  on  the  rub." 

By  these  means  the  Commanding  Officer  and  his  colleagues  in  command 
may  live  on  the  terms  of  a  very  happy  family. 


CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION 


Eugene.  Please,  Mr.  Punch,  can  you  tell  me  who  the   Commanding 
( 'Hirer  of  a  Regiment  is  •* 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  I  am  very  pleased  to  find  that  you 
are  already  beginning  to  take  an  interest  in  military  matters  of  importance. 
However,  as  your  question  is  one  of  an  elementary  character,  I  will  ask  your 
brother  Officers  to  answer  it  for  you.  iS'ow,  my  dear  little  FIELD-MABSHAL  Snt 
FKANK  <ii:n:n:,  K.  ('.15,,  can  you  tell  me  anything  about  a  Commanding  Officer '' 

Fuld-Xarthal  Sir  frank  (leeqec,  K.C.B.  Dear  little  SIR  FBANK  is  a 
Colonel  himself.  He  was  gazetted  a  Colonel,  and  was  told  he  might  wear  a 
pretty  uniform,  and  draw  a  nice  little  salary.  Some  day,  dear  little  SIR  FRANK, 
if  he  lives  to  be  a  very,  very  old  man,  may  see  his  Regiment.  Won't  that  be  nice  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  My  sweet  little  man,  I  recollect  the  Regiment  of  which  you 
are  nominally  in  command,  is  now  serving  in  India.  And  now,  LIEUTENANT 
AND  CAPTAIN  GKOUC;  K,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green,  who  do  you  say  is  the  Com- 
manding Officer  of  a  Regim. 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  Ci-nrge.  Off  parade,  the  man  who  keeps  the  regi- 
mental drag  on  the  Sergeant-Major. 


Mr.  Punch.  Do  you  know,  my  dear  COLONEL  CHAKLEM, 
of  the  Royal  East  ModbanHUth  Militia  '-. 

(''linnet  Charles.  In  </»/•  Service,  Sir,  the  battalion  is 
usually  commanded  by  the  Adjutant. 

Mr.  Punch.  So  I  have  heard ;  and  a  very  grave 
mistake,  too.  The  Adjutant's  duties  should  find  him 
better  employment.  A  Captain  has  no  right  to  assume 
Held  rank.  Now.  you  have  heard  the  hints  thrown  out 
by  your  brother  Officers,  my  dear  KNMI.S  Ki  <.ofE,  of 
the  Volunteers.  Perhaps  you  may  be  yet  able  to  answer 
your  own  question  for  yourself. 

Ensign  Eugene.  I  suppose  the  Colonel  should  com- 
mand his  own  Regiment. 

Mr.  Punch.  Theoretically,  quite  right,  my  dear  En- 
sign ;  but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the  Regiment  is  generally 
commanded  by  the  Colonel's  wife ! 


BRITISH  INTERESTS— AND  PRINCIPLES. 

"  Unquestionably  there  is  a  large  party,  a  large  portion  of  Her 
Majesty's  subjects  whose  thought*  and  sentiments  are  attainted 
and  absorbed  by  other  things  than  the  maintenance  of  the  per- 
manent interests  of  this  country,  or  the  maintenance  of  peace* 
.  ...  Tli  e  country,  in  some  of  its  exhibitions  of  feeling,  has 
completely  out-Heroded  the  most  extravagant  conceptions." — 
The  Ji.uiL  OF  BBACONSFIELD  at  Aybsbtiry. 

BUI.L  fo  BEACONSHEID. 
BitrriSH  Interests,  BEST  ?    Precisely  so, 

Bound  to  look  to  them,  I  quite  agree  ; 
But  must  say  that  I  should  Eke  to  Know 

What  your  present  views  of  them  may  be. 
Mine  have  changed,  I  own  it.    Summons  sharp 

Set  me  thinking  ;  the  result  you  've  seen. 
'Tisn't  now  the  time  to  sneer  and  carp, 

Best  speak  out,  BEN  ;  tell  us  what  you  mean. 

British  Interests,  BEN  ?    Are  they  bound  up 

With  cool  minimising  of  such  work 
As  has  made  us  all  on  horrors  sup  ? 

Tied  to  toleration  of  the  Turk  Y 
Can't  quite  see  it,  BEN  j  but  if  they  be, 

British  hearts  must  sicken  so  to  find  them ; 
And  the  only  question  left  to  me 

Is — how  best  and  soonest  to  unbind  them ! 

British  Interests,  BEN  ?    They  may  be  bought 

At  a  price  I  'm  not  preparea  to  pay. 
Fight  for  them  I  would,  as  I  have  fought, 

Though  I  'd  rather  keep  from  further  fray. 
But  between  the  Sword  and  Shame,  you  see 

There  is  never  need  of  pause  for  choice. 
Better  battle  than  complicity 

With  foul  foes  of  freedom !    That  'a  my  voice ! 

British  Interests  ?    Some  have  vented  bosh — 

Cold  as  well  as  hot — I  'd  fain  shun  spasm. 
"  Sinister  ?  "    No,  BEN,  that  taunt  won't  wash. 

Don't  claim  kudos  for  "  enthusiasm." 
But  Batak  !    Can't  well  "  out-Herod  "  that ! 

Keep  cool  head  by  all  means,  step  with  care  ; 
But  I  won't  have  part  or  lot— that  s  flat '. 

With  the  brutes  who  played  the  Herod  there. 

British  Interests  ?    Long  we  've  backed  the  Turk 

SeltisbJy,  or  prudently,  no  matter ! 
But  one  fixed  resolve  you  '11  find  to  lurk 

Under  all  this  multitudinous  clatter. 
Jomr  declines  any  longer  to  lend  his  name 

To  the  Eastern  Moloch  of  Misrule, 
Will  not  bear  his  burden,  share  his  shame. 

Send  that  ultimatum  to  Stamboul ! 

British  Interests  ?    Don't  desire  to  play 

Into  hands  of  "  sinister  "  intrigue, 
Cynic  despot  on  the  scent  for  prey, 

Party  wire-puller,  or  secret  League. 
Tricked  by  Russ  or  shamed  by  Turk  P    Faith,  no ! 

Either  part  to  play  I  'm  vastly  loth. 
Scylla  or  Charybdis  choose  ?    Not  so  I 

Want  a  steersman  who  '11  keep  clear  of  both. 

British  Interests  ?    BEACONSFIELD,  my  friend, 

There 's  your  chart,  your  compass.  Can  you  steer ''. 
Chilly  reticence  'tis  time  to  end, 

Storm  may  reach  e'en  your  "  serener  sphere." 
This  "  commanding  sentiment "  claims.    Arc  you 

Apt  to  heed  that  Sentiment's  commands  '< 
If  so,  say  so.     If  not,  say  so,  too, 

And — the  tiller  goes  to  other  hands. 
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FACT    AND    FICTION; 

OR,  Y-  BONNY  FISHWIVES  OF  SCARBOROUGH  AND  THEIR  IMITATORS. 


MIRACLE  AND  NO  MISTAKE. 

SOLON  and  SOLOMON,  smoking. 

Solon.  Curious,  the  appearance  of  PBOFESSOK  LANKESTEB'S 
exposure  of  DE.  SLADE,  and  of  MONSIONOE  CAPEL'S  defence  of  the 
Lourdes  miracles  in  the  same  page  of  the  Times. 

Solomon.  Spiritualism  at  London  and  Spiritualism  at  Lourdes. 

Solon.  Spiritualism  and  Spiritualism.    Both  alike  humbug. 

Solomon.  Not  so.  No  wilful  humbug,  probably,  in  the  Lourdes 
Spiritualism.  The  Spiritualism  in  London  not  all  humbug  prepense. 
Healing  fountain  of  course  incapable  of  humbug.  Healing  Medium 
probably  very  capable.  But  possibly  an  enthusiastic  self -humbug 
only.  Believers  in  both  fountain  and  medium  alike  healed,  how- 
ever, humbug  notwithstanding  —  healed  through  faith,  by  the 
action  of  mind  working  on  body.  Read  Da.  CABPENTEB'S  Mental 
Physiology. 

Solon.  That's  how  you  explain  MONSIGNOE  CAPEL'S  miracles, 
then? 

Solomon.  Oh  dear,  no!  Goodness  gracious  forbid  I  should  say 
they  may  not  perhaps  be  real  miracles. 

Solon.  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  believe  in  modern  miracles  ? 
What  do  you  mean  by  a  miracle  ? 

Solomon.  A  fact,  impossible  in  the  nature  of  things,  but  still  a 
fact,  and  therefore  of  necessity  a  fact  effected  by  supernatural 
agency.  Such  a  fact  I  believe  to  be  a  miracle — credo  quia  impossibile 
est.  A  natural  impossibility— not  a  supernatural  one. 

Solon.  Do  you  know  of  any  such  possible  impossibility  ? 

Solomon.  No  ;  but  I  have  read  of  one — the  cure  of  one  MICHAEL 
PELLICEE,  cited  by  a  late  Bishop  of  MONSIGNOB  CAPEL'S  cloth,  as 
having  occurred  at  Saragossa  in  1640. 

Solon.  As  how  ? 

Solomon.  MICHAEL  PELLICEH  lost  a  leg  by  amputation.  He  prayed 
for  a  new  leg,  and  got  one— an  actual,  bond  fide,  new  live  leg, 
according  to  the  renowned  BISHOP  MILNEB. 

Solon.  Stupendous,  if  true. 

Solomon.'  A  miracle  is  a  miracle.  All  miracles  are  equally  stu- 
pendous. No  one  miracle  is  more  wonderful  than  another.  All, 
equally  impossible,  are  equally  possible.  Perhaps  MONSIGNOB  CAPEL 
can  pattern  the  cure  of  MICHAEL  PELLICER.  He  will  do  so  to  the 


satisfaction  of  all  reasonable  beings  by  producing  from  Lourdes,  La 
Salette,  Loretto,  or  anywhere  else,  so  much  as  even  the  restoration 
of  the  last  joint  of  a  little  finger.  If  any  Monsignor,  or  other  philo- 
sopher, is  really  prepared  to  quote  such  a  case  of  the  miraculous, 
perhaps  he  will  be  so  kind  as  to  forward  it  to  85,  Fleet  Street. 

Solon.  Where  it  will  eclipse  even  all  the  marvels  of  art  and 
literature  in  the  shop-window,  and  to  be  had,  a  whole  number  of 
them,  at  the  small  charge  of  threepence  over  the  counter. 


PARISIAN  INTELLIGENCE. 
LADIES,  pray  give  your  attention  for  a  moment  to  the  folio  wing : — 

"  The  Titus  mode  of  dressing  the  hair  in  short  curls,  adopted  by  several  of 
the  leaders  of  Paris  fashion,  marks  the  commencement  of  a  reaction  which 
will  probably  be  complete  ere  long.  Intelligent  ladies  now  incline  to  return 
to  the  use  of  natural  hair  ;  and  this  determination  has  been  induced  by  con- 
siderations of  health  which  have  an  unquestionable  value." 

Here,  indeed,  is  intelligence,  in  either  meaning  of  the  word.  That 
Ladies  should  resolve  to  wear  their  own  Hair  only — that  which  really 
is  their  own  by  nature,  not  by  purchase — may  clearly  be  accepted 
as  a  proof  of  their  intelligence,  and,  moreover,  is  a  startling  and  a 
pleasant  piece  of  news.  In  far  too  many  cases  the  Hair  which  they 
display  is  in  relatively  inverse  proportion  to  their  brains.  Ladies 
who  are  gifted  with  but  little  in  their  heads  are  generally  conspicu- 
ous for  what  is  worn  upon  them.  They  bestow  more  cultivation  on 
the  outside  than  the  inside,  and  bonnets  are  esteemed  of  more 
account  than  brains. 

Since  False  Hair  has  been  discarded  for  sanitary  reasons,  perhaps 
we  may  soon  hear  that  other  fashionable  errors  nave  been  sensibly 
corrected  for  the  same  sufficient  cause.  There  can  be  little  question 
that,  if  Ladies  of  intelligence  were  allowed  to  set  the  fashion,  many 
changes  would  be  made  in  feminine  costume.  The  wearing  of  low 
dresses  would  be  speedily  abolished,  and  girls  might  go  to  balls  and 
theatres  without  fear  of  a  sore  throat.  No  longer  Ladies  would  be 
lamed  by  the  torture  of  high  heels,  nor  would  they  catch  their 
deaths  from  damp  by  wearing  shoes  with  wafer  soles.  A  wasp 
waist  would  be  viewed  not  as  a  beauty  but  a  horrible  deformity, 
and  tight-lacing  be  discarded  as  a  certain  cause  of  suffering,  ill- 
temper,  and  ill-health. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— SEPTEMBER  30,  1876. 


A   CALL   FOR   THE   MANAGER. 

Ma.  PUNCH.  "THE  HOUSE  IS  IN  AN  UPROAR.     SOMEBODY  MUST  GO  ON.    IT'S  GETTING  SERIOUS!" 
LOHD  BEAC-NSF-LD.  "  ALL  RIGHT,  MR.  P.     I  'LL  SAY  WHAT  I  CAN  TO  UUIET  THEM." 
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GENTILITY    IN    GREENS. 

(Jfrs.  Brown  finds  Sandymoulh  a  very  different  place  from  what  she  remembers  U 

years  ago  I) 


'Greengrocer.  "CABBAGE,  MffM  I  ?     WE  DON'T  KEEP  NO  SECOND-CLASS  VEGE- 
TABLES, MUM.     YOU'LL  OKT  IT  AT  THE  LOWER  END  o'  THE  TOWN  !  " 


HAITY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

From  Rathdrum— By  Car— A  Cheerful  Party— Dubious  Phrase— What' I 
Expected— What  I  Didn't  See— Notes— Something  about  Wakes— An  Offer 
— The  Lamb — The  Brothers — Sentiment — Probabilities — Clara  and  Lara — 
Romance — LoRDBrxox — Morning  Aii — -Glendalough — The  Seven  Churches 
— Psychological  Inquiries — Notes — Songs — Idea  for,  one — An  Appeal — A 
Command — On  the  Track. 

From  Rathdrum. — In  the  early  morning.  Beautiful.  We  meet  eight 
miners,  dressed  in  their  Sunday  best  apparently,  walking  about  ten  yards  in 
front  of  three  stalwart  police  officers.  All  laughing  and  talking,  and  taking  it 
very  leisurely.  Two  of  the  police  engaged  on  nuts.  These  officers,  I  see,  have 
no  side-arms,  only  thick  walking-sticks. 

"It's  a  summons  for  foightin,"  my  Driver  explains.  "They '11  be  foined 
•elevin  and  sixpence,  and  spend  double  in  goin'  back  in  cars." 

I  express  my  astonishment  at  their  being  so  well  dressed. 

"Ah,"  says  my  Carman,_".they  're  daycent  boys,  but  they  get  foightin  on 
pay-day,  and  then  the  Po-lis  is  down  on  them.  Shure,  they  march  to  Mass  on 
Sundays  with  a  band  playin',  and  they  crowd  the  Chapel  of  the  Seven  Churches 
so  that  for  last  prayers  ye  can't  move  at  a  snail's  pace  along  the  road." 

He  points  put  to  me  the  Brockagh  Chapel, — and,  leaving  the  car  below,  I 
mount  the  hill  and  enter  it.  It  is  a  fine  sized  building,  open  all  day,  as  are 
most  pf  the  "  Chapels,"  (they  call  all  the  Catholic  Churches  "  Chapels,"— a 
traditional  custom,  I  suppose,  derived  from  the  times  of  the  Protestant  ascen- 
dency,) fitted  up  with  only  a  very  few  benches. 

"  From  seven  to  eight  hundred  miners,"  my  Carman  informs  me,  "  hear  Mass 
here  everv  Sunday,  without  reckoning  farmers ;  and  there  'II  be  more  outside 
than  insitle." 

Looking  upon  this  description  as  perhaps  intended  for  a  cynical  double 
entendre,  which  I  can  take  just  whichever  way  my  bias  inclines  me,  I  put  the 
question  to  him  straight : 

"  When  you  say  '  there  are  more  outside  than  inside,'  do  you  mean  that  the 
people  ivho  don't  go  to  mass  are  more  than  those  who  do  ?  " 

He  is  scandalised  at  such  a  turn  being  given  to  his  words. 


"  Ah  begorr  no  ! ''  !»•  cric-s,  "  that 's  not  the  way  of  it 
at  all  at  all.  The.:  Chapel's  as  full  as  it  can  hofd,  :md 
there 's  as  many  more  again  outside,  so  that  ye  see,  Sorr, 
'tin  f it/I  i/ifiii/e  mill  out." 

Is  this  the  case  at  home  in  mir  mining  'districts  ? 
Do  all  our  miners  in  a  body  turn  nut  fur  a  Church 
parade  ?  If  they  do,  they  must  be  much  belied. 

Note  by  the  way.  What  I  had  been  led  to  Expect  to 
See  I  have  not  Seen. — I  have  not  seen  a  drunken  Iri^i- 
man ;  nor  a  fight  of  any  description  ;  not  even  a  row.  I 
have  seen,  as  aboyementioned,  eight  men  taken  up  for 
having  been  previously  drunk  and  disorderly.  I  believe 
this  also  happens,  occasionally,  in  England ;  and,  per- 
haps, such  a  case  is  not  absolutely  unknown  in  our 
mining  districts. 

I  have  not  seen  anybody  with  the  traditional  long  coat 
and  cape,  brandishing  a  shillelagh.  Sorry  that  ancient 
customs  should  be  dying  out.  Perhaps  all  the  old  stock 
has  been  sold  to  the  theatres. 

I  have  not  seen  a  "  Wake."  Somebody  offered  to  take 
me  to  one ;  but  having  been  informed  that  "  aham 
wakes  "  are  got  up  for  the  benefit  of  a  stranger  (and  of 
course  for  the  special  benefit  of  the  performers  in  it),  1 
decline  with  thanks. 

My  driver,  however,  makes  me  a  genuine  offer  for  a 
genuine  wake.  "  A  dacent  body,"  he  says,  is  the  widow 
at  whose  house  the  wake  is  to  take  place,  where  it 
appears  there  will  be  "  lashins  to  drink  all  round."  I 
can  come,  if  I  am  so  minded. 

"  But  surely,"  I  object,  "  on  such  an  occasion,  a 
stranger,  a  visitor,  would  not  be  welcome.  And  besides," 
I  add,  "  I  thought  that  only  the  family  and  the  most 
intimate  friends  could  be  present  at  what,  after  all,  is  a 
part  of  the  funeral." 

"  All,  begorr,  that 's  a  fact,  then,"  replied  my  friend  ; 
"  but  sure,  Sorr,  I  'd  take  you  meself ,  and  ye  'd  go  as  a 
relation  of  the  corpse." 

Happy  Thought,  for  being  present  at  a  Wake. — Go  as 
a  relation  of  the  Corpse !  If  it  were  not  for  the  hurry 
I  'm  in,  and  PLTTMPTON  AND  SPBT  in  the  distance,  I  should 
like  to  appear  in  this  new  character. 

Further  on  the  road  we  meet,  coming  into  Rathdrum 
for  the  market,  a  party  which  I  should  like  to'  sketch, 
but  can't.  There  are  four  good-looking,  brawny  peas- 
ants, marching  solemnly,  two  in  front  and  two  in  the 
rear,  and  exactly  in  the  middle  is  trotting  the  prettiest, 
whitest,  perkiest,  merriest  little  Lambkin  I  ve  ever 
seen.  The  Lambkin  is  clearly 'enjoying  the  grandeur 
of  the  ceremony.  Regardless  of  his  doom,  the  little 
victim  trots.  I  could  almost  swear  to  the  Lambkin's 
having  winked  at  me  in  passing.  0  Butcher,  spare  that 
Lamb !  May  the  garden  never  thrive  that  grows  the 
mint  that  flavours  the  sauce  to  be  served  with  that 
tender  Lambkin ! 

Are  the  four  strong,  silent  men  overcome  with  grief, 
and  struggling  with  emotion  ?  Must  they  sell  that  Lamb 
to  pay  the  rint  ?  And  oh,  doesn't  Rint  rhyme  with 
Mint!  And  is  that  little  Lamb  a  mint  in  himself  to 
those  four  big  men,  that  band  of  brothers,  tenants  of  one 
common  cabin,  marching  in  to  Rathdrum  Market  with 
that  pretty  baby  sheep  decked  for  the  sacrifice? 
Heavens !  I  thought  that  in  Ireland  it  was  the  Pig  that 
paid  the  rint  ?  Where  is  the  Pig,  Gentlemen  ?  Send  for 
the  Pig,  if  you  please.  Perish  a  dozen  Pigs  sooner  than 
this  angelic-faced,  simple-minded  Lambkin  ! 

Stay !  If  I  buy  it,  here,  on  the  spot, — what  shall  I  do 
with  it  ?  Suppose  I  offer  to  pay  the  rint  myself.  Pay 
the  rint  and  spare  the  Lamb.  What  guarantee  shall  I 
have  that  the  Lamb  will  be  spared  ?  They  may  sell  him 
when  I  am  gone.  Or  if  I  purchase  him  and  take  him  up 
with  me  in  the  car,  shall  I  not  be  compelled  to  leave  him 
at  the  next  Hotel  ?  And  will  the  Proprietor,  or  the 
Cook,  be  able  to  withstand  the  terrible  temptation  ? 
Supposing  I  make  them  swear  they  won't  hurt  a  hair  of 
his  head — I  mean  a  lock  of  its  wool— what  can  I  ssy  if,  a 
fortnight  hence,  I  receive  this  note : — 

"  HONOURED  Sm, 

"  Ws  regret  to  inform  you  that  the  dear  little 
Lamb  you  left  with  us  is,  alas,  dead.  He  teat  of  a  weakly 
constitution,  and  all  that  could  be  don<i  for  him  was  done, 
but  to  no  purpose.  He  departed  this  life  at  seven  o'clock 
yesterday  morning,  and  my  Cook,  who  had  taken  a  great 
fancy  to  the  poor  dear  little  thing,  was  with  it  tn  the  last. 
— I  hare,  Sir,  the  honour,  HIT.,  to  remain,  tyc." 

Happy  Thought. — Perhaps  the  Lamb  is  not  going  to  be 
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HINT    TO    DEER-STALKERS. 


FEMALE  DRESS  REVOLUTION. 

PHILADELPHIA  has  been  considerably  enlivened  by  an 
interesting  revival.  The  American  Free  Dress  League, 
by  recent  accounts,  has  been  sitting  in  the  (luaker  City. 
The  Dress  Reform,  however,  contemplated  by  this 
Association  has  no  tendency  to  the  style  of  the  Society 
of  Friends.  It  is  to  be  a  resuscitated  Bloomerism.  One 
of  a  string  of  resolutions  read  before  the  Dress  Reformers, 
by  MRS.  MARY  E.  TILLOTTSON,  of  Vineland,  New  Jersey, 
indicates  the  improved  costume  proposed  for  women  as 
follows : — 

"Resolved  that  such  garmenture  shall  be  of  the  dual  form, 
for  the  legs  as  well  as  the  arras,  a3  their  use  and  all  reason 
indicate ;  that  the  prejudice  against  trousers  for  women,  is 
founded  on  ignorance  and  tyranny,  is  fostered  by  many  vicious 
and  sordid  motives,  and  ought  to  be  banished  from  the  earth  by 
the  full  sanction  and  fearless  effort  of  all  people." 

The  Ladies  who  denounce  the  tyranny  of  Fashion  and 
of  Man  in  these  strong  expressions  seem  not  to  have 
considered  that  their  violent  language  on  the  subject'of 
female  dress  is  really  subversive  of  all  petticoat  govern- 
ment. Perhaps  the  motives  which  foster  the  prejudice 
against  trousers  for  women  may  be  vicious  ;  but  in  what 
respect  can  they  be  said  to  be  sordid  ?  Possibly,  inas- 
much as  one  of  the  Dress  Reformers  lamented  that  she 
could  not  afford  the  garmenture  of  the  dual  form  for  the 
legs  as  well  as  the  arms,  because  stingy  men  object  to  it 
as  too  expensive.  If  Ladies'  milliners'  bills  will  be 
exceeded  by  those  of  their  tailors,  the  expense  of  the 
garmenture  with  the  crural  dualities  will  be  great 
indeed.  Dress  Reform  and  retrenchment  will  by  no 
means  go  together,  and  Ladies  will  be  utterly  unable  to 
dress  like  Gentlemen  on  £15  a  year.  Until,  therefore, 
the  tenderer  sex  can  manage  to  achieve  their  pecuniary 
independence  of  the  tougher,  the  practicability  of  Dress 
Reform  in  the  dual  direction  will  become  a  question  for 
the  pocket  of  that  garmenture  at  present  remaining 
exclusively  masculine.  Woman,  in  fact,  must  work  out 
her  own  emancipation,  if  she  wishes,  as  some  of  her 
sisterhood  in  America  at  least,  if  not  elsewhere,  avowedly 
do,  to  wear  the  knickerbockers. 


A  GREAT  EASTERN  QTTESTIOX.— How  long  does  the 
Corporation  of  London  intend  to  maintain  the  existing 
status  quo  of  Temple  Bar  ? 


sold,  after  all.  Only  out  for  exercise  with  the  brothers,  who  could 
not  leave  it  at  home.  Drive  on.  Perhaps  it  is  a  Pet  Lamb,  accus- 
tomed to  go  about  with  them  all  over  the  place,  like  his  counter- 
part in  that  noble  American  war-song — 

"  POLLY  had  a  little  Lamb 

Its  fleece  was  white  as  snow — 

Raise,  Boys,  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom ! — 

And  everywhere  that  POLLY  went 

The  Lamb  was  sure  to  go — 
Shout,  Boys !  the  battle-cry  of  Freedom !  " 

For  which  stanza  I  think  the  Patriot  Bard  ought  to  have  been 
presented  with  the  freedom  of  Colwell  Hatchney.  But,  drive  on ! 
this  meditating  and  talking  to  oneself  is  hungry  work,  and  methinks 
it  is  "  an  eager  and  a  nipping  air," — though  I  object  to  "  nipping  " 
at  any  time,  and  specially  before  breakfast.  On,  on,  brave  horse ! 
Hie  tnee  through  the  vale  of  Clara  and  Lara — Tra-la-la-lara  ! — 
(oh,  the  mountain  air !  oh.  the  poetic  breeze ! — such  an  infernal  east 
wind  that  I  've  had  my  Ulster  on  for  three  days  ;  so  that — Happy 
Thought. — Here  's  Ulster  in  Wicklow.  Arrange  ihisjeu  de  mot  after 
breakfast ;  too  cold  now,  but  see  my  way  to  it) — to  the  Vale  of  the 
Seven  Churches. 

Happy  Thought. — The  Vale  of  Clara.  Basis  for  Irish  romance. 
Clara,  the  lovely  girl — lover  killed — rather  than  wed  the  Detested 
Rival  Lara,  she  takes  the  veil.  Hence  the  name.  The  Veil  of 
Clara.  As  for  Lara,  as  LORD  BYRON  was  before  me  over  this 
ground,  i.e.  "through  LARA'S  wide  domain,"  perhaps  I  had  better 
not  attempt  it.  But,  stay — that  Lara  wasn't  this  Lara.  This,  I 
fancy,  is  spelt  Laragh.  That  was  Count  Lara,  and  some  relation  to 
Conrad  the  Corsair. 

But,  thank  Heaven ! — 

Happy  Thought.— Here 's  the  Hotel  of  the  Seven  Churches. 

We  are  so  early  that  nobody  is  up.  Hollo !  House !  What  ho  ! 
Within  there !  How  now,  my  masters  !  Marry  come  up — I  mean 
marry  get  up— ye  Lie-a-beds !  Ah  !  there 's  a  bar  behind  the  door 
(as  there  often  is  in  a  hotel  even  when  the  door 's  open) — but  now — 
the  bar  is  down.  "  Who  calls  so  loud  ?  " 


"  'Tis  I !  'tis  I !  here  now  I  stand  confest. 
Landlord  !  behold  in  me  your  welcome  guest." 

Which  would  be  a  grand  opportunity  for  an  opening  chorus — if 
they  only  knew  how  to  start  it.  How  operatically  life  might  go  on 
could  everybody  enter  into  the  joke,  and,  of  course,  have  an  ear  for 
music. 

Landlord  of  the  Hostelrie  of  Glendalough,  what  have  ye  where- 
with to  refresh  your  first  visitor  ? 

(Happy  Thought. — Good  character  for  a  supernumerary  in  a  play, 
"First  Visitor.''') 

If  I  am  the  swallow  of  the  Summer,  what  is  there  in  your  larder 
to  keep  this  Swallow's  pecker  up  ?  In  other  words,  what  is  there 
for  breakfast  ? 

"  Well,  Sir,  ye  see  'tis  early,  but  there 's  some  nice,  cold  Lamb  .' " 

No.  Not  Lamb  this  morning.  When  I  think  of  that  dear 
Lambkin — I  should  feel  like  an  Ogre.  Prepare  me  a  fish  from 
yonder  lake ;  and,  so  ye  have  a  jpig,  mine  host,  have  at  him,  with  a 
will !  Frizzle  me  a  rasher  !  Neither  let  me  stint  for  eggs  !  Nay, 
Sir,  I  hear  a  cackle  this  instant !  Look  to  it,  for,  mark  me,  the  egg 
must  be  of  the  freshest.  And  in  one  hour  by  Shrewsbury  clock  will 
I  return,  after  having  "done"  the  Upper  Lake,  seen  St.  Kevin's 
Kitchen,  and  rested  on  St.  Kevin's  Bed.  (To  the  Guide.)  Come,  boy, 
come !  To  the  Lake !  Away ! 


THE  FEMALE  CAPACITY. 

AT  the  recent  Meeting  of  the  British  Association,  held  at  Glasgow, 
the  opening  Address  in  the  Economic  Science  and  Statistical  Depart- 
ment was  delivered  by  SIR  GEORGE  CAMPBELL,  who  appears  to  have 
"  discussed  a  variety  of  topics,  from  Thriftiness  to  Women's  Rights," 
and,  "  in  regard  to  the  Women's  question,"  to  have  "  suggested  a 
scientific  inquiry  into  their  capacities."  But  which  of  their  capaci- 
ties, SIR  GEORGE  ?  Their  capacity  for  admiration,  or  their  capacity 
for  amusement,  or  their  capacity  for  spending  money,  or  their 
capacity  for  varied  and  costly  attire,  or  their  capacity  for  gossip,  or 
their  capacity  for  flirtation  and  fascination?  Oh  no!  He  meant 
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AN  INCONVENIENT  PROTECTOR. 

Blanche.  "  WHAT  Sff.-UL  WE  DO^?  " 

Violet  (a  Woman  of  Resource).   "  On,  IF  WR  MARK  HIM  WALK  BBTWKEN  PS,  AND  SPREAD  our 
orm  SKIRTS  A  BIT,  NOBODY  WILL  NOTICE  HIM  ! " 


TUEKS  AND  TEETOTALLERS. 

TIM:  Tinble  r.iiti-h  Population 

Boils  o'er  with  righteous  indignation, 

F.xeited  liy  the  woeful  works 

Of  those  iiiearnate  I'H  nd>,  the  Turks. 

All  England  with  one  voiee  is  culling 

For  vtmsreanec  due  to  deeds  appalling, 

The  deeds,  unutterably  hud, 

Of  wiekedness  run  raving  mad, 

\Vhieli  Turks  :it  times  like  tigers  do: 

l'i".-:ius<>  it.  is  their  nature  to  '( 
Nay,  MI  rely,   but  from  vice,  whose 

fruits 

Arc  acts  more  fell  than  any  brutes'. 
WILFRID,  whut  cause  on  earth  could 

sink 

Humanity  so  low,  but  Drink ; 
And  such  intoxicating  liquors 
As  madden  British  women-kickers? 
Have  those  "  atrocities"  not  come 
Of  whiskey,  brandy,  gin,  and  rum  ? 
Is  more  Old  Tom  than  Turks  could 

carry 
Not  what  has  made  them 'play.  Old 

Harry? 
Should    wo    not   find,   could    truth 

appear, 

Bulgarian  horrors  caused  by  Beer — 
Fault  of  too  many  public-houses, 
Win-rein  the  Mussulman  carouses  ? 
For  can  the  "sober  berry's  juice  " 
Set  "rigid  Moslem's"  passions  loose? 
And  can  the  Prophet's  followers  get 
Mad  drunk  upon  their  mere  sherbet  ? 
Or  is  the  Ottomite  no  more  an 
Observer  of  the  Temperance  Koran  ? 
To  what  Teetotalism  lias  brought 
The  Turks,  at  least  is  worth  your 

thought, 

You  that  assure  us  it  would  be  a 
Moral  unfailing  panacea ; 
And,  from  their  pot-houses  and  pots 
To  keep  a  few  unhappy  sots, 
Would  therefore  fain  enforce  sub- 
mission, 

Upon  us  all,  to  prohibition, 
Such  as  MAHOMET  did  impose. 
With  what  results  Bulgaria  shows. 


Woman's  capacity  for  arithmetic,  for  politics,  for  all  the  details  of 
public  life,  tor  general  information,  for  scientific  research,  for  philo- 
sophical speculation,  and  for  taking  that  share  in  the  Government 
of  her  country  to  which  every  year  she  asserts,  more  and  more 
noisily,  her  indefeasible  right. 

To  assist  SIR  GEORGE  CAMPBELL  in  his  proposed  inquiry,  we  have 
prepared  a  few  simple  questions : — 

If  you  were  left,  by  a  generous  nncle  or  aunt,  £7000  invested  in  a 
security  paying  four-and-a-half  per  cent.,  how  much  a  year  would 
you  receive  ? 

Your  husband  allows  you  three  guineas  a  week  for  current  house- 
keeping expenses.    How  much  does  this  amount  to  in  the  year  ? 
T  If  the  cost  of  a  Sealskin  Jacket  is  thirty-two  guineas,  and.of  a 
Velvet  Mantle  £17  10s.,  what  will  you  save  by  being  economical, 
and  choosing  the  latter  ': 

<  Say,  in  round  numbers,  of  how  many  Members  the  House  of 
Commons  consists ;  and  state,  with  as  much  approach  to  accuracy 
and  as  little  vagueness  as  can  possibly  be  expected,  by  whom  they 
are  elected. 

Who  are  the  six  Great  Powers  of  Europe  to  whom  constant 
reference  is  made  by  the  newspapers  at  the  present  time  ? 

On  the  breakfast-table  this  morning  there  were  tea,  coffee,  cocoa, 
sugar,  cream,  butter,  marmalade,  dry  toast,  French  rolls,  rashers 
of  bacon,  eggs  and  kidneys.  Which  of  these  articles  are  taxed  ? 

With  what  places  do  you  connect  your  calico  balls,  your  cambric 
handkerchiefs,  your  muslin  dresses,  your  damask  table-linen,  your 
dimity  hangings,  your  fashionable  milliner,  and  your  favourite 
rordwamer  ? 

^  Who  was  the  last,  and  "who  is  the  present  Prime  Minister  of 
England,  and  by  what  one  word  would  you  describe  the  political 
opinions  of  en  eh  ? 

Name  any  three  great  measures  which  have  been  passed  by  Parlia- 
ment in  the  last  ten  years. 

What  is  meant  by 'Repeal  of  the  Corn  Laws,  Abolition  of  Church 
Kates,  Household  Suffrage,  Vote  by  Ballot,  Disestablishment  of  the 


Irish  Church,  Local  Taxation,  School  Boards,  and  the  Balance  of 
Power  ? 

How  much  is  the  Income-Tax  at  the  present  time  ? 

Can  you  give,  say  within  forty  or  fifty  years,  the  dates  of  the 
birth  and  death  of  SHAKSPEARE,  MILTON,  the  great  DUKE  OF  MABL- 
BOROUGH,  LORD  NELSON,  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON,  HANDEL,  SIR  JOSH  r A 
REYNOLDS,  GABRICX,  MRS.  SIDDONS,  CROMWELL,  PITT,  DANTE, 
RAPHAEL,  FREDERICK  THE  GREAT,  and  WASHINGTON  ? 

Who  wrote  the  Canterbury  Tales,  Essays  of  Elia,  The  Doctor, 
Dan  Quixote,  The.  Wealth  of  Nations,  Clarissa  Ilarlowe,  Gil  Bias, 
She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  The.  Rirnts,  Absalom  and  Achitophet, 
All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,  Samson  Agonistes,  The  Dunciad,  The 
Excursion,  and  Sartor  Resartm  ? 

Who  invented  the  Telescope,  Thermometer,  Steam-engine,  Electric 
Telegraph,  Orrery,  Sewing-machine,  Cork-Screw,  and  Perambu- 
lator? 

What  is  a  Syllogism,  a  Dilemma,  a  Triangle,  a  Clerestory,  an 
Archdeacon,  a  locum  tenens,  a  County  Court,  a  Metaphysical  Question, 
a  Protocol,  and  a  Protoplasm  ? 

Explain  D.C.L.,  Ph.D.,  M.S.,  H.E.I.C.S..  C.S.I.,  E.G.,  G.C.B., 
A.R.A.,  F.S.A.,  Q.C.,  C.C.,  P.C.,  L.S.D.,  and  I.O.U. 

Place  Earl,  Viscount,  Marquis,  Duke,  and  Baron  in  their  proper 
order  of  precedence. 

Write  down  the  English  Archbishoprics  and  Bishoprics,  and  make 
the  best  guess  you  can  at  the  Welah  ones. 

Who  is  Lora  Chancellor,  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England,  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  Commander-in-Chief,  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,  Poet  Laureate,  President  of  the  Royal  Academy, 
President  of  the  Royal  Society,  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
Governor-General  of  India,  and  Master  of  the  Buckhounds? 

Who  lives  at  Hughenden  Manor,  Hawarden  Castle,  Lambeth 
Palace,  and  Chelsea  ? 

Should  you  consider  it  an  inestimable  privile.ee,  and  a  proper 
•eoosnition  of  your  rights  as  a  woman,  to  be  called  upon  to  serve  as 
a  Jurywoman  in  a  trial  lasting  three  weeks  'f 
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ABSTRACT    AND    CONCRETE. 

Schoolmaster  {to  Class  which  had  failed  in  an  Addition  Sum).    "  SUPPOSE  A  GENTLEMAN  WEPB  TO  GIVE  TOtr  Six  APPLES,  AND  THEN 
SEVEN  APPLES,  AND  THEN  ELEVEN  MOKE— HOW  MANY  APPLES  WOULD  YOU  HAVE  ALTOGETHER?     TWENTY-FOUH,  WOULDN'T  YOU?" 
Objection  felt  and  expressed  by  Sntall  Boy.   "  PLEASE,  SIR,  HE  NEVER  GI'ED  I  A  ONE  !  " 


INGENUOUS  CORRESPONDENCE. 
I. 

From  Sin  MAYNE  CHANCE,  M.P.,  to  the  Secretary  of  the  West 

Shtmsea  Political  Association. 
DEAE  Snt, 

I  REGRET  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  attend  your  Meeting. 
I  need  not  say  how  entirely  I  sympathise  with  its  objects.  This  is, 
however,  no  Party  question.  It  affects  the  entire  Country.  Never- 
theless, no  one  in  his  senses  can  refrain  from  deeply  censuring  the 
terrible  cold-bloodedness  of  Her  Majesty's  Ministers. 

Yours  faithfully,  MAYNE  CHANCE. 

Reform  Club,  Sep.  16. 

P.S. — An  Autumn  Session  might  perhaps  afford  a  good  opportunity 
of  still  further  testing  the  feeling  of  the  Country. 

II. 

From  the  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  SNUGBOROUGH  to  the  Secretary  of 

the  Snugborongh  Democratic  Operatives'  Society. 
SIR, 

I  A5i  truly  sorry  that  an  important  engagement  elsewhere 
will  prevent  my  joining  in  the  sympathy  of  your  Society  with  a 
cause  for  which  my  heart  bleeds.  I  sincerely  hope  that  no  Party 
feeling  may  be  manifested ;  except,  perhaps,  by  the  passing  of  such 
resolutions  as  may  render  it  impossible  that  a  Conservative  Member 
can  ever  again  be  returned  for  Smigborough.  Let  no  acrimonious- 
ness  be  shown,  if  it  can  possibly  be  restrained. 

Your  obedient  Servant, 
Borough  Hall,  Sep.  15, 1876.  SNTTGBOROUGH. 

III. 

From  PROFESSOR  FUDDLE  to  the  Mayor  ofMudbury. 
DEAR  MR.  MAYOR, 

I  CANNOT  attend  your  Meeting,  but  only  hope  that  the  in- 
habitants of  my  native  town  may  assemble  in  their  thousands  to 


discuss  this  momentous  question.  It  must  be  done  quite  impartially 
and  dispassionately,  of  course ;  'though  History  tells  us  that  less 
serious  matters  have  roused  in  the  hearts  of  Britons  a  righteous 
indignation  that  has  hurled  Ministers  from  their  places.  Let  it  be 
by  all  means  borne  in  mind  that  it  is  not  yet  proved  conclusively  that 
the  Ministry  connived  at  or  instigated  these  outrages.  Please  read 
this  letter  to  my  fellow-townsmen,  and  beg  them  to  dismiss  all 
Party  feeling  (however  difficult  it  may  be)  from  their  breasts. 

Yours  ever, 
Sep.  12,  1876.  FREDERICK  FUDDLE. 

P.S.— By  all  means  let  there  be  no  molestation  of  the  Conservatives 
who  may  attend  the  meeting. 

IV. 
(Really  Ingenuous.) 

From  MAJOR  BLANK,  M.P.,  to  CHARLES  BLANK,  ESQ.,  Secretary  of 
the  Political  Association,  Slanktowii. 

(Private.) 
D'EAB  CHARLIE, 

CAN'T  get  to  the  Meeting,  but  hope  all  will  go  off  "fiz- 
zingly."  Never  was  such  an  opportunity  for  putting  Ministers  in 
a  hole !  Leave  no  stone  unturned.  Use  spur  and  whip !  Don't 
mind  a  little  strong  language  from  the  platform.  Put  up  old 
BOANERGES  SMITH.  Stick  to  the  Autumn  Session  by  all  means. 
Might  snatch  a  division,  and  then  for  the  loaves  and  fishes !  No 
time  for  more.  Hope  you  '11  have  an  awful  row ! 

Yours  ever, 
The  Rag,  Sep.  19,  187(5.  H.  BLANK,"  Major. 


NATURAL  ENOUGH. 

"  DR."  SLADE'S  views  on  education  are  not  positively  known,  but 
it  is  understood  that  he  objects  to  the  Lankesterian  System.  (Is  the 
Doctor  an  American?  |Is  he  from  Pcncihmfia.  ?) 


rrlnt*Ml  ty  Joieph  Smith,  of  No.  30.  Loraintr  K.mu   H. mo  way,  in  the  Pariah  of  8t  Mary.  Islington  tn  the  County  of  Midlleser,  &t  the'Prtntini:  Offlc 
8.ie*t,  in  the  Precinct  01  Whitefriars,  in  the  City  of  Lontfoa,  and  publiBhel  by  him  at  No.  83.  Fleet  Street,  In  the  Parish  of  St.  Bride,  City  of  J 


ncea  of  Mesart.  Bradhury,  A<new,  *  Co..  Lombard 
if  London .— SVTURPAY,  8ep:ember  30, 1878. 
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MASTER    TOMMY'S    VIEW    OF    IT. 

•  Master  Tommy  (lie  had  been  very  Naughty,  and  wot  now  amusing  himself  with 
his  Sfri/iln /v  I'l-iiiis).  "HERB'S  DANIEL  IN  THE  LION'S  DEN  !  " 

M":  '••li<il<*ly).    "AH,  WHAT  WAS  HE  CAST  INTO  THB  LfON'S   DEN  FOE?" 

Master  Tummy  (tint/:  .   "  '(.'AUSE  HE  WAS  GOOD  !  !" 


MOLEHILLS  FOR  MOUNTAINS. 

Mr  LORD  Aiiriniisiioi'  OK  CANTIIIIBUHT,  the  Visita- 
tion Charge  .lately  delivered  by  your  Grace  in  your 
cathedral  to  your  Clergy,  contains  some  advice, 
cially  on  the  conduct  of  argument  with  gainsayers,  to 
the  general  character  of  which  it  may  bo  feared  that  our 
philosophical  friends  will,  most  or  them,  discern  an 
exception  in  the  words  below  quoted.  Having,  soundly 
enough,  insisted  on  the  existence  of  the  Bible  and  the 
Church  at  large  as  unquestionable  facts,  your  Grace 
proceeded  as  follows : — 


"What  two  facU  on  w 


fhich  philosophers  prid 
ractical  significance  wii 


lo  themselves  are 


it,  indued,  departing  from  the  spirit  of  modern  philosophy  to  take 
advantage  of  the  position  which  excludes  those  two  great  facts  ? 
What,  compared  with  these,  are  any  obterved  traces  of  primaeval 
man  in  some  distant  cave,  which  no  one  has  thoroughly  investi- 
gated ?  What,  compared  with  these,  are  the  traces  of  the  feet 
of  extinct  animals  impressed  upon  mud  here  or  there  ?  " 

What,  indeed,  your  Grace  ?  Certainly,  nothing  what- 
ever. But  then,  on  the  other  hand,  please  consider  what 
are  these  questions  to  the  point  ?  Are  the  facts  of 
geology  which  Clergymen  have  to  grapple  with,  and 
that  not  merely  for  the  confutation  of  cavil,  but  in  order 
to  answer  honest  and  irrepressible  question,  really  repre- 
sented, the  whole  of  them,  by  a  few  superficially  observed 
traces  of  primaeval  man  in  some  distant  cave,  and  by  the 
traces  of  the  feet  of  extinct  animals  impressed  here  and 
there  on  the  mud  ?  Can  this  be  your  Grace's  way  of 
putting  the  tremendous  geological  difficulties  wherewith 
Divines  are  called  upon  to  deal?  They  might  well 
enough  have  been  put  so  by  an  Archbishop  of  another 
cloth  than  yours,  if  perchance  he  had  brought  himself  to 
open  his  mouth  touching  problems  on  whose  solution  In- 
fallibility itself  is  mute.  Another  time,  then,  perhaps 
you  will  not  in  a  moment  of  forgetf  ulness  allow  yourself 
to  fall  into  the  style  of  the  common  emotional  un- 
scientific preacher  who  does  not  hesitate  at  affecting  to 
reduce  mountains  to  molehills  in  the  face  of  fact ;  and 
to  the  reverse  of  edification.  For  we  all  know  that  cant 
is  alien  to  the  nature  of  his  present  Grace  of  Canterbury. 


LATEST  FROM  NEW  YORK. 


WANTED,  a  Situation  ag  House-Porter  by  Cerberus, 
Hell-gate  having  been  blown  by  dynamite  over  Styx  to 
splinters. 


THE  GALLOP  OF  INTELLECT. 

THK  Hyper-Scientific  Association  held  its  annual  worry  —  we  apo- 
logise —  "swarry"  in  the  Assembly  Rooras  of  the  interesting  ;  old 
town  of  Substrataford  on  Monday  last.  Space  will  only  allow  us  to 
(,'ive  the  subjects  of  the  eminently  instructive  papers  read  by  the 
erudite  Gentlemen  who  preside  over  tho  various  departments  of 
scientific  investigation. 


if.  —  "  On  the  probable  effects  of  Proto-Dynamic  f'hlur.itcs 
upon  the  waves  of  tho  Radiometer,  in  connection  with  a  theory  of 
Ilispano-Mtmresque  precipitates."  By  PROFESSOR  Siocuit  SIVK, 

U.A.I  . 

Geolngy.—"  Inquiries  into  the  nature  of  the  White  Spots  upon 
Flint  Boulders  —  whether  caused  by  an  Eruption,  or  induced  by 
absorption  of  Fluid  Magnesia."  A  highly  interesting  paper,  the 
result  of  eighteen  years'  exclusive  study.  By  PROFESSOR  GNEISS 
YorxoMAN,  S.P.,  O.O.N. 

Statistics.  —  "A  Calculation  as  to  the  probable  number  of  Cherry- 
stones dropped  in  tho  streets  of  tho  Capitals  of  Europe  and  America 
during  the  fruit  season,  with  Comparative  Tables."  By  the  REV. 
STK  'Kxrv  MUDKINS,  M.U.F. 

Zoology.—"  A  Discussion  on  the  apparent  increase  observable  in 
the  size  of  Elephants'  Trunks,  with  a  Solution  of  the  Theory  that 
they  were  once  Carpet-Bags,  and  may  eventually  develop  into 
Packing-Cascs."  By  PROFESSOR  BUCKWATF.R,  Z.X.T. 

Entomology.—"  On  the  Extraordinary  Instinct  which  urges  the 
House  Fly  to  use  the  Right  Foot  in  preference  to  the  Left  when 
employed  in  its  ablutions.  And  why?"  By  PROFESSOR  B.  Isms- 
BONNET,  F.L. 

Psychology.—  "On  Incontestably  Supcrnatnra.1  Manit\^(ntions, 
produced  by  introducing  a  Threc-lesrged  Stool  to  an  Easy-Chair  ; 
with  a  Dissertation  on  the  Propensities  of  Invisible  Powers  to  cause 
Half-crowns  to  disappear  at  will,  and  be  found  in  the  centre  of 
French  Rolls."  By  DR.  HORN  GREEN,  A.S.S. 


Social  Science, — "On  the  Probable  Diameter  of  Bicycle  Wheels 
Twenty  Years  Hence,  and  their  Influence  on  Length  of  Limb  in  the 
Rising  Generation."  By  Miss  O'CoEKS,  of  Bally-Rinkagain. 


A  CAUTION  TO  CHERTSEY. 

THE  Justices  of  the  Chertsey  Petty  Sessional  Division  have  shown 
that  they  know  how  to  stamp  out  hydrophobia.  They  mean  to  do 
this  by  putting  their  foot  down  directly  on  the  parties  responsible 
for  the  propagation  of  that  frightful  infection.  In  a  notice  bearing 
the  signature  of  "  THOS.  M.  JENKINS,  Clerk  to  the  Justices  of  the 
said  Division,"  issued  from  the  Town  Hall,  Chertsey,  setting  forth 
"  that  various  Dogs  within  the  Parish  of  Chertsey  have  been  bitten 
by  a  certain  Dog  Known  to  have  been  MAD,"  and  that  "  it  is  most 
desirable  for  the  general  safety  that  the  powers  conferred  on  the 
said  Justices,"  by  a  specified  Act  of  Parliament,  "with  regard  to 
dangerous  and  Mad  Dogs  should  be  put  in  force,  the  owners  of  all 
Dogs  are  given  the  fair  but  formidable  warning  which  follows : — 

"Xow  IT  IS  HEREBY  ORDERED  that  all  Persons  having  the  ownership  or 
possession  of  any  Dog  known  to  have  been  bitten  by  any  other  Dog  within 
three  months  preceding  the  date  hereof,  shall  forthwith  be  destroyed,  or  placed 
under  proper  and  effective  control  for  the  space  of  six  mouths  next  ensuing." 

Instead,  then,  of  restricting  their  action  for  the  arrest  of  hydro- 
phobia to  the  canine  species,  the  Chertsey  Justices  are  determined 
to  extend  it  to  the  Dogs'  masters  and  mistresses.  The  least  that 
any  of  all  those  heedless  Persons  guilty  of  keeping  Dogs  known  to 
have  been  bitten  by  any  other  Dog  within  the  last  three  months  can 
expect  is  a  seclusion  of  double  that  period ;  during  which  they  will 
be  closely  shut  up.  But  worse  than  that,  they  will  be  liable,  the  whole 
of  them,  to  be  destroyed, — summarily  hanged,  shot,  drowned,  em- 
poisoned,— at  the  Justices'  bidding:  and  let  them  not  make  too 
that  those  resolute  Magistrates  will  be  content  with  merely  ordering 
them  to  be  confined,  and  will  not,  as  the  safest  course  to  pursue  with 
such  dangerous  people,  consign  every  one  of  them  to  destruction. 


VOL.  LXXI. 
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MECHANICS    IN    SPORT. 

No.  1. — PATENT  STEAM  PLOUGH  EXPEBSS  TRAVELLING  CHAIR  FOR  LAZY  SHOTS. 


SMALL  POTATOES. 

Questions  for  Society. 

WHAT  should  you  think"  of  a  Lady  who 
allows  she  has  passed  the  autumn  ill  London, 
and  rather  liked  it  ? 

What  should  you  think  if  you  asked  a 
Cantab  down  for  a  day's  grouse-shooting, 
and  he  did  not  give  half  a  sovereign  to 
your  Head  Game-keeper  ? 

What  should  you  think  of  a  Mother  who 
objected  to  your  talking  Divorce  Court 
before  her  Daughters  ? 

What  should  you  think  if  you  heard 
"  PRINCES'  "  had  become  much  more  respect- 
able since  the  best  people  had  withdrawn 
their  names  ? 

What  should  you  think  if  you  were  told 
that,  as  costumes  became  tighter,  habits 
were  getting  looser,  considerably  r 

What  should  you  think  if  you  knew 
your  Milliner's  bill  came  to  nearly  half  your 
positive  income? 

What  should  you  think  if  Lunch  and 
Lawn-Tennis  had  never  been  invented  ? 

What  should  you  think  if  you  were 
ordered  abroad  with  only  one  trunk  and  a 
dre  ssing-case  ? 

What  should  yoii  think  of  any  Friend 
who  travelled  second-class  without  a  Maid  ? 

What  should  you  think  of  a  Woman  who 
knew  the  price  of  a  pound  of  beef,  or  a  Man 
who  paid  his  bills  before  he  was  dunned  ? 

What  should  you  think  of  anybody  who 
allowed  Wednesday  to  pass  without  buying 
Punch  ? 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  MAN 

Visits  Drury  Lane,  the  Haymarket,  and  the  Gaiety,  and  reports 

thereon. 
SIB, 

NOT  to  have  seen  ME.  BABBY  SULLIVAN  in  some  Shakspearian 
part,  argues  Your  Representative  unknown.  Up  to  last  night,  Sir, 
I  had  not  seen  that  eminent  Tragedian  in  anything,  except — yes — 
once— in  a  hansom  cab,  when  he  appeared  amiable,  and  probably 
overpaid  the  driver.  It  was  a  brief  but  beautiful  vision,  and  one 
that  nas  dwelt  in  mv  memory  for  many  a  long  day.  I  have  seen 
BABBY  SULLIVAN.  I  was  told  that  at  that  very  moment  he  was 
driving  to  some  station,  en  route  for  America.  Perhaps  my  only 
chance  of  seeing  him  in  a  Shakspearian  character  had  been  (as  it 
struck  me  the  moment  afterwards)  then  and  there  offered  me,  and  I 
refused  it !  Perhaps  I  might  never  have  such  an  opportunity  again. 
Should  I  rush  after  the  cab,  stop  it,  represent  the  emergency  of  the 
case  to  the  eminent  Tragedian,  and  request  him  to  step  out  and  give  me 


wig-box  which  was  perched 

the  top  of  the  cab.  But  the  inspiration  passed,  my  courage  failed 
me,  BAEST  SULLIVAN  went  to  America,  and  I  went  to  dinner.  Years 
have  passed  since  then,  and  at  last  I  have  seen  BABBY  SULLIVAN  in 
Richard  the  Third,  Well,  you  will  ask  me  how  do  I  feel  after  it  ?  Sir, 
I  was  delighted,— emphatically  I  say  I  was  delighted.  It  is  a  bold 
thing  to  commit  oneself  to  a  "  universal,"  but  I  do  not  believe  that 
there  is  on  the  English  stage,  at  the  present  day,  any  Actor  who,— 
admitting  the  truth  of  ME.  BABBY  SULLIVAN'S  conception  of  the 
character, — can  touch  him  in  his  impersonation  of  GIBBER'S  Richard 
the  Third.  Never  strained,  never  ranted,  it  is,  throughout,  a  con- 
sistent performance.  ME.  BEVEELEY'S  scenery  is  charming,  in  spite 
of  the  low  sky-borders,  and  occasional  careless  setting.  The  stage 
management  of  the  masses  is  better  than  usual.  Altogether,  in  your 
Representative's  humble  judgment,  nothing  in  London  is  more  worthy 
the  attention  of  those  who  profess  to  be  interested  in  the  highest 
form  of  the  Drama,  than  Drury  Lane  during  the  reign  of  CIBBEE  and 
SULLIVAN'S  Crook-back'd  Tyrant. 

Now  for  the  Haymarket  and  Domestic  Drama. 

Dan'l  Druce,  considered  as  an  adaptation  of  GEOEGE  ELIOT'S  most 
touching  homely  story,  Silas  Marner,  is,  to  my  mind,  simply  Silas 
Marner  muddled  and.  spoilt.  Had  the  novel  never  existed,  Dan'l 
Druce  would  still  have  been  a  disappointing  drama,  weak  where  it 
should  have  been  strong,  and  hazy  where  it  should  have  been  as  clear 


as  the  sun  at  noonday.  Par  be  it  from  me  to  deny  the  dramatist's 
right  to  take  the  materials  for  his  work  wherever  he  may  find  them. 
He  has  high  authority  for  so  doing.  And,  where  the  novel  and  its 
novelist  are  so  familiar  to  us  all  as  Silas  Marner  and  GEOEGE  ELIOT, 
it  is  no  less  graceful  than  ingenuous  on  the  part  of  the  dramatist  to 
bow'his  acknowledgments,  from  the  playbill,  to  the  creative  genius 
that  furnished  him  with  the  raison  d'etre  of  his  play.  All  this, 
which  the  dramatist  has  done  in  the  present  case,  is  as  it  should 
be,  but  there  is  also  much  that  is  as  it  shouldn't  be. 

The  name  of  Silas  Marner  has  been  turned  into  Jonas  Mar-pie, 
which  is  about  the  ingenious'  process  which  Your  Representative 
would  employ  were  he  to,  somehow,  reproduce  Pickwick, — with  an 
acknowledgment,  of  course,  to  the  late  ME.  CHARLES  DICKENS, — 
when  he  would  certainly  change  Samuel  Welter  into  Lemuel  Smel- 
ler, as  an  indication  of  Your  Representative's  anxiety  to  be  as  original 
as  possible, — under  the  circumstances.  I  had  been  informed  by 
some  amiable  enthusiast  that  the  Love  Scene  in  the  Second  Act  was 
"  idyllic."  Well, — this  love  scene  is  between  a  Sailor  fresh  from 
sea,  and  a  Blacksmith's  daughter  of  seventeen, — that  is,  between  a 
young  rover,  who  has  been  round  the  world  and  knows  a  thing  or 
two  (as  he  subsequently  proves),  and  a  demure  rustic  coquette,  an 
apparently  strait-laced  slyboots.  Now,  if  by  "idyllic"  my 
amiable  enthusiast  meant  "unreal,"  " namby-pamby,"  " niminy- 
piminy,"  I  am  with  him  toto  corde  meo :  and  he,  or  anybody  else,  is 
at  liberty  to  admire  such  idyllicism  to  their  heart's  content :  only, 
don't  expect  me  to  share  that  amiable  enthusiast's  admiration.  It 's 
the  old  story  of  the  Artist  who  complained  to  the  Critic  that  the  latter 
had  called  his  skies  "putty."  J'But,"  retorted  the  Critic,  "my 
dear  fellow,  I  like  putty,  I  doat  on  putty." 

There  is,  however,  one  Scene  in  which  unqualified  praise  is  due 
to  the  Dramatist  primarily,  and  in  the  next  place  to  the  Actors,  and 
this  is  where  Sir  Jasper  (Ms.  HOWE)  is  recognised  by  Jonas  (ME. 
VEZIN)  as  the  father  of  Dorothy  (Miss  MABION  TEEBY),  and  is 
allowed  to  kiss  her.  From  first  to  last  this  Scene  is  admirably  con- 
ceived, forcibly  written,  and,  it  is  pleasant  to  add,  so  perfectly 
played  as  to  leave  nothing  to  be  desired. 

A  more  charming  representative  of  Dorothy  Druce  could  not  be 
found  on  any  stage  than  Miss  MABION  TEBEY,  whose  refinement, 
modesty,  and  grace  carry  with  her,  throughout,  the  sympathies  of  the 
audience,  and  win  for  her,  at  the  end,  a  well-deserved  and  most 
heartily  bestowed  tribute'of  praise. 

The  part  of  the  Sergeant,  intended  to  represent  the  comic  element 
of  the  piece,  reminded  me  at  times  of  the  kind  of  drolleries  one  used 
to  expect  from  the  Wag  who  was  styled  in  a  Circus  the  "  Shak- 
spearian Clown,"  with  just  a  dash,  here  and  there,  of  "ancient 
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AN    IRISH 


SEQUITUR." 

"Hi,  I  SAY,  PORTER,  DO  YOU  CALL  THIS  'No  WAY  AT  ALL?*    I 

Pat.    "FAIX,    I   CANNT  SAY,    SOB,    I   WAS  A   FOLLBRIU'   O*   YOU  GlNTLEjfRN  I  1  " 


Traveller  (they  had  already  Walked  a  Mile  from,  the  Station). 

THOUGHT  DONNYBROOK  LODGE  WAS  NEAR  THE  TlSRMINUS." 


Pistol."  It  was  evidently  written  for  Ms.  COMPTON,  and  not  for 
MR.  ODELL,  as  the  part  of  Dan'l  struck  me  as  having  been  meant 
for  MH.  EMERY,  and  not  for  MR.  VEZIN.  And  indeed,  in  the  Second 
Act,  when  Jonas  Marple,  alias  Dan'l  Druce  (or  vice  rersti), 
addresses  Dorothy  as  "My  pretty,"  I  could  easily  imagine  old 
"Dan'l"  Peggotty.  andnot  "  Darfl"  Druce,  on  the  scene,  speaking 
to  JSm'ly  in  precisely  the  same  words.  At  the  same  time  MR.  HER- 
MANN VEZIN  is  to  be  heartily  congratulated  on  a  most  thoroughly 
artistic  performance,  which,  without  once  overstepping  the  bounds 
of  moderation,  deeply  impresses  the  audience  with  a  conviction  of 
the  Artist's  truth  of  conception  and  earnestness  of  purpose. 

For  my  part,  taking  the  cast  of  the  piece  at  the  Haymarket  all 
round, — MR.  HOVTE'S  is  also  a  performance  of  sterling  value  to  the 
drama. — I  feel  convinced  that  they  do  not  "manage  these  things 
better  in  France."  MR.  GILBERT  has  done  some  good  work  in  Dan'l 
Druce,  and  the  best  in  it  is  that  scene  which  I  nave  already  men- 
tioned, and  which  Author,  Actors,  and  a  critical  Audience,  may 
regard  with  unalloyed  satisfaction. 

From  grave  to  gay,  from  the  Haymarket  to  the  Gaiety.  Your 
Representative  has  not  often  seen,  since  the  golden  days  of  the 
Strand— the  days,  I  mean,  of  MARIE  WILTON,  FANNY  JOSEPHS, 
CHARLOTTE  SAUNDERS,  JAMES  ROGERS,  JOHN  CLARKE  and  BLAND, — 
such  a  cast  for  a  burlesque  as  MR.  BYRON  has  had  the  good 
fortune  to  obtain  for  his  Little  Don  C<?sar  de  Sazan,  which,  how- 
ever, can  stand  on  its  own  merits  among  the  best  of  such  pieces. 
To  those  to  whom  the  fortunes  of  burlesque  are  interesting  I  can 
only  put  the  question,  isn't  Miss  NELLIE  FARREN  the  life  and  soul  of 
any  piece  of  this  sort?  isn't  TERRY  inimitably  grotesque?  isn't 
Miss  KATE  VATJGHAN  grace  itself,  and  fun  too,  mind  you  f  and  isn't 
MR.  ROYCE  as  good  at  eccentric  makes-up,  also  at  dancing,  singing, 
and  even  tumbling,  as  any  professor  of  such  arts  within  your  ex- 
perience ?  Certainly.  Miss  WEST,  too,  makes  a  bright  Lazarillo, 
and  all  goes  as  merrily  as  can  be  wished  till  eleven  P.M. 

Laughing  does  not  make  me  so  thirsty  as  crying,  nor  does  Low 
Art  affect  my  appetite  so  keenly  as  High,  and  it  is  many  a  long 
night  since  I  have  been  so  boldly,  so  determinedly  set  on  going  to 


the  Oyster  King's  Grotto,  in  Maiden  Lane,  as  I  was  after  Richard 
the  Third.  To  the  home  of  that  Rule — who  knows  no  exception 
except  an  exceptionally  good  oyster — I  went  and  bearded  the  Royal 
Native  in  his  shell.  Then  grasped  I  the  foaming  tankard,  cned 
"  Rule !  Britannia,"  paid  the  score  for  the  dozen,  and  then  went 
home  to  dream  I  was  an  oyster  in  my  own  little  bed, 
SIB,  I  am  for  ever, 

YOUB  REPRESENTATIVE. 

P.S. — I  do  wish  they  wouldn't  scent  the  programmes.    "  Orrid, 
your  Vashup  1 " 


PROFESSION  AND  PRACTICE. 

LADY  Helps  and  Ladies  generally,  please  to  look  at  these  contem- 
porary advertisements : — 

AS  PROFESSED  COOK,  where  a  Kitchenmaid  and  Scullerymaid  aro 
kept.    Wages  £40,  and  all  found. 

GOVERNESS  WANTED  for  Four  Children.     English,  French,  and 
German.    Must  take  charge  of  their  clothes,  and  do  a  little  needlework. 
Salary  £20,  and  laundress. 

It  would  seem  that  preparation  for  the  filling  of  the  body  is 
esteemed  of  higher  value  than  for  filling  of  the  mind.  A  Cook  now 
gains  the  income  that  a  Clergyman  has  earned,  and  we  find  her 
"  passing  rich  on  forty  pounds  a  year."  But  a  Governess  is  wanted 
to  serve  for  half  the  money,  and  is  frequently  expected  to  do  more 
than  twice  the  work.  To  aid  her  in  her  labour,  a  Cook  requires  a 
Kitchenmaid,  and  Scullerymaid  as  well :  whereas  a  Governess  is 
expected  to  give  lessons  all  day  long,  with  nobody  to  help  her,  and 
in  the  evening  to  amuse  herself  by  darning  frocks  and  mending 
pinafores,  insomuch  that,  while  a  Governess  by  name,  she  discharges 
m  reality  the  duties  of  a  nurse.  The  comparative  proportions  of 
Cooks'  and  Governesses'  wages  signify  that  some  children  are  better 
fed  than  taught. 
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MR.     PUNCH'S     GUIDE     TO     THE     ARMY. 

SECTION  III.— OF  THE  DUTY  OF  THE  OFFICER  TO  ms  MEN. 


•i  n  T  I.  Superficial.  —  When 
Mr.  Punch  appeared  once  more 
to  continue  nis  Lectures,  his 
four  Scholars  scarcely  noticed 
his  presence  amongst  them. 
They  turned  their  backs  upon 
him,  and  by  their  demeanour 
plainly  showed  him  that  from 
some  unexplained  reason  they 
had  evidently  lost  all  their 
respect  for  him.  Even  FIELD- 
MARSHAL  SIE  FRANK  GEEQEE, 

K.C.B.  [usually  a  very  well-behaved  little  man),  pursed  up.  his  shrivelled  and  tiny 
lips,  and  pretended  not  to  see  his  kind  instructor.  Mr.  Punch  saw 'at  once  that  his 
pupils  were  ripe  for  mutiny.  He  acted  with  decision. 

'  My  friends,"  said  he,  severely,  "  if  you  are  Officers,  I  must  ask  you  to  behave  like 
Gentlemen." 

"  Sir,"  cried  COLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia,  "  you  have 
grossly  insulted  us." 

"  How  ?  "  was  the  very  natural  question  put  to  the  angry  Militiaman  by  Mr.  Punch, 
surnamed  "  The  Patient." 

"You  have  expressed  your  intention  of  explaining  the  duty  a  British  Officer  owes 
TO  i?  ?ien',   ,     '  sucl1  an  intention  is  an  insult  to  us  all.    Why,  even  this  poor  little 
iield-Marshal  knows  something  about  it— don't  you,  SIR  FRANKY,  dear  P  " 
<  i  v      J    lisped  out  the  good-tempered  veteran.     (He  was  playing  with  his  spectacles.) 
Yes,  dear  little  SIR  FRANK  is  a  good  boy,  and  knows  his  duty  to  his  men.    It  is  to 
return  salutes  by  touching  his  little  hat  when  he  passes  a  sentry-box." 
There  you  see,  Sir !  "  cried  the  indignant  Colonel. 

And  what  do  you  think  about  your  duty,' LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE, 
of  the  Grenadiers  Green  P"  asked  Mr.  Punch. 

Everybody  knows  that  a  man  should  leave  his  men  as  much  as  possible  in  the 
hands  oi  his  ^on-Commissioned  Officers,"  was  the  haughty  reply  of  the  Guardsman. 

And  you,  ENSIGN  ETOENE,  of  the  Volunteers?"  said  Mr.  Punch,  smiling.     "In 
what  do  yon  think  the  duty  of  an  Officer  to  his  men  consists  ?  " 

.earnt  that  much  within  a  week  of  joining  my  Corps,"  replied  the  Rifle- 
man, contemptuously.  Theduty  of  an  Officer  is  to  pay  a  heavy  annual  subscription, 
to  give  prizes,  and  to  provide  an  unlimited  amount  of  beer  and  bread  and  cheese  for 
the  men  of  his  company. 

I  am  glad  to  find,  Officers  and  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Punch,  "that  you  know 
more  than  I  gave  you  credit  for.    Still,  with  your  permission,  I  think  I  may  give  you 
a  few  useful  hints."    And  with  this  the  Sage  commenced  his  Lecture  :- 
Part  II    Particular.— According  to  MAJOR-GENERAL  SIR  GARNKT  WOLSELET  (see 
Pocket '.Soak  .page  4),  the  Soldier  "  is  a  peculiar  animal."  The  same  high  authority 
sts  that  this  strange  creature  can  only  be  brought  to  a  proper  state  of  efficiency 
by  being  taught  to  take  a  pride   (1)  in  his  dress  and  (2)  in  himself.     "He   must 
that  his  duties  are  the  noblest  that  fall  to  man's  lot.    He  must  be  taught  to 
despise  all  those  ot  civil  life."    That  SIR  GARNET  believes  these  doctrines  to  be  of  the 
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utmost  importance  may  be  gathered  from  the  following  extract  from  the  Soldiers' 
J  octet  Vo,,k  (page  9),  in  which  the  kit  of  an  Infantry  Officer  is  given,  "  One  cup  (in 

lent  her    hfi  <r).   emit  simmer   b-nife*     -ff\v\.'     armn*     ......        >_,l__ii_L_7i      n    \  •      -i  • 
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hfl?),  eontaining  knife,  fork,  spoon,  pepper  apd  salt  pots  fl   lb.) 
lb.)  ;  some  tm.ueco.  iind  the  Konlier*'  Pocket  Book  (I  lh.). 
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Prpbably  with  a  view  to  teaching  his  men  "to 
despise  the  duties  of  civil  life,"  SIR  GARNET,  dur- 
ing a  recent  campaign,  treated  newspaper  corre- 
spondents with  military  politeness.  As  the  worthy 
Major-General  asserts  that  "whatever  the  Officers 
think  fine,  the  Men  will  think  so  too,"  he  doubtless 
must  regret  that  the  fashion  of  book-writing  has 
not  been  taken  up  by  the  rank  and  file,  and  that 
consequently  "  the  Soldier's  Pocket-Hook  (1  lb.)  " 
has  as  yet  but  few  important  rivals. 

Perhaps  fortunately  for  the  men,  the  Queen's 
Regulations  do  not  altogether  order  the  Officer 
to  consider  the  Soldier  a  "  peculiar  animal."  On 
the  contrary,  there  are  occasions  when  a  Colonel 
may  even  argue  with  his  men.  For  instance,  to 
quote  sect.  7.  par.  142,  "  Commanding  Officers  of 
Regiments  who  have  ample  experience  of  the  very 
great  inconvenience  arising  from  the  improvident 
marriages  of  Soldiers,  are  to  discountenance  such 
marriages,  and  to  explain  to  the  men  that  the  in- 
convenience and  distress  naturally  accruing  there- 
from are  serious  and  unavoidable."  Of  course, 
unmarried  Colonels,  who  have  not  had  "ample 
experience,"  should  depute  the  duty  to  the  next 
Senior  Married  Officer.  The  speech  of  the  Officer 
to  the  Man  should  be  fashioned  on  the  following 
nwdel :— "  PRIVATE  SMITH,  I  learn  from  the  Cap- 
tain of  your  company  (himself  a  married  man,  who 
made  his  report  to  me  with  tears  of  compassion 
streaming  down  his  cheeks)  that  you  wish  to  join 
us  !  My  good  man,  have  you  considered  the  incon- 
venience and  distress  accruing  from  such  a  step? 
Look  at  me.  You  see  me  in  a  patrol  jacket  covered 
with  braid,  and  at  a  Levee  I  am  a  mass  of  gold 
and  spurs  ;  and  yet  I  tell  you,  PRIVATE  JOHN 
SMITH,  I  would  willingly  give  up  my  commission 
to  obtain  your  good-conduct  stripes,  coupled  with 
your  state  of  single  blessedness.  As  a  married 
man,  I  cannot  call  my  life  my  own.  I  am  allowed 
only  a  couple  of  glasses  of  wine  when  I  get  away 
to  dine  at  Mess  ;  I  must  be  in  quarters  at  ten  ; 
and  when  I  am  off  duty  I  have  to  take  charge  of 
the  children !  All  this  is  done  by  the  order  of  my 
wife.  Beware,  PRIVATE  JOHN  SMITH,  of  matri- 
mony !  I  would  say  much,  much  more  did  I  not 
hear  the  voice  of  my  wife.  She  calls  me  (in  a 
disgracefully  peremptory  tone  of  voice),  and  I 
must  obey  !  Farewell ! "  And  with  this  telling 
line  the  Colonel  (or  next  Senior  Married  Officer)  can 
make  his  exit. 

Again,  the  Queen's  Regulations  (sect.  15,  par. 
95)  assert  that  Libraries  and  Recreation  Rooms 
have  been  established  to  "  encourage  Soldiers  to 
employ  their  leisure  hours  in  a  manner  that  shall 
combine  amusement  with  the  attainment  of  useful 
knowledge,  and  to  teach  them  the  value  of  sober, 


regular,  and  monil  habits."  Tims  if  the  Officers  do 
their  duty  to  their  Men,  SIR  GARNET  WOLSEI.EY'S 
"peculiar  anitnal "  may  some  day  hope  to  reach 
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the  relative  rank  already  attained  by  his  civilian  rival,  "the 
learned  Pig."  The  Officer  Commanding  the  Garrison  is  expected 
to  assume  a  vague  superintendence  over  the  local  military  library. 
No  donation  of  books  for  libraries  (sect.  15,  par.  103)  is  to  be 
accepted  until  they  shall  have  been  approved  by  him.  Consequently 
the  Commandant  of  the  Garrison  may  sometimes  have  to  perform 
the  duties  appertaining  to  the  post  of  a  publisher's  "reader." 
Should  lie  be  unpopular,  it  is  a  capital  joke  to  send  this  unfortu- 
nate Officer  a  large  collection  of  old  five-act  tragedies  or  (better  still) 
comedies  in  blank  verse.  He  must  read  them  all  before  the  dona- 
tion can  be  accepted. 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  III. 

Ensign  Eugene.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch,  can  you  kindly  tell  us  the 
duties  of  the  Commander  of  a  Garrison  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Certainly,  my  dear  ENSIOX  EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers. 
The  duties  of  the  Commandant  are  presumed  to  be  to  attend  dinners. 
to  marry  his  daughters  to  eligible  elder  sons,  and  to  snub  the  Civil 
Authorities. 

( 'ulnni'l  Chai-li'x.  I  see,  Sir,  that  yon  do  not  altogether  approve  of 
the  sentiments  of  SIR  GARNET  WOLSKLEY.  Now,  Sir,  when  I  am  out 
for  our  training  I  follow  that  gallant  Officer's  advice.  I  do  not 
•urago  the  presence  of  the  1'n-ss  at  our  inspi vtion,  and  yet  the 
^^l«lh<»•<^l<</h  Mercury  invariably  publishes  two  columns  of  matter 
to  i 'in-  praise. 

Mi-.  Piiin'/t.  Written,  I  presume,  by  your  Adjutant.  Unite 
right,  my  dear  ( 'UI.ONKI,  CFIAI:I.I:S,  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborough 
Militia.  As  many  of  our  Generals  would  doubtless  say,  the  Mory  of 
un  important  campaign  should  be  written  by  one  of  the  Stall'. 

Lieutenant  mid  Captain  (ieorge.  And  who  is  SIB  G.IKNI  r,  .'/•  • 
Punch  f 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEOEGE,  of  the 
•  in  nadiers  Green,  SIR  GAK.MT  \Vm.si.i.Er,  in  spite  of  one  or  two 
little  foibles,  is  one  of  the  very  best  soldiers  of  this  or  any  other 
age.  He  has  seen  any  amount  of  fighting. 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  Ah,  to  be  sure,  he  doesn't  belong 
to  our  branch  of  the  Service. 

Field-lfarihal  Sir  J-'nin/,-  (;,egee,  K.C.B.  And  yet  dear  little 
SIR  FKANK  never  did  any  fighting,  and  yet  he  was  made  a  Field- 
Marshal.  Why  did  they  make  dear  little  SIR  FRANK  a  Field- 
Marshal  P 

Mr.  Punch.  Because,  my  good  little  man,  BRITANNIA  wanted  a 
curiosity  f 


BROBDINGNAG  TO  LAPUTA. 

THE  greatest  of  all  the  recent  wonders  of  Spiritualism  is  the 
amazing  communication  narrated  by  a  Correspondent  of  the  Times, 
as  follows : — 

"  A  friend  of  mine  who  has  just  returned  from  America  tells  me  that  he,  a 
short  time  since,  attended  a  seance,  at  which  the  Medium  obtained  messages 
from  several  celebrities  of  both  ancient  and  modern  times,  and,  among  others, 
one  (at  the  request  of  my  friend)  from  JJucephaltu,  who  condescended  to 
inform  the  company  that  he  still  took  great  interest  in  literary  pursuits 
particularly  in  connection  with  education." 

Spoken  like  the  spirit  of  a  noble  animal.  In  general  the  messages 
received  through  Mediums  from  defunct  celebrities,  whether  modern 
or  ancient,  seem  to  have  come  from  Donkeys— and  to  be  addressed 
to  their  kind. 


A    D/EDALUS    AT    DOVER. 

ALPH  STOTT,  a 
<;  •  nt  Ionian  of 
Dover,  has  in- 
vented a  new  Fly- 
ing Machine.  A 
morning  contem- 
porary says  that 
MR.  STOTT  has 
gone  to  Berlin,  for 
the _  purpose  of 
having  an  inter- 
view with  ]'] ,IM  I. 

BISMARCK,  who  is 
understood  to 
have  requested 
him  to  lurnish 
particulars  with 
object  of 
•lining  how 
the  machine  can 
be  utilised  in  war- 
fare. It,  as  is 
stated,  MR.  STOTT 
can  by  means  of 
it  "propel  him- 
self through  the 
air  at  the  rate 
of  a  mile  per  mi- 
nute, or  up  to  the  speed  of  our  hundred  miles  an  hour,"  and,  by 
means  of  a  break-power,  applied  by  a  wheel,  "can  make  the 
machine  stationary  in  mid  air,  or  fly  at  any  speed  which  the 
occupant  of  the  car  can  bear,"  no  doubt  he  is  exceedingly  well 
"prepared  to  aw-mv  the  German  Government"  that  his  Flying 
Machine  would  "be  invaluable  for  purposes  of  war."  For  the 
purpose  of  ascertaining  an  enemy's  position  its  convenience  may  be 
imagined :  but,  besides,  it  may  bo  capable  of  being  employed  in 
actual  warfare.  By-and-by,  perhaps,  armies  will  come  to  be  pro- 
vided with  real  flying  squadrons,  and  troops  will  actually  fight  in 
the  clouds.  Musketry  will  be  carried  to'  a  height  of  perfection  even 
greater  than  it  has  now  attained  ;  riflemen  wUl  have  to  be  able  to 
shoot  flying,  and  bring  down  their  man  on  the  wing.  The  introduc- 
tion of  the  Flying  Machine  among  warlike  engines,  and  its  applica- 
tion to  military  purposes,  will  of  course  constitute  a  fearfully  costly 
addition  to  armaments  already  bloated ;  but  the  cheap  defence  of 
nations  is  now  no  longer  possible,  and  Governments,  in  their  martial 
preparations,  are  obliged  to  be  regardless  of  expense.  However,  the 
Flying  Machine,  it  appears,  has  yet  to  be  tried.  PRINCE  BISMARCK 
will  probably  suspend  his  judgment  about  it  until  its  inventor  shall 
have  flown  over  the  Channel,  in  which,  let  us  hope,  that  our  British 
Daedalus  may  not  come,  like  Icarus  rather,  to  such  grief  as  will 
assimilate  it  in  sad  celebrity,  to  the  ^Egean  Sea. 


BOYS  IN  BAD  COMPANY. 

OUGHT  not  Prisons  to  be  also  as  much  as  possible  Reformatories  ? 
Then,  what  a  mistake  is  made  in  rendering  them  just  the  reverse ; 
as,  for  instance,  in  the  case  referred  to  the  other  day  at  Lincoln  by 
MR.  PLMSOLL,  in  replying  to  a  complimentary  address  from  some 
Working  Men.  A  customary  sight  there  until  lately  was,  he  said, 
that  "of  lads,  sentenced  for  various  terms  of  imprisonment  at 
Grimsby,  marching,  manacled  together,  from  the  railway  station  to 
the  Lindsay  Prison."  An  edifying  spectacle  on  the  face  of  it  to 
street  Arabs  and  other  juvenile  offenders !  But  these  youths  were 
not  .pickpockets,  that  tney  should  have  been  handcuffed,  as  they 
were ;  though  this  is  now  so  no  longer : — 

"  The  manacling  was  now  abolished  ;  but  the  boys  were  still  sent  to  gaol 
for  breach  of  contract,  and  he  had  that  morning  seen,  clad  in  prison  dress,  in 
the  same  prison  as  the  worst  of  criminals,  boys  whose  fine  open  countenances 
assured  him  that  they  had  no  right  to  be  there— boys  to  whom  he  should  not 
hesitate  a  moment  to  hand  a  sovereign  for  change.  It  was  a  shame  and  a 
disgrace  that  such  boys  were  to  be  found  in  a  prison  for  merely  breaking  a 
bargain,  and  he  hoped,  and  felt  assured,  some  other  punishment  would  soon 
be  found  for  such  offenders." 

Is  it  desirable  that  evil  communications  from  rogues  and  thieves 
should  corrupt  the  good  manners  of  boys  innocent  of  anything  much 
worse  than  playing  truant,  but  compelled  to  associate  with  common 
criminals  ?  Imprisonment  may  serve  them  right,  and  so  may  hard 
labour,  but  could  they  not  at  least  be  conhned  apart  from  the 
convicts,  allowed  to  wear  their  own  clothing,  and  have  a  treadmill 
all  to  themselves  ?  In  all  that  a  certain  Personage  is  said  to  look 
over  in  Lincoln  the  sight  of  those  boys  and  those  blackguards  in 
companionship  must  be  as  pleasing  to  him  as  anything. 


148 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  7,  1876. 


V-^K 

• 


AT    THE    SEA-SIDE. 

FINDING  THOSE  AWFUL  SWELLS,  THE  SPIFFINGTON  DE  VERES,  BENT  ON  THE  SAME  EXCURSION  AS  HIMSELF  AND  FAMILY,  TOMKIN.", 
IN  A  WEAK  MOMENT,  TAKES  FIRST  CLASS  TICKETS  TOO,    "JUST  FOK  THE  LOOK  OF  THE  TUING,  YOU  KNOW."     UNFORTUNATELY  THAT 

DREADFUL   LITTLE  TOMMY   TOMKINS   SHOUTS,    "WE'RE   GOING  FlIiST   CLASS  1      WE 'RE   GOING    FlRST  CLASS!"      WHILE   HIS   S[STEKS   CLAP 

TUKIR  HANDS  AND  MADLY  JUMP  FOR  JOY. 


MRS.  GINGHAM  ON  CIVILISATION  AND  THE 
COMING  B . 

"  Entomology  is  a  science  which  has  grown  pan  passu  with  Civilisation 
itself.  .  .  The  Colorado  Potato-Bug,  known  to  Naturalists  as  the  Doryphora 
decemlineata  ...  is  travelling  steadily  eastward,  and  has  already  reached 
the  shores  of  the  Atlantic.  .  .  As  far  as  can  be  made  out,  its  rate  of  progress 
is  an  average  of  much  more  than  sixty  miles  a  year.  ...  It  is  likely  that  at 
any  moment  a  cargo  of  potatoes,  or  timher,  or  bacon,  or  '  notions,'  may  land 
the  enemy  on  our  shores  ...  in  which  case  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  a 
potato-famine  of  the  most  dangerous  kind  would  follow." — Daily  Telegraph. 

E-N-T-o-M-9-L-o-G-T  ?    That 's  the  stuff  as  my  boy  SAM  is  always 

studying, 
Poking  his  nose  in  ponds  and  things,  and  pinning  beetles  down  in 

boxes ; 
A-coraing  home  with  boots  as  beats  a  Navvy's,  steps  and  carpets 

muddying, 

And  giving  me  the  constant  creeps,  waried  with  suddent  frights 
and  shockses. 

More  shame  for  "Civilisation,"  then,  as  did  ought  surely  to  know 

better. 
Insecks  is  horrors,  all  on  'em,  and  slaughtering  'em  the  fust  of 

duties. 
Engh !    Basshy-Baz-Hooks  can't  be  wuss !    Which  that  fool  SAM  's 

just  sent  a  letter, 

Saying  he 's  caught  "  two  Death's-head  Moths  "—the  bare  idea  !— 
"  and  reglar  beauties  " !  ! ! 

I  ain't  no  patience  with  that  boy,  nor  likeways  them  of  simmylar 

notions. 

Squash  'em!  I  says.  A  studying  'em  I  holds  to  be  pernishus  error. 
They  re  nasty  nuisances  all  round,  as  raises  shuddering  emotions, 
From  fleas  to  what  SAM  calls — the  name   sounds  worry  pat — 
Coaly-hop-tcrror.* 

*  Can  she  mean  Coleoptera  ? 


There's  that  Potato-Beetle  now!     SAM  wants  a  speciment.    Good 

gracious ! 

The  foolishness  of  people's  fads  is  jest  enough  to  drive  one  frantic. 
The  warmint  's  coming  Eastward  Ho !      They  say  its  appetite  's 

woracious. 

Can't  "  Civilisation "  keep  that  pest  from  crossing  of  the  wide 
Atlantic '( 

Better  be  doing  that,   I  think,   than  giving  crackjaw  names  to 

creeturs 
As  should  be  nameless,  like — ahem ! — who  doubtless  is  the  father 

on  'em. 
A-seeking  what  they  may  devour ! — as  all  these  pests  is  frightful 

eaters. 
Speciment  ?    Yes,  I  'd  speciment  the  lot,  if  /  could  drop  upon  'em ! 

Taters  is  surely  dear  enough,  and  likeways  bad, — which  good  old 

"  mealies" 

For  love  nor  money  can't  be  had, — without  this  Colorado  bother, 
Thij  Dory — drat  its  name,  I  says,  who  cares  for  that?    Which 

what  I  feel  is 

Far  better  stamp  all  warmints  out  than  tell,  in  gibberish,  one 
from  t'other. 

They  say  as  wopses,  gad-flies,   beetles,  lady-birds,   and  many  a 

creeper 
Is  down  on  it !    I  wish  they  'd  jest  Kilkenny-Cat  all  round  and 

finish. 
But  sixty  miles  a  year!     What  chance  of  seeing   "wares"  or 

"  middlins  "  cheaper, 

If  that  there  Coaly-Hopper  comes,  and  year  by  year  our  crops 
diminish  ? 

Who  '11  save  pur  Murphies  ?    That 's  the  cry !    If  MB.  BUTT  would 

only  raise  it, 

He  'd  serve  his  country  better  than  by  bawling  out  his  Home-Rule 
humbug. 
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Let  Ireland  rally  round  her  root,  sworn  to  protect  as  well  as 

praise  it, 

And  shout  for  "Paddy's  Fruit,   and  death  to  every  roaming 
ravenous  rum  bug! " 

Which  that's  a  name  as  //<»  tell  tales,  as  I)»ry— what's  it?— like 

B  flat,  is 
Jest  a  polite  turn  off,  no  more.    But  call  a  spade  a  spade's  my 

maxim ! 
Let  Yankee  Doodle  keep  his  "  bug,"  we  'vo  ours,  though  not  "so  bad 

as  that  is ; 
It  ain't  a  wisitor  we  wants,  so  let  him  wait  until  we  ax. him. 


PROVERBS  FOE  BALL  AND  DINNER  GIVERS. 


I 


ci.s  and  tea  and  coffee  and  small  cakes 
are  as  good  as  a  feast. 

You  may  bring  an  amateur  tenor 
up  to  a  piano,  but  you  cannot  make 
him  sing. 

A  Lord  in  the  room  is  worth 
two  Dukes  in  the  bush. 

In  provincial  society  the 
Lord-Lieutenant  is  king. 

Flirtation  is  the  mother  of 
Invention. 

All  good  dances  lead  to  the 
Conservatory. 

Take  care  of  the  Rounds,  and 
the  Squares  will  look  after 
themselves. 

It  is  a  wise  Waltzer  who 
knows  her  own  step. 

A  Dinner  in  time  saves 
nine. 

When  the  Confectioner  comes 
in  by  the  door,  the  Cook  ilies  out  by  the  window. 
What  is  port  to  your  wine  merchant  is  death  to  your  guests. 
Keep  your  champagne  dry. 

Call  a  stable-boy  by  any  other  name,  and  ho  will  resemble  the 
rose  under  similar  circumstances. 

You  ean't  make  a  head  butler  out  of  a  local  greengrocer. 
When  the  soup  is  cold,  the  wit  flies  out. 

If  you  have  enough  cheap  and  nasty  dishes,  some  of  them  "must 
be  eaten. 

The  menu  makes  the  dinner. 

Ask  Mr.  Punch  to  a  really  good  and  well  thought-out  meal,  and 
you  will  have  an  exceptionally  lucky  man  for  your  guest. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

Glendalough — Guide — Boatmen — Resemblances — The  Lake  Effect 
—St.  Kevin' »  lied— These  Soots— The  Regular  Thing— Comic 
Song  Question — My  Guide — SIR  WALTSH — Inducements — The 
Echo—"  No  Larks  " — St.  Kevin  the  Patron — Dissent — Descent 
— Mi/  Hoatmrn — Sack  to  the  Hotel — Everything  Satisfactory — 
— 31 n  l-'uri'tcell — Once  more,  to  the  Road. 

The  Seven  Churches. — Five  times  already  in  the  course  of  my 
drive  have  I  picked  out  the  most  beautiful  spot  where  I  should  like 
to  stop.  It  was  the  same  yesterday,  about  Bray ;  but — let  bygones 
be  bygones,  and  give  me — at  the  present  moment,  that  is  while  I 
am  here,  on  the  spot — for  a  residence,  the  little  Hotel  of  Glendalough, 
in  the  Vale  of  the  Seven  Churches.  Let  me  stop  here  for  six  weeks 
in  the  summer  time. 

Of  course  I  have  a  polite  and  intelligent  Guide — they  are  all  polite 
and  generally  intelligent,  these  Irisn  Guides — and  we  cross  the 
upper  lake  in  order  to  visit  St.  Kevin's  Bed.  We  have  two  Boatmen. 
I  confess  to  being  still  impressed  by  resemblances.  The  bow-oar 
in  our  boat  is  MR.  FALCONER  as  Danny  Mann  in  the  Colleen  Sawn. 
and  my  light-hearted  Guide  would  be,  if  he  only  had  on  a  tattered 
hunting-suit  and  cap,  the  very  counterpart  of  "  poor  Joe,"  in  Jnrk 
llinlnn.  The  likenesses  only  hold  good  for  a  moment,  at  first 
sitrlit :  directly  they  speak,  the  illusion  is  dispelled. 

It  in  a  "  Gloomy  Lake,"  this  Glendalough.  Yet  not  BO  utterly 
gloomy  but  that  it  reminds  me  of  a  plaintive  Irish  melody.  It  is  a 
composition  of  Nature's  in  a  sad,  soft  minor  key.  On  me  it  has  a 
mesmeric  effect.  I  am  in  Charon's  ferry-boat.  I  left  life  on  the 
other  side.  The  boat  is  brought  up  with  a  jerk  against  the  rocks. 
I  am  awoke  from  my  trance.  We  land. 

"This  way,  Sorrf"  cries  my  Guide,  as  he  assists  me  on  to  the 
slippery  rooks  below  St.  Kevin's  Bed.     "Ilould  on,  Sorr !     More 
pow  r  to  your  elbow  .'  ' 
It  occurs  to  me  for  the  first  time  to-day  that  I  've  come  out  in 


tight  boots:  and,  what  adds  to  the  difficulty  is,  that  the  soles  are 
thin  and  as  smooth  as  a  razor-strap. 

I  arrive  at  the  above  conclusion  after  haying  very  nearly  stumbled 
on  to  my  nose,  and  only  recovering  myself  by  having  "  more  power 
to  my  elbow  "  afforded  by  the  Guide. 

"  This  way  up,  Sorr ! "  shouts  the  Guide,  already  some  feet  above 
me. 

I  pause.  I  am  hesitating.  The  Guide  if  making  for  St.  Kevin's 
Bed.  Query,  is  St.  Kevin's  Bed  worth  making  '(  Can't  I  read  the 
description,  and  say  I  've  been  there  ?  Is  any  place  at  a  great 
height  above  the  sea  level,  worth  the  trouble  of  a  climb  t  For 
such  an  excursion,  too,  ought  not  one  to  have  come  prepared  with 
an  alpenstock,  with  stout,  stiffly-bound  hob-nailed  boots,  thick 
stockings,  and.  so  on?  In  fact,  ought  I  not  to  be  more  in  the 
costume  of  a  gentleman  ready  to  stand  in  the  front  line  for  the 
opening,  chorus  of  an  opera,  with  a  rifle  in  one  hand  and  a  cup  in 
the  other,  and  with  "  Ho!  la!  hi !  ho !  "  or  sporting  words  to  that 
i-fl'i rt,  issuing  from  my  open  lips? 

Yes— in  that  dres»  1  might  essay  the  rugged  height,  but,  empha- 
tically, "  not  in  these  louts,"  as  I  believe  some  song  says. 

[Psychologies  Query  a  propos  de  Suites. — If  the  song  does  not 
say  so,  or  if  there  is  no  song  which  does  say  so,  whence  did  the 
words  occur  to  me,  quite  rhythmically,  "  not  in  these  boots  "  ?  Xnte 
tlu'fi,  and  consider  it.~\ 

The  Boatmen  are  seated  below,  and  lighting  their  pipes.  Tie 
Guide  is  waving  me  on  to  better  things  above.  JUjcrelnim- :  Evidently 
I  am  expected  to  go  ;  and  my  attendants  have  calculated  upon  at 
least  a  quarter  of  an  hour  being  allowed  for  refreshment.  It  is, 
clearly,  the  "  regular  thing  to  do. 

Another  lfote.—l»  this  too  the  refrain  of  some  popular  song? 
' '  The  Regular  Thing  to  Do  "—if  not,  it  ought  to  be.  For  example— 

I  don't  go  up  the  Rhine  and  back 

Because  'tis  something  new ; 
I  only  go,  'cos  'tis,  you  know. 

"  The  regular  thing  to  do. 

Spoken— (there 's  always  a  "Spoken"  with  a  Comic  Singer).— 
You  see  I  put  on  a  tourist  suit,  all  ditto  checks  outside  and  lined 
ditto  within— in  the  pockets,  I  mean,— and  I  tell  the  people  I  am 
going  up  the  Rhine— yaas— and  to  the  banks  of  the  Blue  Moselle.  1 
shall  change  my  checks  at  the  first  bank  of  the  Blue  Moselle — and  I 
shall  be  awfully  bored,  you  know,  and  very  hot  and  very  tired,  and 
have  to  pay  through  the  nose — but  what  of  that  ?  Every  one  will 
be  there — and  one  can't  be  out  of  the  fashion — oh  denune — no — so 
you  'd  better,  all  of  you,  join  me,— (Here  the  Comic  Singer  will  put 
on  hif  hat  sideways,  jerk  his  head  knowingly,  wink  his  eye  at,  it  is 
supposed,  the  female  portion  of  his  audience,  whom  he  thereby 
fascinates ;  and,  sticking  his  left  thumb  in  the  armhole  of  his  waist- 
coat, he  will  indicate  with  his  right  hand  the  direction  he  intends  to 
take,  as  he  humorously  finishes)— I  'm  ready,— and  waiting,— and 
willing,  so  you  've  only  got  to 

Come  with  me  across  the  sea, 
And  foreign  parts  go  through. 

We  only  go  cos  'tis  we  know 
"  The  regular  thing  to  do." 

[The  other  day  I  saw,  in  some  law  case  about  disputed  copyright, 
that  the  value  of  one  of  those  ditties  ranged  from  £800  to  £2000. 
Evidently — 

Happy  Thought.— Write  a  Comic  Song  for  £2000.  There  would 
then  be  some  meaning  in  the  expression,  "  Oh,  he  got  it  for  a  mere 
song."] 

St.  Kevin's  Chair. — Facilis  Ascenstu — up  to  a  certain  point.  In 
St.  Kevin's  Chair  I  sit  down.  If  this  ia  all,  there  is  no  danger. 

A  voice,  from  somewhere  round  the  corner,  sings  out,  "  Here  'B  the 
bed,  Sorr !  Ho-o-o ! >: 

It  is  the  nimble  Guide  who  is  round  the  corner.  He  is  hanging 
on,  apparently,  by  nothing,  and  stepping  on  less  ;  and  all  this  with  a 
sheer  descent  below  into  the  lake,  and  only  a  jutting  point  of  rock, 
here  and  there,  to  give  your  body  an  occasional  lift  on  the  way  down. 

"There's  no  danger,  Sorr!  he  cries,  standing  in  a  Mercury- 
like  attitude  on  a  ledge  one  inch 'in  breadth,  fifty  feet  above  the 
gloomy  waters  of  Glendalough.  "  Come  this  way,  Sorr  ! >: 

I  look,  very  cautiously,  over  the  rocky  point,  and  crane  my  neck 
round.  I  feel  that  if  I  make  one  step  forward  my  next  will  be  in 
the  air,  and  in  another  second  or  two.  after  a  short  whirligig  through 
a  limited  portion  of  space,  there  will  be  a  dull  plash  in  the  water, 
and  then  breathless  excitement  on  the  part  of  the  Guide  and  Boat- 
men (who  would  see  their  chance  of  remuneration  disappear  under 
their  very  noses)  until  I  should  come  to  the  surface,  blowing  like  a 
grampus,  shaking  mv  head  like  a  dog  bothered  by  a  bee,  and  swim- 
ming like  CAPTAIN  BOYTON. 

The  fall  would  be  unpleasant,  and  then — the  wet  clothes !  No ; 
no  St.  Kevin's  Bed  for  me,  I  am  obliged  to  you. 

I  think  of  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  with  his  lame  leg,  who,  the  Guide 
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SELLING    HIM    A    PENNYWORTH. 

Philanthropist.  "THERE'S  A  PENNY  FOE  YOU,  MY  LAB.   WHAT  WILL  YOU  DO 

WITH   IT  ?  " 

Sweeper.  "  WHAT  ALL  THIS  AT  ONCE  !    I  'LL  Toss  YER  FOR  IT,  DOUBLE  OR 
QtriTS  !  " 


TALK  ABOUT  TURKS. 

"  AWAY  with  those  atrocious  Turks ! 

The  Turk  is  an  unchanging  beast. 
Renounce  we  them  and  all  their  works  : 
Hang  '  British  Interests  in  the  East ' ! 

It  is  a  scandal  and  a  sin 

In  Turkish  bonds  that  Christians  groan— 
The  bonds  of  brutes  who  took  us  inf 

The  rascals,  when  they  broke  their  own  !  " 

"  Away  with, those  vile  Turks !  "    But  whither  '•: 

To  Asia,  whence  they  came,  of  course ! 
Could  Europe's  Powers  not  drive  them  thither, 
Concurring  with  united  force  ? 

"We  need  to  hesitate.    "What  for  ? 

There  is  a  Power  that  ne'er  would  aid. 
Then  might  ensue  a  General  War. 

Cold  caution  perish !    Who 's  afraid  ? 

Well,  but  suppose  the  Turks  all  sent 

Back  to  the  cradle  of  their  race, 
In  Asia,  and  together  pent, 

The  wretches,  in  their  proper  place. 

Still  that 's  a  place  within  this  world  ; 

'Tis  not  into  the  realm  of  night, 
As  though  the  Turks  would  then  be  hurled 

To  place  ne'er  named  by  tongue  polite. 

And  what  has  Asia  done,  that  they, 
The  fiends  whom  we  '11  no  longer  bear, 

Should,  if  they  could,  be  driven  away, 
To  form  a  Pandemonium  there  ? 

The  Turks  we  can't,  dear  friends,  improve 
From  ofl  earth's  face  at  mere  demand. 

A  Statesman  must  be  free  to  move ; 
Be  careful  how  you  force  his  hand. 


Proverbs  by  an  Excursionist. 

MAKE  Haste  while  the  Sun  shines. 
A  Bag  in  the  Hand  is  worth  Two  in  the  Tan. 
Half  a  Sofa  is  better  than  no  Bed. 
Pride  comes  before  a  Waterfall  (when  your  friends  have 
not  seen  it). 
There 's  many  a  slip  twixt  the  Cook  and  the  Trip. 


Book  says,  went  into  St.  Kevin's  Bed.  .Did  he  ?  But  then  tie  hadn't 
light,  thin,  slippery  boots  on — as  I  have. 

The  Guide  disappears  once  more  into  the  hole,  just  to  show  me 
how  simple  it  is  when  you  know  how  to  do  it,  and  cries,  "  I  'm  there, 
Sorr !  " 

He  shouts  "  Ho-o-o !  "  for  the  Echo,  and  the  Echo,  who  happens 
on  this  occasion  to  be  a  boatman  on  the  other  side,  sings  out  in 
reply.— 

"  The  top  o'  the  mornin'  t'you !  " 

The  Guide,  having  thus  conscientiously  gone  through  what  I 
suppose  to  be  his  usual  performance,  rejoins  me,  and  asks  me,  per- 
suasively, "  if  I  won't  venture  ?  " 

"  No,  I  won't,"  I  reply,  shortly  and  resolutely.  I've  a  mind  to 
tell  him  that  he  shall  not  be  out  of  pocket  by  my  not  going.  He 
seems  quite  disheartened. 

"  Lots  o'  Ladies  goes  in  there,"  he  says,  as  if  this  would  induce 
me  to  risk  it.  I  won't  budge  an  inch. 

"  Well,  Sorr,"  he  returns,  with  consideration,  "  I  u-on't  force 
you." 

The  Guide,  who  seems  dissatisfied  with  me  for  not  having  gone 
into  St.  Kevin's  Bed,  and  with  himself  for  not  having  been  able  to 
induce  me,  insists  upon  earning  his  money  somehow,  and  so  sets 
to  work,  without  being  asked,  to  recite  the  whole  of  MOOKE'S  poem 
about  Glendalough,  commencing  "  By  that  Lake  whose  gloomy 
shore"  &c. 

"  And,"  he  says,  in  conclusion,  "  no  larks  are  ever  heard  singing 
above  the  lake.  So,  Sorr,  wasn't  it  moighty  hard  of  St.  Kayvin  to 
throw  KATHLEEN  into  the  water  ?  " 

By  the  way,  the  Guide's  pronunciation  of  "  Kevin,"  i.e.  "Kayvin," 
is  another  specimen  of  an  Irish  pun.  St.  Cave-in,  who  didn't,  how- 
ever, cave  in  "  to  Miss  KATHLEEN  MAVOUHNEEN. 

Pace  TOM  MOOEE,  I  can  suggest  a  new  view  of  an  old  legend. 
Here  it  is  :— 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  NO  LARKS  ON   GLENDALOUGH. 


BY  that  Lake  whose  gloomy  shore 
Skylark  never  warbles  o'er, 
Where  the  cliff  hangs  high  and  steep, 
Young  St.  Kevin  stole  to  sleep  ; 
And  before  he  laid  his  head 
On  his  chill  and  stony  bed, 
This  was  one  of  his  remarks, 
"  I  am  all  alone.    No  Larks!  " 


Glendalough,  thy  gloomy  wave 
Soon  was  gentle  KATHLEEN'S  grave. 
She  'd  have  floated  like  a  stalk 
Had  she  been  a  Maid  of  Cork. 
Nowhere  could  she  rest  her  sole, 
So  she  sank.    And  to  his  hole 
Back  the  young  St.  Kevin  harks, 
Murm'ring  to  himself,  "No  Larks ! " 


Oft  her  Ghost  is  seen  to  glide 

Sadly  o'er  the  fatal  tide  . 

Never  hazarding  remarks, 

Save  the  simple  one,  "No  Larks !  " 

This  is  legendary  lore 

Quite  unknown  to  TOMMY  MOORE  ; 


T«ras  from  KATHLEEN'S  eyes  he  flew, 

(Not  at  all  what  I  should  do. 

But  young  Kevin  was  a  Saint ; 

Which  I  do  admit  I  ain't). 

Here,  when  he  was  fast  asleep, 

KATHLEEN  climbed,  and  took  a  peep ; 

Woke  the  Saint,  who,  with  one  knock,  i  But  'tis  why  "  this  gloomy  shore 

Hurled  her  from  the  beetling  rock.       i  Skylarks  never  warble  o'er." 

St.  Kevin  should  be  adopted  by  all  bachelors  as  the  Patron  of 
"  Apartments  for  Single  Gentlemen.  No  Children,  or  other  Lodgers.'' 

Happy  Thought. — When  I  can  afford  to  build  a  house  sixteen 
storeys  high,  to  be  let  out  in  flats  fitted  up  for  "  Bachelors'  .Resi- 
dential Chambers,"  I  shall  call  the  establishment  "St.  Kevin's 
College."  For  further  particulars  address — SOLUS  C(ELEBS,  ESQ., 
St.  Kevin's  College,  St.  Kevin's  Grove,  N.W.  ("N.W."  evidently 
No  Women.) 

The  descent  to  the  boat  is  perilous  enough.  And  this  place  was 
chosen  by  MR.  EMMETT  as  his  hiding-place !  Here  the  Highlanders 
could  have  captured  him,  but  that  he  made  an  ugly  rush,  and  took 
a  header  into  the  Lake  beneath !  Bravo  EMMETT  ! !  I  look  at  the 
place  and  wonder.  Why,  /  could  conspire,  —  but,  if  my  life 
depended  upon  my  reaching  St.  Kevin's  Bed  in  safety,  and  I  had 
had  the  misfortune  to  put  on  a  pair  of  tight,  slippery  boots— such  as 
I  am  now  wearing — I  should  strike  an  attitude,  and  say  to  the 
Soldiers,  "  Gentlemen,  I  can't  do  it.  I  must  take  the  consequences. 
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A    DISENCHANTMENT. 

Northern  Crcesus.    "On  !  I 'M  so  GLAD  TO  MEET  YOU  HERF,  MR.  VANDYKE  BROWN.     THE 

FACT   18,    I/VE  A   COMMISSION  FOR   YOU  I" 

Our  Youthful  Landscape  Painter  (dissembling  his  rapture).    "ALL  RIGHT— MOST  HAPPY — 

WHAT   IB   IT  TO  BK  1  " 

Northern  Crossiis.  "WELL— MY  AGED  GRANDMOTHER  is  GOING  TO  LONDON  BY  THIS  TBAIN— 

AND   I   WANT  TO  PUT  HER  UNDKU  YOUK  PROTECTION." 


[Our  Youthful  Landscape  Painter  dissembles  again.  \  the  D.  T. 


"HOW  TO  DRESS  ON  FIFTEEN 

POUNDS  A  YEAR." 
Ly  One  tchu  has  Done  It — Once. 

GET  all  your  clothes  made  at  the  best 
tailor's.  Bo  careful  to  order  a  sufficient 
number  of  pairs  of  trousers,  and  once  a 
month  (at  least)  have  a  new  frock-coat.  By 
these  means  your  bill  will  not  be  sent  in  to 
you  for  eighteen  months. 

Pursue  the  same  plan  with  your  hats. 
Whenever  you  pass  your  hatter,  go  in  and 
get  a  new  chapeau. 

Three  pairs  of  boots  a  month  should  be 
your  standing  order  at  the  boot-maker's. 
Keep  half  a  dozen  pairs  on  trees  waiting 
for  you  all  the  year  round  in  his  custody. 

Get  your  linen  from  France.  When  the 
collector  makes  his  annual  round,  go  to 
Paris.  You  will  find  the  trip  less  costly 
than  his  hill,  and  the  change  of  air  should 
do  you  good. 

Always  have  a  large  supply  of  fancy 
walking-sticks.  Each  suit  should  have  its 
own  cane. 

And,  lastly,  pay  ready  money  (fifteen 
pounds  should,  really  be  enough)  for  your 
umbrellas. 


AN  AMAZING  CRAMMER. 
THE  Globe  announces  that : — 

"An  extraordinary  case  of  suicide  hai  taken 
place  at  Hayward's  Heath.  A  railway  porter, 
while  in  a  state  of  delirium,  ate  nearly  the  whole 
of  a  newspaper,  and  died  from  suffocation." 

This  is  an  extraordinary  case  of  suicide 
indeed,  if  the  poor  man  suffocated  by  eatinf 
a  newspaper  really  ate  it  intending  to  kill 
himself ;  but  in  bis  frenzy  he  probably  took 
it  for  something  good  to  eat,  and  not  for 
anything  bad.  There  are  not  many  news- 
papers coming  under  the  head  of  poisonous 
literature,  though  there  is  one,  an  illus- 
trated weekly,  circulating  amongst  the 
lower  orders,  and  familiarising  them  with 
details  and  delineations  of  atrocity  and 
ruffianism.  What  paper  could  the  delirious 
porter  have  eaten  ?  It  is  not  likely  that  he 
took  in  the  Times  for  breakfast  in  any 
sense,  nor  have  we  any  reason  to  suppose 
that  he  tried  to  cram  himself  with  the 
])dily  Telegraph,  being,  as  in  a  state  of 
delirium  tremcns,  under  the  influence  of 


Don't  fire,  Colonel,  I  '11  come  down."  Unless  I  were  on  some  very 
convenient  point  for  jumping  into  the  water,  when,  being  a  fair 
swimmer,  I  should  prefer  that  for  choice. 

Were  PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY  to  send  to  capture  me  now,  I  should 
not  attempt  to  hide  in  St.  Kevin's  Bed. 

I  descend  ungracefully,  but  safely. 

I  part  with  mv  boatmen.     "  How  much  ?  "  I  ask. 

"Well,  Sorr,  says  stroke-oar,  "they  do  generally  be  givin' us 
two  shillings  or  half-a-crown,  but  we'd  pre-fer  half-a-crown." 

Characteristic.  He  will  not  "do "me  directly;  but  shifts  the 
responsibility  on  to  my  own  shoulders.  It's  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  Well,  with  two  shillings  I  'm  well  paid ;  but  if  you  're  such  a 
Saxon  ass  as  to  give  me  two-and-sixpence,  on  your  own  head  be  it ; 
only  don't  say  I  asked  you." 

Of  course  the  result  is  half-a-erown  ;  and  I  purchase  an  extra 
blessing  from  the  bow-oar  for  another  sixpence. 

"  No  Larks  "  on  Glendalough. 

A  delightful  walk,  and  back  again  to  the  lloyal  Hotel,  Glenda- 
lough, where  I  am  treated  to  as  good  a  breakfast  as  I  ever  wish  to 
eat,  served  in  as  fresh  and  pleasant  a  room  as  ever  I  would  wish  to 
sit  in. 

And  oh  delight!  Oh  jov!  I  am  the  first  of  the  Mohicans!  I 
mean  I  am  the  hrst  of  the  Tourists  this  year :  not  first  in  point  of 
prowess,  but  in  point  of  time.  The  bed-rooms  are  not  in  order,  the 
sitting-rooms  are  hardly  yet  arranged  for  sitting  in,  the  Landlord  is 
a  new  one,  and  he  tells  me  how  he  expects  to  make  a  fortune— may 
he  do  so,  and  I  be  none  the  worse  for  it,  bless  him  !  All  I  ask  is  to 


be  the  last  or  the  first  of  the  Tourists.  Let  me  enjoy  this  beautiful 
scenery  as  ADAM  enjoyed  Paradise  when  he  was  en  garcon.  The 
spirit  of  St.  Kevin  the  Celibate  is,  as  it  were,  upon  me.  Yes,  I  am 
here,  alone.  "  Come  into  the  garden,  MAUD,  I  am  here  by  myself 
alone  " — only  I  don't  want  MAUD.  If  she  were  here,  I  should  sing. 
"  Get  out  of  the  garden,  MAUD,  I  'd  be  here  by  myself  alone  "—ana 
be  blowed  to  you ! 

But  the  Car — the  triumphal  Ky-arr — awaits  me,  and  I  've  yet  a 
long  day's  journey  before  me.    May  I,  at  the  end  of  my  journey, 
have  as  charming  a  place  to  rest  my  weary  limbs  as  is  this ! 
Give  me,  fatigued  with  mead  and  rock, 

And  danjrerous  researches, 
The  little  Hotel  of  Glendalough, 
In  the  Vale  of  the  Seven  Churches ! 


Farewell  my  merry  Miners,  with  your  neat  cottages,  who  despise 
beer  and  whiskey  and  call  for  your  bottles  of  wine  o'  pay-nights. 
Farewell,  ye  Seven  Churches  of  Ireland.  There's  something 
apocalyptically  mysterious  about  your  numbers,  which  might  afford 
matter  for  a  DR.  CuMitrso.  But  dimming  is  not  the  word  now— 
I  'm  going.  Off ! 


MICHAELMAS  DAY,  187fi.— A  day  to  be  marked  with  a  White 
stone  by  the  Lord  Mayor  Elect. 


"GRACE  before  Meat,"  as  the  Young  Lady' remarked  when  she 
laced  herself  so  tight  she  couldn't  swallow. 
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A    HUNDRED    YEARS    BACK. 


ES,   Temporis  acti 
Laudator  am  I : 


For  the  grand  Past  in  fact  I 
Would  willingly  die. 


Just  reverse  for  a  cent'ry 

The  wheel  of  Old  Time, 
And  you '11  find  the  back-entry 

To  regions  sublime. 
Your  Radical  then 

Was  WILKES,  yclept  JACK  : 
We  outdid  your  Odgers, 

A  hundred  years  back. 

With  majorities  in  his  string; 

NORTH  ruled  the  roast, 
And  Old  England  administ'rin?, 

New  England  lost. 
Backed  by  stout  Farmer  GEORGE, 

Bore  opponents'  worst  brunt, 
And  let  FEANKLIN  and  WASHING- 
TON 

Come  to  the  front. 
Ah,  he  kept  the  old  coach 

In  its  natural  track — 
For  England  was  Truc-Blue 

A  hundred  years  back. 

Poet  Laureate  was  WIIITEHEAD — 

No  rhapsodist  glibber ; 
He  was  blandly  invited 

To  come  after  CIBBEE. 
Superbly  he  'd  rhyme, 

Of  Parnassus  a  denizen, 
And  I  call  him  sublime 

When  weighed  against  TENNY- 
SON. 
Poets  Laureate  now  \ 

They  deserve — well — their  sack. 
They  were  something  like  poets 

A  hundred  years  back. 

Then  pretty  Miss  LLOYD 
Took  possession  of  BOODLE'S,* 


And  wit  was  enjoyed, 

And     they     blackballed     the 

noodles : 
And  thus  the  past  scene 

A  supremacy  claims, 
Since  a  Lady  was  Queen 

Of  the  Club  of  St.  James  : 
Our  Saturday  scribblers 

The  girls  may  attack  : 
The}'  had  ten  times  their  chic, 

Just  a  hundred  years  back. 

Seventeen  Seventy-Six 

Fame  in  Arts  too  had  won; 
The  Academy  lately 

Its  work  had  begun. 
For  the  newspapers  REYNOLDS, 

Not  caring  a  souse, 
Gave  the  law  to  the  Forty 

At  Somerset  House : 
The  Art  for  the  Artists 

May  well  cry  "  Alack  \  " 
It  had  elder  and  better, 

A  hundred  years  back. 

Still    we    have,    in    our     frail 
way, 

A  deed  or  two  done  : 
We  travel  by  railway, 

Are  sketched  by  the  sun ; 
By  telegraph  hurled 

From  all  regions  and  climes, 
The  news  of  the  world 

AVe  have  focussed  per  Times. 
In  but  one  thing  that 's  modern 

Old  t  imes  were  more  slack, 
We  hadn't  our  Punch,  Sir, 

A  hundred  years  back. 


»  "A  new  assembly  or  meeting  is  set  up  at  BOODLE'S,  called  'Lloyd's 
Coffee-room,'  Miss  LLOYD,  whom  you  have  seen  with  LADY  PEMBROKE, 
being  the  sole  inventor.  They  meet  every  morning,  &c.,  &c.  Supper  to 
be  constantly  on  the  table  by  eleven  at  night;  after  supper,  tbey  play 
loo.  .  .  .  The  DUCHESS  OF  BEDFORD  and  LORD  MARCH  have  been  black- 
balled."— llalmesbury  Correspondence  :  Mrs.  Harris  to  her  Son. 


No,    Thank  You  I 

ME.  PEICE.  M.P.,  writes  to  the  Gloucester  Journal  to  suggest  the 
erection  of  the  Principalities  into  a  European  Kingdom,  with  the 
Golden  Horn  made  a  free  port.  LORD  DEEBY  declines  even  that 
Golden  Horn  of  the  Eastern  dilemma. 


A  SAD  MICHAELMAS. 

ON  Wednesday  afternoon,  September  27,  1876— the  exact  date 
calls  for  precise  record— at  a  meeting  of  the  Court  of  Common 
Council  held  at  Guildhall,  the  LORD 'MAYOR  presiding,  the  City 
Lands  Committee  brought  up  a  report  on  the  subject  of  the  removal 
of  Temple  Bar.  Some  discussion  followed,  which  ended  in  a  division, 
when  the  report  of  the  Committee,  recommending  the  removal  of 
the  structure,  was  carried  by  69  votes  to  45,  "  and  it  was  referred 
back  for  execution." 

After  reading  this  harrowing  scene,  what  man,  what  Liveryman, 
in  whose  breast  there  is  a  spark  of  proper  feeling,  can  feel  surprised 
at  what  follows  ? 

The  LORD  MAYOR  continues  to  reside  at  the  Mansion  House,  but 
he  is  living  in  the  strictest  seclusion  compatible  with  his  official 
duties.  The  Litest  bulletin  is  rather  more  favourable :  it  is  to  the 
effect  that  his  Lordship  lias  passed  a  better  night,  and  is  a  little 
more  composed.  The  blinds  are  all  drawn  down.  The  Footmen 
wear  crape  on  their  left  aym.  Everywhere  Liverymen  may  be  seen 
with  some  token  of  mourning.  GOG  and  MAGOG  are  draped  in  black 
bombazine.  Only  mock  turtle  is  served  at  dinner. 

So  great  was  the  shock  to  the  Lord  Mayor  Elect  that  ho  turned 
White  in  a  single  night. 

The  Sheriffs  have  never  been  separated  since  the  meeting  of  the 
Common  Council.  They  felt — and  many  will  sympathise  with  them 
— that  they  could  bear  the  blow  better  by  being  together,  than  if 
they  were  left  to  themselves,  each  a  prey  to  his  own  gloomy  thoughts. 
They  see  no  one  except  their  Chaplains  and  the  Under-Sheriffs,  who 
are  naturally  much  depressed. 

The  condition  of  several  of  the  Aldermen,  particularly  amongst 
those  who  have  passed  the  Chair,  is  causing  considerable  anxiety  to 
their  families  and  friends.  They  seem  to  have  lost  all  interest  in 
what  is  going  on  around  them,  and  pass  most  of  their  time  in  deep 
thought.  The  only  hopeful  sign  is  that  they  are  able  to  take 
nourishment. 

Several  dinners  and  other  entertainments  which  were  to  have  been 
given  by  the  City  Companies  have  been  postponed. 

The  Chamberlain  has  already  addressed  himself  to  the  painful 
tusk  of  composing  a  farewell  oration,  to  be  delivered  on  the  day 
when  the  ruthless  work  of  demolition  commences. 

It  is  a  trying  time  for  the  Recorder,  and  a  momentous  one  for  the 
Secondary. 

It  may  be  well  imagined  that  the  Remembrancer's  remembrances 
are  sweet  yet  sad. 

The  fatal  report  having  been  "  referred  back  for  execution,"  the 
City  Architect  is  nerving  himself  for  the  melancholy  duty  of  super- 
intending the  preparation  of  the  necessary  scaffold. 

The  Mace-Bearer  and  the  Sword-Bearer,  like  the  Sheriffs,  are 
inseparable,  and  cannot  bear  to  be  out  of  each  other's  sight.  They 
find  the  greatest  comfort  in  the  sympathy  and  society  of  the  City 
Marshal.  The  Mace  is  enveloped  in  crape ;  the  sheath  of  the  Sword 
has  been  painted  black. 

The  Common  Crier,  faithful  to  his  title,  gives  way  to  natural  emo- 
tion, both  for  himself  and  the  entire  Civic  body. 

The  Water  Bailiffs  are  plunged  in  grief,  and  the  Bridge  Masters 
go  about  their  duty  on  Bridges  of  Sighs. 

Every  morning  groups  of  Deputies  and  Common  Councilmen  are 
to  be  seen  contemplating  the  Bar  with  feelings  which  may  be 
imagined  but  cannot  be  described.  They  can  hardly  tear  them- 
selves away  from  this  "  ancient  landmark,"  this  last  great  bulwark 
of  the  Constitution  and  the  Corporation  ;  but  they  withdraw  before 
the  traffic  of  the  day  begins,  lest  their  emotion  should  be  misinter- 
preted by  the  heartless  throng.  Their  only  consolation  is  that  the 
North  and  South  walls  are  not  to  be  touched  by  the  rude  hand  of  the 
spoiler. 

The  usual  ceremonies  and  hospitalities  of  Michaelmas  Day  were 
observed,  that  the  charter  might  not  be  forfeited,  but  with  a  heavy 
heart.  There  was  a  bitter  drop  in  the  Loving  Cup.  A  deep  gloom 
seemed  to  have  settled  upon  all  who  had  to  take  part  in  the  day's 
proceedings,  which  they  in  vain  strove  to  shake  off. 

It  will  be  a  sad  Lord  Mayor's  Day.  If  the  dear  old  Bar  is  still 
standing,  it  will  be  hung  with  black,  and  wreathed  with  cypress  and 
yew,  but  it  is  a  question  whether  the  feelings  of  the  Procession  will 
allow  them  to  pass  under  it.  More  probably,  the  mournful  train 
will  hide  their  grief  on  the  Embankment.  The  reception  of  the  new 
LOUD  MAYOK  by  the  LORD  CHIEF  BARON  at  Westminster  is  expected 
to  be  unusually  touching.  He  has  written  the  kindest  letter  of  con- 
dolence to  the  present  occupant  of  the  civic  chair. 

One  of  the  most  recently-elected  Aldermen  has  been  commissioned 
to  take  a  series  of  splendid  photographs  of  the  Bar  from  every  point 
of  view  and  under  every  aspect,  and  at  all  hours  of  the  day  and 
night. 

At  all  the  great  civic  Banquets  a  new  toast  in  future  will  be  given 
"  the  Memory  of  Temple  Bar  \  " 
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SUPERFLUOUS. 

Free  and  Easy  Host.    "Now,    MY   BOY,    WOULD  YOU   LIKE   TO  WASH  YOUR 
HANDS  AND  Biu'su  YOUR  HAIR  BEFORE  DINNER?!" 

["So  likely,  y'know,"  as  Tamhins  said,  who  had  just  been  Polishing  and 
Titivatiny  for  Two  Hours  before  his  own  Dressing-Qlass  1 1 


DRAMAS  OF  THE  DAY. 

How  fast  appear,  with  thrilling  interest  rife, 

Sensation  dramas  on  the  Stage  of  Life, 

As  though  by  Nature's  management  designed 

Hut  tu  divert  the  British  1'ulilic's  mind!— 

Those  monster  trials,  and  those  acts  of  crime, 

Which  Fate  produces  still  from  time  to  time. 

Each  in  succession  has  a  lengthened  run, 

Succeeded  shortly  by  another  one  ; 

And  each  effacing,  in  its  scream  and  ronr, 

The  memory  of  the  pieces  played  before. 

How  long  the  "  Claimant's  "  Farce  in  two  Acts  ran  ! 

That  o'er,  a  tragic  series  began. 

First  the  "  Whitechapel  Tragedy  "  came  out, 

And  kept  the  stage  for  half  a  year,  about. 

The  "  Balham  Mystery  "  was  next  the  rage  ; 

\Vhen  that  had  ceased  the  Nation  to  engage, 

The  curtain  rose  upon  the  worst  of  works — 

"  Bulgarian  Horrors,"  as  performed  by  Turks ; 

A\  hence  wild  excitement  being  scarce  allayed, 

Behold,  pulled  up  at  Bow  Street,  "  DR."  SLAUK, 

Charged  'gainst  the  Vagrant  Act  with  having  sinned, 

By  raising  spirits,  so  to  raise  the  wind. 

But  yet  the  new  performance  brings  relief 
To  scenes  of  violence,  and  rage,  and  grief. 
For  we  to  comic  incident  recur, 
When  tragic  scenes  too  deep  the  passions  stir. 
Meanwhile  whoso  has,  or  has  not,  been  done, 
May  European  War  ne'er  spoil  our  fun. 


A  New  Synonym. 

PRINCE  ORLOFF,  the  Russian  Ambassador,  at7  the 
dinner  given  at  the  Russian  Embassy  last  Thursday 
night,  proposed  a  toast  to  the  Prosperity  of  France,  in 
which  he  dwelt  on  the  efforts  that  Russia  "has  made, 
is  now  making,  and  will  continue  to  make,  for  the 
maintenance  of  European  peace."  I  said  to  my  son  Bon, 
a  promising  lad,  in  tne  middle  fifth  at  Eton,  "  That  'K 
neat.  You  can't  put  that  into  Latin."  "  Can't  I  ?  "  8aid 
he.  "  Busiitudinem  faciunt— pacem  appellant." 


RECOMMENDED  TO  THE  LONDON  STEREOSCOPIC  SOCIETY 
(as  a  sure  Sell  which  must  make  its  mark).—  The  Slade- 
Pencil. 


BEST  AND  NEXT  BEST  GOVERNMENT. 

ACCORDING  to  a  newspaper  report,  a  discourse  was  delivered  the 
other  Sunday  at  the  Kensington  Pro-Cathedral  by  CARDINAL  MAN- 
NING on  "  The  Progress  of  Christendom."  By  the  account  of  His 
Eminence  Christendom  appears  to  be  making  immense  progress,  in 
the  ironical  sense  of  that  word.  The  progress  of  Christendom  is  the 
progress  of  a  crab.  Such,  however,  it  has  been  for  a  considerable 
and  indefinite  time.  The  Cardinal  said  that— 

"  In  many  countries  Christendom  was  disintegrated  and  dismembered,  and 
in  them  there  was  no  longer  that  Catholic  unity  which  kept  the  Christian 
peoples  of  Europe  together,  because  Kings  and  Princes  had  chosen  to  serve  the 
world  and  themselves  rather  than  Catholic  unity." 

Since  when,  your  Eminence  ?  At  what  date,  and  for  how  long, 
since  the  "  Roman  Peace,"  were  the  Kings  and  Princes  of  Christen- 
dom, and  the  Christian  peoples  of  Europe,  kept  together  by  Catholic 
unity  ?  When,  and  during  what  while,  dia  they  choose  to  serve 
Catholic  unity  rather  than  themselves  and  the  world,  and  to  refrain 
from  cutting  one  another's  throats  ?  What  Roman  Peace  was  ever 
enforced  by  the  Rome  of  Catholic  unity  ?  Perhaps  your  Eminence 
will,  some  tine  Sunday  —  or  week-day  —  take  an  opportunity  of 
naming  it. 

The  disintegration  of  Christendom  is  the  mischief  which  has  bur- 
dened the  world  with  bloated  armaments.  So,  at  least,  in  effect 
avers  our  Cardinal. 

"  What  was  the  result  of  this  disintegration  ?  That  there  was  not  a  strong 
Government  on  the  face  of  the  eartli  unless  it  was  surrounded  by  armed  men. 
Where  could  they  find  a  Government  strong  in  moral  right  and  moral  power  ? 
Perhaps  it  was  to  be  best  found  in  the  four  seas  of  Britain — more  genuinely, 
at  least,  than  in  any  other  place." 

There  is,  of  course,  one  other  place,  in  which  a  Government,  strong 
in  moral  right  and  moral  power,  once  existed.  There  it  existed  at 
the  time  when  all  Christendom  was  kept  together,  innocent  of  war 
and  bloodshed,  at  peace  by  Catholic  unity.  It  continued  to  exist 


there,  with  temporary  interruptions,  from  that  time,  whenever  that 
time  was,  until  a  few  years  ago,  till,  finally,  the  year  1870.  It  was 
genuinely  strong  absolutely,  not  merely  so  comparatively,  in  moral 
right  and  power.  Its  moral  right  was  that  of  Infallibility,  and  its 
moral  power  was  the  basis  of  its  Temporal  Power.  Strong  in  moral 
power,  it  did  not  require  for  its  maintenance  to  be  surrounded  by 
armed  men  ;  as  indeed  we  all  tarow  that  it  never  was,  particularly 
not  by  French  troops,  during  the  interval  between  the  overthrow  of 
the  Roman  Republic  and  the  establishment  of  the  Italian  Monarchy. 
Nobody  can  need  to  be  told  that  the  seat  of  that  Government, 
which  CARDINAL  MANNIXQ  alleges  to  have  been  the  model  Govern- 
ment of  Christendom,  was  Papal  Rome,  whilst  Rome  remained  the 
city  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  before  it  relapsed  into  the  Capital 
of  Italy.  But  now  Rome,  as  the  Rome  of  Pontifical  and  Model 
Government,  is  Rome  no  more.  In  the  meantime  the  next  best 
thing  to  that  Government  altogether  and  entirely  strong  in  moral 
right  and  moral  power — the  best  substitute,  as  times  go,  for  the 
Government  of  Catholic  Unity— is  the  Constitutional  Government  of 
the  United  Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  The  best 
Government  on  Earth  that  ever  was,  of  course,  was  the  Papal ;  but 
the  second-best  is  the  British.  If  CARDINAL  MANNING  is  a  Papalino 
first,  he  is  an  Englishman  afterwards. 


Brains  v.  Muscles. 

"  Look  on  this  picture,  and  on  that." 

(Both  from  the  Tablet.) 

A  LADY  wishes  to  recommend,  as  UPPER  HOUSEMAID,  a  tho- 
roughly trustworthy  person,  who  has  acted  in  that  capacity  six  years. 
Has  also  been  left  in  responsible  charge  of  a  house  during  the  absence  of  the 
family.    Age  Thirty.    Wages  £25.    Town  preferred. 

GOVERNESS  WANTED,   for  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  to  teach 
Kn;_'lish.  French,  Music,  and  Needlework.     None  need  apply  who  h»ve 
not  had  some  years'  experience  in  teaching.    Salary  £20. 
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EVERYDAY    FARCES. 

No.  I.— "SHELLS   OF  THE  OCEAN." 

SEA  Shore,  about 
six  miles  East  of 
Shoeburyness. 

Mr.      Stillso 
Gently     (stan  dint/ 
on  the  Beach  at  Ion- 
tide).     Ah!      my 
dear !   This  is,  in- 
deed,   a    happy 
""  thought,  to   leave 
the     whirl,      and 
~  what  -  you  -  may- 
~  call-it  of  the  Me- 
tropolis,     without 
risk  of  being  found 
in  by  one's  credi- 
tors, or  found  out 
by  one's  friends. 

Mrs.  Stillso 
Gently.  Yes,  love ; 
but  if  I  had  not 
seen  the  advertise- 
ment in  the  Times, 

and  answered  it  myself,  we  never  should  have  discovered  it.    So  quiet,  and 
so  cheap ! 

Mr.  Stillso  Gently.  I  can't  conceive  why  so  few  cottages  are  to  be  found 
here,  and  not  a  villa,  or  a  bathing-machine  nearer  than  Herne  Bay,  over  the 
water. 

Mrs.  Stillso  Gently.  That 's  the  beauty  of  the  place.  We  may  get  tired  of  it, 
and  of  each  other. 

Mr.  StiUso  Gently.  Never,  dear !  never !  It  will  be  a  second  Honeymoon 
in  another  Paradise. 

Mrs.  StiUso  Gently.  I  say  we  may  ;  but  I  don't  think  it  probable. 
Mr.  Stillso  Gently.  This  is  our  first  day,  darling,  and  the  sun  smiles  upon 
us.    There  is  an  entrancing  quiet ! 


Mrs.  Stillso  Gently.  A  beautiful  calm ! 
.!//•.    Stillso    Gently.    Exactly.    A    sweet  tranquillity 
which  no  human  power  can  encroach  upon.     The  ripplea 
of  the  tide  can  just  be  heard  like— like— 

Mrs.  Stillso  Gently.  Just  so,  love;  like  peas  upon  a  plate. 
Mr.  Stillso  Gently.  Or  rain-drops  on  the  panes. 
Mrs.  Stillso  Gently.  Yes,  love ;  or  the  water  coming 
into  the  cistern. 

Mr.  Stillso  Gently.  In  moments  like  these  [tenderly] 
a  man  feels  what  a  true  protector  he  is  to  the  woman  he 
loves. 

[An  unearthly  scream  in  heard,  and  a  mass  of  inn/, 
hurt/ing  thnnn/h  the  air,  fulls  into  the  muddy 
sand  in  front  of  them,  sending  up  a  tmall  geyser 
of  water  into  the  nir.  MRS.  STII.I.SO  (ji:.\ii.v 
falls  screaming  <>n  her  f nee,  and  STILLSO  GKXTI.Y 
makes  a  rush  fur  shelter. 

Mr.  Stillso  Gently  (behind  n  hedge).  Goodness  gracious! 
What  can  that  be  ?  (Looking  orer  the  hrdi/e,  lie  obm-i-res 
MRS.  STILLSO  GENTLY  screaming  and  kicking  on  the 
sand.}  Don't  be  a  fool,  AURORA  !  If  you  are  not  crippled, 
get  up,  do!  What  the  deuce  can  it  be  'f 

\_A  Range-finding  Sergeant  of  Artillery,  on  hnr::,-- 
back,  is  seen  making  his  way  towards  them,  and 
gesticulating. 

Mrs.  Stillso  Gently  (recovering}.  Oh  !  please  don't  kill 
me ! 

Mr.  Stillso  Gently.  Armed  forces  !  then  we  are  safe. 
ArjKORA,  I  am  near  you.  There  is  no  further  danger.  The 
Commander-in-Chief  has  sent  his  Aide  -de -  Camp  to 
inquire  after  you. 

Range  Sergeant  (riding  tip).  Tare  and  '  Ouns,  come 
out  o'  that !  Sure  the  Eighty-wonn  Ton 's  practysing, 
and  your  familee  won't  know  ye  from  the  jilly  fi.-h  av 
ye  stay  down  here.  Begorra,  there 's  the  Darlint  spakin' 
again ! 

[Another  scream  worse  than  the  first,  and  a  rush 
as  of  mighty  pinions,  followed  by  a  crash,  lends 
the  STILLSO  GENTLYS  to  understand  why  their 
rent  is  so  moderate.  Tableau. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

Experiences — Avoca — Meeting  of  the  Waters — Inspiration — On 
Car-riding  — Janus  adapted —  Woodenbridge — Hotel — Prospect 
— Dublin  again — En.  route — Companions  —  Killarney — The 
First  View— The  Second— The  Bell— Complications— Off  for 
the  Lakes. 

I  QUIT  Glendalough  with  regret.  One  hour  ago  I  was  in  such 
ecstasies  with  the  place  that,  even  had  PLUMPTON  AND  SPRY  tele- 
graphed to  me  "  Come !  "  I  should  have  wired  back  "  P.  A>~D  S.  be 
blessed !  I  don't  stir  from  here  for  weeks." 

This  is  my  constant  experience  in  this  country.  A  lovely  place 
on  Tuesday  is  followed  by  a  lovelier  on  Wednesday,  and  by  a  still 
more  beautiful  one  on  Thursday.  So  you  go  on,  exceeding  super- 
latives. We  drive  away  over  the  mountain,  and  down  the  other  side 
at  full  trot.  "  The  English  people,"  says  my  man,  "  don't  see  the 
best  part  of  the  country,  for  the  Carmen  won't  take  them  this 
a-way  :  'tis  too  heavy  a  road." 

So  it  appears  I  am  in  luck  ;  though  which  is  the  best  part  of  the 
country  where  all  is  so  striking,  it  would  be  difficult  to  say.  How- 
ever, I  put  this  down  to  my  driver's  politeness,  and  his  desire  to 
give  me  the  greatest  gratification  in  the  shortest  possible  time. 

Now  mjr  Carman  falls  to  quoting  "  TOMMY  MOOHE,"  as  he  calls 
him,  and  informs  me  that  we  are  in  the  Vale  of  Avoca. 

In  the  Vale  of  Avoca  at  the  Meeting  of  the  Waters. — A  jolt,  a 
snap,  a  crack,  and  the  car  comes  down,  or.  rather,  one  side  of  the  car 
comes  down,  with  a  bump.  The  springs  have  "  given  "  somewhere. 

Happy  Thought. — We  mark  our  arrival  at  the  "  Meeting  of  the 
Waters  by  the  "  separation  of  the  springs." 

Luckily,  there  is  a  blacksmith's  near  at  hand  ;  and  so,  pointing 
out  "  TOMMY  MOORE'S  Oak,"  my  driver  leaves  me  to  wander 
about  the  meadows,  and  admire  the  scenery,  while  he  refreshes  him- 
self and  the  horse,  and  gets  the  spring  mended. 

A  lovely  spot !  And,  d  propos  of  TOMMY  MOORE'S  Oak,"  a  tra- 
veller in  Ireland  ought  to  have  MOORE  at  his  fingers'  ends.  Inspired 
by  the  traditional  poetry  of  the  place,  I  lie  by  the  stream,  and  burst 
into  song : — 


I  'm  here  at  Avoca 
Arrived  in  a  Low  car, 
But  now  I  have  no  car 
Bekase  the  spring  broke. 

Happy  Thought. — For  this,  as  a  May  poem,  to  call  it,  in  allusion 
to  the  accident  that  brought  me  here,  The  Break  of  the,  Sprint/. 
The  car  is  mended  with  some  cord  and  a  stout  piece  of  wood.     As 


"  The  lambkins  are  bleating, 
The  minutes  are  fleeting, 
The  waters  are  meeting, 
liy '  TOMMY  MoouE'sOak.'" 


the  driver  professes  himself  satisfied,  why,  so  do  I.  Of  one  thing  I 
am  perfectly  certain,  that,  as  far  as  mending  the  spring  goes,  I  could 
not  have  done  it  better  myself.  Again  he  urges  on  his  wild  career. 

Undoubtedly  there  is  no  more  advantageous  way  of  seeing  the 
country  than  travelling  everywhere  by  car.  At  first  you  run  the 
chance  of  establishing  a  wry  neck  for  the  remainder  of  your  days. 
This  can  be  avoided  by  occasionally  changing  seats  with  your  driver, 
to  whom  position  is  not  nine  points  of  the  Law  of  the  Road.  Riding 
on  a  car  is  an  art ;  and  only  those  who  have  a  natural  turn  of  the 
neck  for  it  acquire  it  easily.  The  question  is  how  to  be  the  looker-on 
who  will  see  most  of  the  game  with  the  least  amount  of  discomfort, 
including  the  smallest  possible  chance  of  being  jerked  off,  inadver- 
tently, round  a  corner. 

The  first  method  is  to  sit  side-saddle-wise,  holding,  of  course,  on 
to  the  rail.  Every  Saxon  visiting  Ireland  for  1he  first  time  holds  on 
to  the  rail  of  a  car.  The  habitue  does  not.  The  latter  rides  t'car- 
lessly,  jauntily,  easily.  He  seems  to  gpring  iritli  the  car,  to  rise 
when  it  rises,  to  fall  when  it  falls  (which  I  didn't,  thank  goodness!), 
and,  in  fact,  to  yield  to  all  its  motions  gracefully. 

You  feel,  on  a  car,  that  the  possibility  is  offered  you  of  looking  all 
ways  at  once  ;  that  somehow  this  can  be  done,  if  you  only  know  how 
to  do  it.  You  can't  help  trying  it.  You  look  behind ;  you  lout 
before  ;  you  look  to  the  right ;  you  look  to  the  left ;  and  you  wish 
you  were  Janus — the  only  person  except  ArgiiSj  perhaps,  whose 
natural  peculiarity  would  have  specially  suited  him  for  an  habitue 
of  an  Irish  outside  car. 

Happy  Thought.— Combine  the  two  as  a  title  for  a  Tourists'  Book, 
and  call  it  Fe-tirgus  O' Janus:  or,  Tiro  Heads  are  Jielter  than  One! 
jieing  a  Narrative  of  a  Journey  of  a  Thousand  Miles  on  ait  Outside 
Car. 

Woodenbridge. — Another  lovely  spot !  Such  an  air  of  calm  and 
rest  as  we  arrive,  at  eventide,  at  this  comfortable-looking  hotel, 
which  commands  a  view  of  one  of  the  most  picturesque  parts  of  the 
country  through  which  the  line  of  rail  passes.  1  dine,  and  am 
thankful.  I  am  thankful  for  small  mercies,  as  the  dinner  is  but  a 
sorry  affair  for  such  a  bright-looking  Hostelrie.  Perhaps  "in  the 
Season''  it  may  be  better.  Let  us  hope  so.  I  am  "out  of  the 
Srason,"  and,  like  most  things  out  of  season,  perhaps  1  am  not  worth 
the  trouble  expended  upon  me.  The  accommodation  (so  to  speak) 
is  about  equal  to  that  at  Rathdrum,  only,  bring  more  pretentious, 
it  ought  to  bo  better.  It  isn't  a  patch  upon  the  sweet  little  Hotel  of 
(jleudalough.  So  wake  up,  NVoodenbridge  ! 

No  message  from  PLUHPTON  AND  SPKY.  So  back  to  Dublin,  and 
thence  to  Killarnry. 

Killarney !     Am  I  indeed  going  to  Killarney !     Dreams  of  my 
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childhood!   SHILTS  of  my  y>mth  !    I   c;m   scarcely  believe 

thai  to-mom>T<  morning]  am  actually  going  to  Killar- 

iii \  !  Ami  to  think  that  erne  has  to  take  a  tieket  for  the 
journey  to  Killarney  just  as  if  it  were  an  ordinary  place! 
the  Canal,  which,  but  for  the  dirtiness  and 
B,  would  make  me  think  I  had  pot  suddenly 
into  Amsterdam  instead  of  Dublin,— by  GvnmXMI 
Ui'i  \\  i  i -y, --  shaving  corners,  —  narrowly  escaping  kicks 
from  tin  Inl  of  other  |  a  enters  on  other  cars,— marly 
jerked  off  by  the  confounded  tramways  ;icr  r firms 
t-ttsiit!,  ;>/•;•  lot  i/isrriittini<  rt-rum — I  arrive  utt  he  terminus. 

The  Kn»lish  travellers  in  the  train  (for  Killarney) 
with  me  do  me  the  honour  of  taking  me  for  an  Irishman, 
and  eonsult  me  on  the  subject  of  Dublin,  Bray,  ana 
Wicklow  generally.  This  is  gratifying.  I  am  acclima.- 
tised.  Only  I  wish  they  wouldn't  ask  me  about  "the 
hunting  here  in  the  winter  "—and  "  what  those  moun- 
tains ;.  distance:1"  Also,  all  elderly  Saxon 
asks  me,  "  What  counties  are  we  passing  through 
now  • "  1  don't  like  to  LMICSS,  and  I  don  t  want  to  dispel 
the  illusion,— which  has  something  in  it  of  comedy  for 
me — by  referring  at  once  to  Black's  (liiiili: 

Mi  in.  -  Another.time  to  read  up  the  ''/((/'/(•beforehand. 
With  a  very  little  superticial  knowledge,  "crammed"  at 
breakfast  time,  one  could  impose  on  these  simple- 
minded  tourists  to  any  extent.  Then  they  would  write- 
in  their  diari-s,  "Mi  tan  Irish  Gentleman  in  th 
who  told  us  that  the  finest  trout  were  to  be  obtained,"  &c. 
&c.  "He  also  gave  us  some  valuable  information  as  to 
the  state  oi  the  country.  lie  seemed  intelligent,  with 
;  rononnci  d  brogue,  probably  that  of  sosMTTMtaCB 
provin 

KH.I,irn<-if.  It  lent!  My  first  view  of  Killarneyis 
from  the  window  of  the  Jlotel  omnibus,  about  nine 
o'clock  on  a  pitch-dark  ni^lit,  only  illumined  by  the 
occasional  gns  lamps,  which  show  me  that  I  WB^MBg 
taken  through  some  sort  of  a  town-then  out  of  it,  by 
a  tediously  long  drive  up  to  the  Hotel  on  the  Lake, 
I  alter  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty. 

Of  the  Lake  or  the  Mountains  I  cannot  even  catch 
a  glimpse.  I  have  arrived  like  the  guest  who  will  come 
too  early  to  a  party,  and  who  has  to  wait  till  the  candles 
are  lighted,  before  he  can  see  the  decorations  of  the 
siiluii.  Or,  I  have  arrived  after  the  opera  is  over,  and 
the  box-keepers  have  draped  the  house  in  majestic 
brown-liolland.  Or,  I  am  not  "in  the  i  Season,  and 
Killarney  is  not  on  view.  At  all  events  I  must  wait 
either  till  "  The  Jftion  has  Lit  her  Lump  nlnre," — as 
the  ballad  in  the  Lily  of  Killarney  has  it,— or,  if  the 
Moon  doesn't  do  this,  I  must  patiently  await  Aurora, 
Being  a  Lady,  she  has  a  right  to  be  unpunctual. 

On  retiring  for  the  night,  I  attempt  to  make  out  some- 
thing from  the  bedroom  window.  I  fancy  I  see  the  lake. 
It  is  very  close — not  the  lake,  which  may  be  a  mile 
oil',  for  aught  I  know— but  the  weather.  "They  say" 
it  always  rains  at  Killarney. 

Morning. — 'Tis  all  my  fancy  painted  it !  'tis  lovely, 
'tis  divine  !  The  "  Victoria  "  is  beautifully  situated — 
couldn't,  in  fact,  be  better ;  and  of  course  everybody 
showing  the'hoighth  of  civility — but  in  Ireland,  cela  va 
sunn  elirt:  What  if  my  bell  is  more  ornamental  than 
useful '(  and  what  if  I  vainly  expend  my  labour  in  at- 
tempting to  summon  the  Boots,  or  the  Chambermaid  ? 
Am  I  not  more  than  repaid  for  my  trouble  by  the 
pains  immediately  taken  by  the  Manager,  by  the  Pro- 
prietor (who  comes  from  some  distance  on  purpose), 
by  the  Barmaids,  by  the  Boots  (who  ought  to  have  heard 
it  ring,  but  didn't),  by  the  Waiter  (who  happened  to 
be  standing  near  the  other  Waiter,  when  it "  might  have 
rung,  and  he  not  known  it "),  and,  lastly,  by  the  Ostler, 
who,  having  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  interior 
economy  of  the  house,  goes  out  of  his  way  (happening 
to  be  passing  through)  to  give  his  opinion  as  to  this  par- 
ticular bell  ?  And  these  all  assemble — first  in  the  pas- 
sage, then  on  the  stairs,  then  outside,  on  the  lawn,  to 
look  up  to  where  my  room  is,  when  I  harangue  them, 
as  it'  it  were  an  election ,  from  the  window.  As  only 
my  upper,  and  my  better  half,  is  visible,  the  effect, 
from  below,  must  resemble  that  produced  by  Punch  in 
the  show,  when  he  is  looking  out  for  that  provoking 
puppet  "  Joey  "  the  Clown,  who  will  insist  on  hiding 
round  the  corner.  My  audience,  one  after  another,  give 
their  opinion  and  their  advice  on  the  subject :  a  pro- 
ceeding which  occupies  a  good  half -hour  after  I  have 
already  employed  twenty  minutes  in  vain  endeavours 
at  making  the  bell  sound. 


I  venture  to  say  I  never  yet  met  with  so  much  genuine  and  hearty  commisera- 
tion, so  much  real  sympathy,  and  so  little  help  (for  no  one  <li<l  anything),  as  on 
this  occasion  of  my  not  having  been  able  to  make  my  bedroom  bell  beard ; 
and  when  the  subject  is  finally  exhausted,  1  have  quite  forgotten  what  on  earth 
it  was  I  had  wanted  when  1  first  pulled  that  bell-rope. 

The  Landlord  offers  to  change  my  room.    I  shall  be  provided  with  a  first- 
rate  bell,  only  I  shall  not  have  such  a  first-rate  view.    I  prefer  my  pr. 
belle  rue  to  his  view  of  the  bell.     (This  jni   de  mut  can  be  worked  up  to  thus  : 
"  When  SYII.NKV  SMITH  was  travelling  in  Ireland,  he  happened,"  &c.) 

I  stay  here  some  days,  and  the  bell  never  dues  answer,  and,  consequently,  no 
one  ever  answers  the  bell.  Hut  as  »ome  external  repairs  are  vomiT  on,  v. 
necessitate  the  presence  in  the  garden  of  at  least  thio.  ,,i  the  household  at  a 
time,  including  always  either  the  Manager  or  the  I'niprii  tor,  I  find  that, 
when  I  want  anything,  my  most  simple  plan  is  to,  first,  ring  the  bell,  mi  Hi, 
ckaiicc  (for  while  there  is  life  and  a  bell-pull  there  is  hope— or  while  thcr. 

lore  i»  a  hope),  and  then  put  my  head  out  of  window,  repeating  the  Punch 
performance,  and  shout,  as  it  1  were  being  held  back  by  an  assassin  in  the  bed- 
room, and  were  struggling  to  escape  on  to  the  top  of  the  verandah,  until  some 
one,  below  asks  quietly.  "  What  is  it,  Sorr  ?  "  or  politely,  "  Did  you  call,  Sir!-  " 
It 's  a  long  process,  but  it  is  an  exercise  of  several  virtues,  and,  in  the  end,  it 

succeeds. 

Early  Morning.— The  usual  thing,  of  course.  There  is  nothing  for  it  but 
"  the  beaten  track."  There  is,  however,  only  one  tourist  besides  myself  at  the 
Hotel  just  now— the  others  aro  leaving,  or  have  left— and  he  has  started  inde- 
pendently. I  put  myself  in  the  Landlord's  hands.  He  tells  me  I  shall  want  a 
horse  and  ear,  a  pony  fojr.woBsing  the  mountain,  a  couple  of  boatmen  and  a  boat 
for  the  lake,  and  luncheon  for  myself  and  the  aforesaid  boatmen.  Great 
preparations.  But  lead  on  !  I  follow  ! 

The  trap  is  at  the  door— outside  car  of  the  highest  respectability,  and  with 
•  st-looking  horse  I  've  yet  seen.  "  lie 's  new  totkt  *vrk,"  says  my  driver, 
"  but  n*  11  be  all  right.  Jump  up,  Sorr !  "  And  we  trot  away. 


DIARIES,    DIARIES,    DIARIES! 


*? 


M 


MBES.  T.  J.  SMITH 
&  Co.   (of   Queen 

_  ^'^f^~  >»c-7"  -*3^o\^*v.  «i^w     vxo  Street,  Cheapside,) 

^iS^PCWH  ft/  Yl  have  shot  down  on 

Mr.  Punch  a  hatch  of 
their  multiform  Diaries, 
Clerical  and  Profes- 
sional, Commercial  and 
Scribbling,  Official  and 
Pocket,  in  foolscap  and 
quarto,  octavo  and  post- 
octavo,  long  and  short, 
fat  and  lean,  limp,  and 
stiff,  ruled  and  plain, 
with  blotting-paper  and 
without,  in  cases  and 
out  of  cases,  for  house 
and  office,  {for  washing 
and  account  -  keeping, 
to  be  hung  on  the  wall 
or  laid  on  the  desk.  In 
whatever  form,  or  for 
•whatever  purpose  days 
can  be  recorded,  here  is 
a  record  handy,  from 
the  firm  of  SMITH. 

If,  as  there  is  wisdom 
in  the  multitude  of  coun- 
sellors, there  were  sav- 
ing of  time  in  the  mul- 
titude of  Diaries,  no 
man  need  henceforth 
lose  a  day.  But  is  there 

not  reason  to  fear,  on  the  other  hand,  that,  in  the  multiplicity  of  Diaries,  days 
may  be  lost  —  as  men  have  been  lost  in  the  labyrinths  of  the  catacombs  'i  Mean- 
while, we  shall  look  with  respect  at  MESSRS.  SMITH'S  heap  of  multiform  Diaries 
as  a  reminder  of  the  value  of  those  days  whose  employment  we  fear  Mr.  Punch  will 
never  enterinthem.  Of  "scribbling"  he  has  sufficient  already  from  his  Correspon- 
dents :  and  he  has  enough  to  do  in  recording  the  day's  works  in  the  week's  pages. 


"  In  that  New  Land  which  is  the  Old." 

'•MESSRS.  GOSCHEN  and  JOI-BERT,  representatives  of  the  English  ami  French  Bond- 
holders, leave  Paris  this  morning  for  Egypt." — Times,  Oct.  6. 

Br  prayers  of  Egypt's  victims  sped  o'er  ocean, 
GOSCHEN  starts  homewards— to  the  land  of  Goshcn. 
May  miracles  he  wrought  at  his  commands. 
Until  his  client's  Bonds  are  off  their  hands ! 
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AMENITIES    OF    THE    HONEYMOON. 

"DON'T  MOVE,  CABLING  !— I'n  so  COMFOBTABLF,  AND  TOTO  HEAD  is  so  SOFT  ! !" 


THE  MOST  IMPORTANT  MEETING  YET. 

TffE  Three  Tailors  of  Tooley  Street  met  yesterday  in  as  large  a 
number  as  was  possible,  in  order  to  discuss  the  position  of  the  United 
Kingdom  -with  regard  to  the  East. 

The  Meeting  would  have  been  held  with  closed  doors,  but  there 
being  only  one  door,  it  was  considered  superfluous  to  close  it,  par- 
ticularly as  no  strangers  showed  any  desire  to  come  in. 

The  Second  Tailor  voted  the  First  Tailor  into  the  Chair.  This 
•was  immediately  seconded  by  the  Third  Tailor,  and  carried  by  a 
very  large  majority. 

The  First  Tailor  said  that  he  should  have  been  most  proud  to  have 
taken  the  Chair,  but  unfortunately  it  had  already  been  taken  under 
a  distress  for  last  month's  rent.  (Loud  cheers.')  The  proposed 
Chairman  went  on  to  say  that  it  would  be  quite  in  keeping  with  the 
object  of  the  Meeting,  and  with  their  professional  capacity,  if  they 
were  to  sit  cross-legged.  (Great  cheering,  during  which  the  Meeting 
crossed  their  legs  and  took  their  seats.) 

The  first  Resolution  was  proposed  by  the  Third  Tailor,  who  said 
that  he  considered  that  all  Turks  should  be  exterminated.  With 
that  view  he  had  already  expunged  Turkey  from  a  map  belonging 
to  a  friend  of  his,  and  hoped  it  might  aid  the  cause  materially. 
(Cheers.)  He  would  move  a  Resolution  to  the  following  effect  :— 

"That  this  Meeting,  comprising  as  it  does  the  principal  inhabitants 
of  the  United  Kingdom"— (''  Hear,  hear.'")—"  would  suggest  to  HER 
MAJESTY  that  all  affairs  of  State  should  be  at  once  committed  to 
their  charge,  when  probably  a  proper  solution  of  the  Eastern  Ques- 
tion would  be  arrived  at."  (Loud  cheers.) 

The  Resolution  was  carried  by  an  overwhelming  majority,  the 
President  giving  his  casting  vote. 

The  Second  Tailor  thought  that  some  pecuniary  relief  should  be 
sent  out  to  the  sufferers  ("Hear,  hear.'"),  and  that  it  should  be 
done  at  once.  (Great  cheering.)  He  should  therefore  ask  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Meeting  to  lend  him  a  shilling  ;  half  of  which  he  would 
pledge  himself  to  spend  in  beer  (Cheers),  and  would  promise  to  owe 
the  other  half  to  any  honorary  Treasurer  who  might  be  appointed. 

The  President,  after  having  re-crossed  his  legs  and  remarked 
that  he  was  in  hourly  expectation  of  letters  of  apology  from  all  the 
Crowned  Heads  of  Europe  for  not  attending  the  meeting,  went  on 


to  say  that  he  fully  concurred  in  what  had  been  said.  With  regard 
to  the  shilling  it  was  matter  for  consideration,  and  would  probably 
take  some  weeks  to  decide.  Nevertheless,  he  had  no  objection  to 
other  members  of  the  meeting  subscribing  largely  to  the  relief  of 
the  sufferers.  (Murmurs.)  Should  HER  MAJESTY  decline  to  accede  to 
their  petition,  they  might  take  matters  into  their  own  hands.  They 
surely  ought  to  get  something  out  of  it.  (Loud  cheers.)  He  con- 
cluded with  a  fervent  appeal  to  the  Second  Tailor  to  stand  something. 
This  having  been  seconded  by  the  Third  Tailor,  it  was  carried  by  an 
enthusiastic  majority. 

A  somewhat  warm  discussion  followed,  after  which  the  meeting 
uncrossed  its  legs  and  tossed  for  coppers  till  it  dispersed. 


NEW  READINGS  OF  BYRON. 

IN  a  late  number  of  the  Newcastle  Daily  Chronicle,  the  property 
of  ME.  JOSEPH  COWEN,  M.P.,  we   find   a  full  report  of  a  recent 
speech  by  that  Gentleman  on  the  Bulgarian  Atrocities.    The  speaker 
quoted— very  much  to  the  purpose — BYRON'S  well-known  picture  of 
the  lean  dogs  holding  their  carnival  over  the  dead  under  the  walls 
o£  Corinth.    The  report  in  printing  the  quotation  gives  us — 
"  From  a  Tartar's  skull  they  had  stripped  the  flesh, 
As  ye  f tied  thtipi'j  when  the  fruit  is  fresh." 

We  have  been  accustomed  to  see  the  line  printed— 

"  As  you  peel  the  fig"  &c., 

but  we  fully  acknowledge  the  boldness  of  the  correction. 
So  for  the  accepted  reading — 

"  As  they  lazily  mumbled  the  bones  of  the  dead," 
MR.  COWEN'S  organ  gives  us —   ' 

"  As  they  larjelij  resemblsd  the  banes  of  the  dead." 

To  whom  are  we  indebted  for  these  improvements — to  MR.  Co  WEN'S 
Compositor  or  to  MR.  Co  WEN'S  Corrector?  In  either  case,  we  have 
to  thank  him  for  a  sensation.  "  Crede  lirROft?"  Not  we— in 
future ;  till  the  noble  Bard  has  passed  through  the  office  of  the 
Newcastle  Daily  Chronicle. 
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RUSK-MASCULINE.  "  IT  MUST  BE  PLAIN  TO  EVERYONE  THAT  I  DO  NOT  IX  AXY  WAY  INFLUENCE  THE 

MOVEMENTS  OF  THE  FIGURE  !  !  " 
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DIFFICULTY    AND    DARING. 

(ii'K--Tii)N  maybe  raised 
on  the  motto  adopted 
by  LORD  BEACONS- 
iii:i.n:  Fnrti  nihil 
i/i'tHcile.  Is  this  true  '? 
('an  it  be  verily 
affirmed  tluri  nothing 
is  dith'cultfor  a  bray 
man  J"  Is  not  Latin 
dillinilt:-  Is  nut 

Greek  difficult:-  1- 
not  Geometry  ditli- 
cult 'i  Is  not  Algebra 
difficult ''  Nay,  arc 
not  French  and  Ger- 
man difficult,  and  is 
imple  Anthjjxetifl 
difficult;  are  not 
Multiplication,  Divi- 
sion, the  Rule  of 
'I'hree,  and  Practice 
difficult,  and  a  doosid 
i  too  difficult,  for 
numbers  of  brave 
men?  Is  there  not 
far  too  many  a  brave 
young  man  as  ready 
and  wiling  as  natu- 
rally qualified,  to 
lead  a  forlorn  hope, 
who,  mainly  perhaps 
because  of  that  very 
qualification,  is  de- 
barred from  ever 
doing  so  in  any  higher 
capacity  than  that  of 

a  private  soldier  by  his  inability  to  pass  a  difficult  examination  ? 

Suppose  instead  of  "  Forti,     his  Lordship  were  to  read  "  SBVSNTY  nihil 

difficile  ?    Is  he  prepared  to  put  the  difficulty  to  the  test,  by  trying  to  persuade 

England  into  his  view  of  the  Eastern  Question  and  how  to  answer  it  ?  Or  is  he 

too  old  a  bird  to  try  '< 


NOT  liKFOKK  IT'S  WANTED. 

I>I:AH  MR.  PI:N<  n, 

IN  your  public  capacity  as  Mentor  and  Adviser, 
will  you  kindly  suggest  to  Preceptors  of  Colleges  and  the 
Committee  of  (  -unril  tor  Education  that  a  new  Science  be 
added  to  the  existing  Curriculum — a  science  imperatively 
called  for  by  the  wants  of  the  present  day.  I  mean  the 
"  Science  of  Drawing-room  Navigation,  by  the  study 
nt  which  youiii,'  ui'  ii  may  be  enabled  to  move  in 
without  rnt;iiu'lui-  tin  ir  IK  i  Is  in  Ladies'  dresses,  crushing 
lap-dnL's,  pulling  over  article*  of  virtu,  or  light  furniture, 
plunging  ankle-dei-p  into  pots  of  valuable  ferns,  upset- 
ting ink-stands,  canl-trays,  \c.  They  may  also  acquire 
tin-  art  ni'  resisting  the  attraction  of  the  lace  antimacas- 
sars of  chair*  aud  which  seem  to  have  a  peculiar 
ti-iiiirity  of  adherence  to  any  button  more  prominent  than 
usual. 

Yours  to  command, 

POLONAISE. 


UTEUM  MAVIS  ACCIPE. 

CANON  LIDUON  and  ME.  MALCOLM  McCoLL  in  their 
voyage  down  the  Danube,  saw  bodies  impaled  on  the 
Turkish  shore.  MITSOKUS  BEIT,  Turkish  Ambassador  in 
London,  writes,  at  once,  to  the  Times  to  deny  this  on  the 
part  of  the  "proper  authority,"  and  to  charge  the  reverend 
witnesses  with  optical  illusion,  if  nothing  worse." 

Which  is  most  consonant  with  probability  and  ex- 
perience, that  the  Turk  should  shrink  from  staking  his 
victims,  and  that  two  English  clergymen,  with  characters 
to  lose  and  their  senses  about  them,  should  have  said  or 
seen  the  thing  that  was  not,  or  that  the  "  proper  autho- 
rity "  in  Turkey  should  have  first  told  a  lie,  and  then 
charged  MCSURUS  BEY  to  repeat  it  ? 

We  leave  the  Bey  impaled  on  whichever  horn  he 
pleases  of  that  dilemma. 

One  thing  we  should  recommend  him,  at  all  events ; 
not  to  stake  his  own  credit  on  that  of  any  Turkish  autho- 
rity— proper  or  improper. 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  MAN. 

A  Music  Feast— Dinner— C 'LA. r  ami  WAaxsR. 

i >>: \ K  SlB, 

WHAT  chances  are  these !  Music 's  the  food  of  Love.  Why, 
here 's  my  own  WAGNER  in  London,  with  MR.  CABL  ROSA  at  the 
Lyceum.  Ah,  Rosa  !  Bonheur  !  (an  artistic  jeu  de  mot  at  eighteen- 
pence  an  hour, — reduction  on  taking  a  quantity). 

Haven't  I  returned  from  Bayreuth  full  of  WAONEE.  As  ME. 
BYRON  says  in  Little  Don  Ca>sar  de  Sazan,  "Am  I  not  a  man 
and  a  Bey-reuther !"  — which,  of  all  the  puns  —  Oh,  Sir,  I 
squeaked  with  delight.  I  dug  my  elbow  into  my  neighbour's 
ribs — there  is  no  moral  law  against  digging  your  elbow  into 
your  neighbour's  ribs,  I  believe— and  then  I  had  my  fun,  for  I 
explained  the  joke  to  him.  By  the  way,  Sir,  I  know  a  man  (with 
most  people  you  may  generally  interpret  this  phrase  correctly  by 
inserting  a  negative  before  the  verb  ;  but  not  so  with  me) — well, 
I  know  a  man  who,  being  naturally  obtuse,  has  determined  to  obtain 
for  himself  a  fine  appreciation  of  humour.  His  theory  is,  "  It  must 
be  in  me — just  as  my  muscles  are  in  my  arm — only  that  they  won't 
lift  fifty  tons  unless  I  exercise  them :  so  for  my  '  sense  of  humour ' 
— my  eighth  sense— that,  too,  is  in  me,  and  if  I  only  work  it,  it  will 
be  strong  enough  to  grapple  with  fifty  puns."  So  what  does  he  do  ? 
Why,  he  passes  his  life  among  wits— not  professionals,  who  don't 
throw  away  their  capital,  but  among  amateur  wits,  runny  men, 
sayers  of  good  things  at  small  parties,  and  he  works  out  their  jeui 
de  mots  on  paper,  just  as  he  would  so  many  problems  in  Algebra. 
Let  x  be  the  meaning  of  the  joke  which  has  escaped  him.  Good  : 
then  he  gets  the  other  known  quantities,  including  the  joke  itself, 
puts  on  his  dressing-gown,  spreads  his  paper,  pours  out  a  libation  of 
ink,  flourishes  his  quill— and  at  it  he  goes,  with  all  the  vigour  of  a 
COLENSO  reducing  the  Book  of  Numbers  to  a  question  of  figures. 

I  was  dining  with  my  old  friend  and  pitcher,  the  ex-Turkish 
Minister's  private  i  A -secretary,  who  held  a  post  in  the  Turkish 
Army  years  ago  (after  a  dinner  with  me,  I  hare  seen  him  holding  <i 
post, — a  lamp-post  in  Piccadilly — and  most  unwilling  to  part  with 
it)  and  the  rare  old  Moslem, — his  name  is  PEOWELL  BEY — a  small 
chap,  a  mere  shrimp  of  a  fellow  to  look  at,  but  a  prawn  in  pitched 
battle,  a  lobster  in  the  field,  a  crab  in  a  combat, — he  says  to  me, 
sipping  his  second  bottle  of  */(»•;•/«•?— (we  call  it  sherbet,  out  of 


respect  to  the  Bey's  scruples,  but  if  there  ever  was  real  good  Pom- 
mery  from  the  caves  of  MADAME  POMMESY,  and  if  ever  there  was 
Comet  Port — with  nuts— in  this  world,  it  was  between  us,  entre  nous, 
at  that  moment),  he  says,  "  How  about  music  to-night  ?  " 
I  replied — 

"  Last  night,  when  undisturbed  by  State  affairs, 
Moistening  our  clay,  and  puffing  off  our  carea ! " 

"  Bmnbattes .'"  cried  the  wily  Bey,  as  well-read  a  man  as  any 
that  ever  wore/ez  or  drank  fizz  ! 

"  The  Bulbul  is  right,"  I  replied,  in  true  Oriental  fashion ;  for 
though  a  man  of  the  world,  he  still  likes  to  be  called  a  Bulbul. 
"  You  are  right.  Did  you  notice  I  said  clay  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  CLAY,  by  all  'means,"  returned  the  Bulbul,  chucking  up  his  cap 
in  the  air.  "  Here 's  his  health !  " 

"  How  about  Toto  f"  I  asked  my  PEOWELL  BEY. 

"  Allah  is  good !  Allah  is  kind !  MA.HOSCEI  is  his  Prophet ! 
CLAY  is  good ;  and  I  hope  Toto  is  his  profit.  I  have  not  seen  it." 

The  worthy  Mahommedan  paused.  His  eyes  trembled.  Then  he 
said,  "  I  prefer  real  good  Clay  to  any  mere  sham,  and— and — J"  he 
paused,  and  I  was  sure  that  he  had  something  good  to  follow.  Then 
he  went  on — "  and  I  hope  that  he  has  succeeded  »n  toto." 

"  That,  my  Bulbul,  would  make  a  capital  advertisement,"  I 
observed,  "  Success  in  toto." 

"  True,  my  jolly  Christian  dog,"  returned  the  Bey.  "  Good  sher- 
bet needs  no  bush,  but  a  Clay  is  all  the  better  for  a  little  judicious 
puffing. 

I  suggested  a  programme ;— a  night  wi'  CLAY,  and  one  with 
WAI,- 

"  What  night  with  CLAY  ?"  asked  the  Bey,  who  is  such  a  Wag- 
nerite  that  he  might  be  called  the  Bey  of  Beyrouth. 

"My  distinguished  Bulbul,"  I  replied,  "will  see  that  CLAT'S 
night  is,  at  present,  Don  Quixote,  the  Knight  of  La  Jtfancha." 

There 's  no  difficulty  just  now  in  London  in  hearing  the  works  of 

WMiNEH.    They  've  got  extracts  from  that  composition  whose  name 

can  scarcely  be  mentioned  to  ears  polite,  I  allude  to  the  Gotterdam- 

mrrung, — while  SANTLEY  is  airing  his  nobby  lungen  (Bavarian  dia- 

I  lect  for  "wonderful  lungs")  at  the  Lyceum  in  the  Flying  Dutchman. 

\  The  Bey,  whose   English    gets   muddled  occasionally,   could  not 

remember  this  title  :   fie  inmlii  call  it  the  flying  Dustman,  and  I 

,  rather  fancy  he  was  thinking  of  the  Italian  version,  L'  Olandese 
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MECHANICS    IN    SPORT. 

No.  2. — STEAM  EJECTOR  AND  SPINNING  APPARATUS  FOE  JACK  AND  CHTJB  FISHING. 


THE  SITUAIIOS  AT  STA.MBOUL. 

SATS  Suaviter  in  Modo 

To  Fortiter  in  He — 
(Alias  HKXUY  ELLIOT 

To  IGXATIEFF)— says  ho, 
"  Let  me  convince  the  Padishah, 

MlDHAT,  RUSHDI,  &  Co., 

That  as  LORD  DERBY  sees  things, 
They  things  should  see  also." 

To  Suaviter  in  Modo 

Says  Fortiter  in  lie, 
"  You  may  argue  with  the  Turcos 

Till  blue  in  face  you  be. 
But  your  Turco  knows  one  pressure — 

Of  a  fist  upon  him  thrust : 
And  your  Turco  knows  one  reason — 

'.I  must — because  I  must.' 

"  So,  Suaviter  in  Modo 

And  Fortiter  in  lie, 
If  they  're  to  work  to  profit, 

In  their  working  must  agree. 
I  '11  find  the  hand  of  iron, 

You  may  find  the  velvet  glove, 
And,  hand  in  glove,  by  acting, 

We  may  force  the  Turk  to  move." 


WHEELS  WITHIN  WHKELS. 

WE  hear  of  meetings  for  discussion  in 
Bicycling  Circles.  Is  every  Member  of  a 
Velocipede  Club  a  Spokesman? 


HAPPY  THOUGHT  (TURKISH). — Any  Porte 
in  a  storm. 


Dannato  when  he  informed  me  that  the  second  title  was  the  Schie- 
dam Hollander.  I  set  him  right  on  this  point  while  we  were  listen- 
ing to  MR.  RIPLEY'S  Holbornian  Restaurant  Band  assisting  our 
digestion  with  the  melodious  overture  to  Tannhduser. 

Then  to  the  Alhambra. 

The  Bulbul  was  delighted  with  the  Ballet,  and  the  performances 
of  the  Fiendish  GIRABDS,  who  are  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made 
up.  They  are  not  out  of  place  at  the  Alhambra — on  the  contrary ; 
but  they  are  out  of  place  in  the  Comic  Opera,  Don  Quixote.  MR.  CLAY 
has  written  some  charming  Ballet  music,  and  the  Chivalry  Song  is 
the  best  in  the  piece. 

But  the  Opera  should  have  been  a  Souffe,  somebody  like  MR.  FRED 
YOKES  (though  the  GIRARDS  outvokes  YOKES,  I  'm  afraid) ;  for  the 
Don,  and  MR.  PAULTON,  with  the  Song  of  "  Proverbs  Gone  Wrong," 
as  Sancho  Panza.  Anyhow,  the  GIRABDS,  who  have  nearly  put  the 
noses  of  the  "  Fiji  Flutterers  "  out  of  joint  (lucky  for  the  latter  it  is 
"  noses,"  and  not  legs  or  arms),  are  well  worth  a  visit. 

Then  to  the  Lyceum.  It  was  the  second  night  of  the  Flying 
Dutchman,  and  if  a  crowded  house  and  genuine  enthusiasm — (the  sing- 
ing of  MDLLE.  TORRIANI  and  MR.  SANTLEY  in  the  Second  Act  created 
a  perfect  furore) — go  for  anything,  then  MR.  CARL  ROSA  may  con- 
gratulate himself,  as  I  heartily  congratulate  him,  on  one  of  the 
biggest  operatic  successes  that  has  been  witnessed  in  town  for  many 
a  long  day.  With  the  Lyceum  orchestra  and  chorus  there  is  scarcely 
a  fault  to  be  found ;  the  size,  the  acoustic  properties  of  the  house, 
and  HERR  WAGNER'S  wind  instruments,  being  taken  into  considera- 
tion. The  music  flows  on  from  first  to  last,  never  once  interrupted 
by  that  cold-water  curse  of  English  opera,  which  has  been  hitherto 
considered  necessary  to  the  intelligible  rendering  of  a  plot — the  dia- 
logue, which  generally  falls  as  flat  as  the  "spoken"  in  an  old- 
fashioned  comic  song. 

The  Second  Act  of  TheFlying  Dutchman  is,  to  my  thinking,  too 
long,  for  the  climax  is  reached  when  Vanderdecken  enters,  and  is 
recognised  by  Leuta.  To  bring  the  act-drop  down  on  this  situation 
would  have  been  a  dramatic  effect  too  conventional  perhaps  for 
HERR  WAGNER.  I  propose,  Sir,  to  return  to  the  consideration  of  this 
striking  opera  on  another  occasion.  After  it,  the  Bey  and  myself 
sought  the  Lane  of  the  Maiden  where  we  are  accustomed  to  pass 
some  "  half-hours  with  the  Best  Oysters."  And  so  for  the  present 
I  remain,  Wagnarianly, 

YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE. 


A  RAY  OF  INTELLIGENCE  IN  THE  DABKNESS  OF  SPIRITUALISTIC 
FOLLY.— PROFESSOR  LANKESTER. 


RUMOURED  TURKISH  REFORMS. 

IT  is  whispered  that  the  following  particulars,  amongst  others,  of 
a  project  for  Turkish  Reform,  have  been  submitted  by  the  Great 
European  Powers  to  the  Sublime  Porte : — 

The  SULTAN  to  accord  his  subjects  a  Constitution,  and  himself  to 
be  transformed  into  a  Constitutional  Sovereign.  Turkey  in  Europe 
and  Turkey  in  Asia  to  be  consolidated  into  a  Limited  Monarchy, 
with  Representative  Institutions. 

The  Legislature,  with  the  SULTAN,  acting  by  responsible  Ministers, 
at  its  head,  to  consist  of  a  Senate  and  Chamber  of  Deputies ;  the 
latter  electing  the  former,  and  elected  itself  with  Vote  by  Ballot 
and  Universal  Suffrage,  embracing  the  political  Rights  of  Women. 

Mahometanism,  as  the  State  Religion,  to  be  disestablished  and 
disendowed,  and  all  sects  and  denominations  to  he  placed  upon  a 
footing  of  absolute  equality. 

The  universal  establishment  of  Trial  by  'Jury.  Jurors  to  be 
eligible  irrespective  of  creed. 

A  general  system  of  Compulsory  Education,  admitting  denomina- 
tional schools  ;  but  where  these  are  found  inadequate,  administered 
by  School  Boards,  with' authority  to  levy  Rates  to  any  amount  suffi- 
cient to  defray  all  necessary  expenses. 

Cheap  administration  of  justice  by  means  of  County  Courts,  to  be 
established  in  Counties,  into  which  the  entire  Turkish  Empire  shall 
be  divided  for  that  purpose.  Regular  and  periodical  Gaol  Deliveries, 
Assizes,  and  Quarter  Sessions. 


THE  BEST  PART  OF  A  LIFE. 

THE  strength  of  Onions  is  proverbial.  Hercules  may  be  supposed 
to  have  been  typified  by  the  Onion,  because  the  Onion,  like  himself, 
is  so  uncommonly  strong.  But  though  it  be  excellent  to  have  an 
Onion's  strength,  'tis  tyrannous  to  use  it  like  an  Onion,  such  an  one 
as  one  WILLIAM  ONION,  had  up  on  Wednesday  last  week  at  Worship 
Street,  charged  with  being  drunk  and  disorderly,  and  with  having 
committed  a  violent  assault  on  ROBERT  HILL,  101  H.  ONION  had 
been  found  by  the  Constable  in  Leman  Street,  Whitechapel,  standing 
over  a  man  whom  he  had  just  knocked  down,  like  an  ONION  strong 
enough  and  savage  enough  to  knock  down  anybody.  The  Constable 
tried  to  persuade  him  to  go  home,  when  ONION  refused,  and,  besides 
expressing  himself  in  generically  strong  language,  abused  his 
strength  by  violently  kicking  the  Constable's  shins,  and  trying  to 
kick  him  in  a  still  more  dangerous  manner. 

"  In  answer  to  questions  by  the  Magistrate,  the  Constable  said  the  prisoner 
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EXPERIENTIA    DOCET. 

Irate  Young  Lady.  "  MR.  Cox,  I  DECLARE  TOTTR  MACHINES  ARE  THIS  WOKST  I  EVER  SAW  ! 

— THEKE  'S  NOT  EVEN  A   LoOKINO-GLASS  ! " 

Proprietor  of  Bathing  Machines.     "  WHY,    Miss,    IF    THERE    WAS   LooKiso-GLASSES,    i 
SHOULDN'T  GET  YOU  LADIES  OUT  OF  THEM  'BRE  MACHINES  Fon  Ilowsss  AND  Howsnsl" 


JONKS.  ON  HIS  HOLIDAYS. 

'  .<•  finished  my  holiday  outing; 
Ami  n.iw  that  I  've  come  hack  to  Town, 

"luU'e  in  a  pbiii"c  retmspe 
O'er  the  i  ;>  tiling  have 

flown. 
Mv  brain  is  ii"f  yet  laiilv  m  ' 

My  blood  's  in  a  sort  1.1  ;i  tlamc  ; 

And  I  don't  feel  recruited-  but  ;  ; 

Know  BBOW.V  feels  exactly  th 


I  Ve  scampered  through  beautiful  countries, 
Done  the  lions  in  no  end  of  towns  : 

me  is  inscribed  in  liitrli  ph 
'NY  i  th  other  SMITHS,  JONESES,  and  l'.i:ow.vs. 
I  've  knocked  off  peaks,  passes,  and  gl;. 

lr  -ii'-li  shoals  thiit  searoe  one  e.an  I  name. 
Hut  while  the  Swiss  round  I  was  doing, 
was  doing  exacth 


i-eoimted  both  dirt  and  discomfort, 
As  one  must,  in  a  stick  that's  called 

"  cleft ; " 
Teased  on  beds,  too,  which  "befc"  is  no 

•word  for ; 

Put  up  with  extortion  and  theft. 
I  've  risked  life  and  limb  in  1fce  mountains, 

With  no  special  taste  for  that  game  ; 
But  from  strict  sense  of  duty,  because  I 
Knew  BKOWN  bent  on  climbing  the  same. 

nt  in  my  short  weeks  of  onting 
The  savings  of  all  the  past  year  ; 
And  have  learnt  little  more  than  the  lesson 

That  outings  come  awfully  dear. 
Tin-  salve  1  apply  to  my  conscience, 

In  friends'  eyes  will  clear  me  of  blame — 
'Tis  that  I  've  done  precisely  what  BKOWST 

did,— 
And  I  'm  certain  that  BEOWTT  feels  the 


FROM  THE  SUBLIME  TO  TUB  BTDICTJLOUS. 

No  wonder  ME.  ORE  Ewnro,  M.P.,  should 
throw  cold  water  on  the  Dumbarton  Atro- 
city-Indignation Meeting.  He  gets  his 
living  by  Turkey-red  dyeing. 


THE  DEYTL  's  ur  THE  SLATE.— Quoth 
SLADE,  "  Don't  you  hear  '  Old  Scratch ' 
at  work  ?  " 


had  been  convicted  over  one  hundred  times  for  drunkenness,  disorderly 
conduct,  and  violent  assaults  on  the  Police  and  civilians.  On  one  occasion  he 
was  charged  with  killing  a  man,  and  wa»  committed  for  trial,  but  acquitted  ; 
in  fact,  he  had  spent  the  best  part  of  his  life  in  gaol." 

No  doubt  he  had ;  and  it  is  a  fact  which,  however  obvious,  is  not 
perhaps  so  well  considered  as  it  ought  to  be,  that  the  best  part  of 
every  ruffian's  life,  and  of  the  life  of  every  habitual  offender  and 
criminal,  is  that  which  he  spends  in  gaol.  This  truth  was  perhaps 
within  the  view  of  MR.  DE  KuTZF.fr,  the  Magistrate  before  whom 
this  most  offensive  ONION  was  brought  to  justice,  when  he  sentenced 
that  specimen  of  the  dangerous  classes  to  six  months'  imprisonment 
with  hard  labour,  during  which  term  his  life  will  be  made  the  best 
of  that  it  can  bv  the  employment  of  ONION'S  strength  at  the  crank 
and  on  the  treadmill.  It  is  a  pity  the  Magistrate  could  not  have 
given  him  more.  The  best  part  of"  ;i  life  such  as  ONION'S  is  spent  in 
gaol  indeed  when  he  is  kept  there  longest. 


.WHYS  ANT)  MEANS. 

WHY  do  people  write  that  they  "accept  with  pleasure "  an 
unpleasant  invitation,  when  they  really  mean  that  they  do  so  with 
moe? 

Why  do  Ladies  bid  their  servant  say  that  they  are  not  at  home, 
when  they  mean  they  are  engaged  or  unwilling  to  see  visitors  '( 

N\  by  do  Cockneys  often  say  they  have  been  cruising  in  the 
Channel,  when  they  mean  that  they  have  had  a  shilling  sail  at 
Worthing  ? 

Why  do  Actors  grumble  that  the  Drama  is  going  to  the  dogs, 
when  they  mean  that  they  themselves  are  not  in  favour  with  the 
Public  ? 


Why'do  Men  tell  their  Wives  that  they  will  he  detained  by  busi- 
ness, when  they  really  mean  to  be  detained  by  a  Club  dinner  ? 

Why  do  Women  bid  their  husbands  escort  them  to  the  West-End, 
when  they  really  mean  to  make  them  pay  for  a  new  bonnet  ? 

Why  do  Singers  speak  with  diffidence  of  the  powers  of  their  voice, 
when  they  mean  to  swallow  greedily  all  the  compliments  you  give 
them? 

Why  do  Inviters  often  call  their  country  house  a  "little  place, 
when  they  mean  to  show  you  a  palatial  residence  ? 

Why  does  your  Friend  tell  you  "any  toggery; will  do,"  when  he 
means  himself  to  sport  a  dress  suit  and  white-choker  ? 

Why  do  China  Dealers  name  so  preposterous  a  price,  when  they 
mean  to  jump  at  less  than  half  if  they  be  offered  it  Y 

Why  do  people  say  they  will  be  really  charmed  to  see  you  when- 
ever you  drop  in,  whereas  they  really  mean  to  shelve  you  by  so 
vague  an  invitation  ? 

Why  do  Voters  whisper  "Oh,  no;  I  couldn't  think  of  it,"  when 
they  mean  to  pocket  as  much  as  may  be  handed  them  ? 

Why  do  Pianists  complain  that  they  are  sadly  out  of  practice  when 
they 
pressing 

And  \v_,  —   .. 0 ,  — , . 

when  nine  times  out  of  ten  they  mean  that  they  are  going  < 


ivhy  do  Pianists  complain  that  they  are  sadly  out  ot  practi 

:y  are  asked  to  play,  while  in  reality  they  mean  they  want  more 

•ssing,  and  then  will  gladly  yield  to  it  ? 

Ind  why  do  Waiters  generally  tell  you  they  are  "  Coming,  Sir !  ' 


Arms  and  Arts. 

"LoM  BEACOXSFIF.LD'S  arms  have  been  duly  regiitered  nt  the  Heralds' 
College." — Daily  J\ 

A  NEW  Coat  of  Arms  when  his  new  Lordship  quarters, 
Can  he  keep — that 's  the  qu<  stion— his  i. inner  Mippurtc  rs  :• 
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FOR    FRENCH 


PARIS    WAS    TO    HIM 


UNKNOW"  ! 

First  Cad  (with  a  view  to  impress  the  other  Passengers).  "  I  SAT,  'Ar.r.v,  FUST-CLASS  CHAMPAGNE  FEED  GIVE  us  LAST  NIGHT,  WASN'  IT  ? "  ! 
Second  Cad.  "I  B'LIBVE  TEB!    'AVE  YOU  TRIED  THAT  NEW  SI-ECIALITE  SHERRY?"! 


A  SONG  FOE  A  HARVEST  SUPPER. 
(By  an  Eastern  Counties  Disciple  of  SIR  WILFRID  LAWSON.  ) 

Now  Harvest  be  over,  let 's  sociable  meet, 

And  enjoy  the  delights  of  a  Temperance  treat : 

All  liquors  fermented  right  nobly  we  scorn, 

Fur  they  lead  men  to  mischief,  sure 's  ever  they  're  bora. 

No  Beer  nor  no  Cider  we  '11  draa  fur  our  feast ; 
They  turn  a  good  Christian  into  a  beast. 
Nor  we  doan't  need  no  Sperrits  our  mirth  to  inspire, 
Fur  we  doan't  want  to  set  brain  and  body  afire. 

Haarvest  homes  we  hev  heerd  on,  most  turrible  tales, 
Wheer  drink  'toxicatun  were  sarved  out  in  pails : 
Wheer  chaps  sot  a  swillun  like  hogs  in  a  stye, 
Till  most  on  'em  under  the  taable  did  lie. 

Nixt  marnnn  hids  achun  hands  sliakun  they  feel, 
No  appetite  nayther  to  swaller  a  meal ; 
And  tho'  to  their  day's  work  they  strive  fur  to  tarn, 
No  more  'n  a  brass  iarden  they  manage  to  arn. 

In  no  sech  divarsions  enjoyment  we  find  ; 
Fur  losing  our  sinses  ain't  much  to  our  mind : 
We  purfer  to  set  sober,  and  keep  our  hids  clear, 
And  not  make  un  duzzy  wi'  drinkun  drugged  beer. 

We  like  to  lead  dacent  respectable  lives, 
And  save  a  few  puns  for  our  children  and  wives  : 
Not  go  waastun  our  waages  in  wettun  our  throats, 
And  pawnun  for  drink  both  our  weskits  and  coats. 

So  come,  my  brave  comrades,  Teetotallers  all ! 
Three  cheers  fur  our  Maister  and  Missus  I  call ! 
Fur  she  t*  a  good  woman,  she  purwides  us  good  cheer, 
Tea  and  Corfy  in  galluns,  and  prime  Gingerbeer. 


e,  nil  up  a  bumper !  come,  fill  every  man ! 
Fill  to  brimmun  the  Tea-pot;  pass  round  the  Milk-can ! 
No  hidache  ull  harm  us,  no  fever  we  '11  fear, 
While  we  drink  nawthun  stronger  nor  good  Gingerbeer ! 


A  FIELD  TOO  OFTEN  PLOUGHED. 

THE  excitement  created  by  the  Bulgarian  atrocities  will  have 
subsided  only  to  be  followed  by  another  outburst  of  equally  vehe- 
ment indignation,  which  cannot  but  be  aroused  by  the  following 
passage  in  a  letter  to  the  Times  on  the  subject  of  "  Ostrich  Farming 
at  the  Cape  "  :— 

"  Birds  are  kept  solely  for  the  feathers.  They  are  plucked  every  eight 
months,  and  will  average  at  each  plucking  £10  worth  of  feathers  after  the 
first  plucking,  which  are  chicken  feathers  and  are  not  so  valuable." 

What  amount  of  torture  inflicted  upon  poor  dumb  animals  by 
vivisection,  for  the  benefit  of  suffering  humanity,  can  equal  the 
torments  to  which  wretched  Ostriches  are  subjected  periodically 
every  eight  months  to  no  worthier  or  better  purpose  than  that  of 
subservience  to  the  vanity  of  Fashion  ?  Let  every  Professor,  or 
Graduate  who  has  once  been  a  student,  imagine  what  it  must  be  to 
be  so  repeatedly  plucked.  Of  course  the  anti-vivisectionist  enthu- 
siasts, who  even  during  the  busy  Summer  found  time  to  stump  the 
country  inveighing  against  the  barbarities  perpetrated  by  physiolo- 
gists on  frogs,  cannot  now  for  very  shame  fail  to  devote  a  portion  of 
their  Autumnal  leisure  to  corresponding  denunciation  of  the  cruelty 
for  which  Ladies  of  rank  and  wealth  are  responsible  by  continuing 
to  wear  head-dresses  which  require  thousands  of  Ostriches  to  have 
the  quills  of  their  tail  feathers  wrenched  at  intervals  of  only  eight 
months  each  from  their  quivering  sockets.  Nor  can  it  be  but  that 
amiable  humanitarians,  who  sympathise  so  keenly  with  vivisected 
rabbits  and  guinea-pigs,  will  everywhere  exert  their  utmost  influ- 
ence to  get  petitions  drawn  up  for  presentation  to  the  QUEEN, 
humbly  imploring  Her  Most  Gracious  MAJESTY  to  be  graciously 
pleased  to  command  that  the  usage  of  wearing  Ostrich  feathers  at 
lloyal  Dra wing-Rooms  and  State  Balls  be  henceforth  discontinued. 


Printed  by  Joseph  Hmtth,  of  No  30.  Loralne  Road  Hollo  way,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Mary,  Islington  in  the  County  of  Middlesex,  at  the  Printing  offices  of  Messn.  Iradbury,  Apiew,  ft  Co.,  I* 
Street,  in  the  Precinct  of  Whitefrian,  in  the  City  of  London,  and  published  by  him  at  .So.  W.  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Pariah  of  St.  Bride,  city  of  London.—  8w  CROAT  ,  October  14, 187t. 
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ANIMAL    AUTOGRAPHS. 

HEXE  is  a  Book  announced  under 
the  title  of  Animals  Painted  by 
Themselvtl. 

The  Fox  i»  the  only  animal  we 
know  of  who  pos- 
sesses a  brush,  but 
whether  he  can 
paint  with  it  we 
have  yet  to  learn. 
But  this  is,  of 
course  only  our 
little  joke,  which 
we  must  have  :  we 
know  perfectly 
well  that  the  title 
maybe  taken  figu- 
ratively. Thehead- 
ingsof  the  chapters 
no  doubt  will  be 
more  or  lest  (more, 
perhaps)  as  fol- 
lows : — 

The     Lion.— 
King  of  the  Beasts 

—  Much    received 
iu  Society — Adored 
by   the    Ladies  — 
Never  met  GORDON 
CTJMMING — Paws 
soft  and  effeminate 

—  Naturally   mild 
and  philanthropic. 

The  Senr. — Elegant  Action  of — Agreeable  Manners — Charming  Tenor  Voice — Fond  of  Waltzing 
— At  the  Head  of  the  Pole — Has  a  Hug  for  every  Friend. 
The  Fox.— Naturally  frank  and  open— Would  not  hurt  a  Chicken  for  Worlds— Always  liked 


S<mr  Grapes— The  Best  Friend  will 
Hounds. 

The  Pig.— The  Victim  of  Slander 
— Hjs  Clean  Habite— His  Sweet  Home 
— His  Abstemiousness  and  Remark- 
able Temperance  —  His  Plaintive 
Warble,  and  his  Love  of  Hebrew. 

The.  An.— His  Musical  Talents— 
His  Tender  Lips— Activity  in  Bond- 
age—Willing Acquiescence  when 
asked  to  Gallop. 

The  Man  key.— Greek  Type  De- 
veloped— Superiority  to  Man — Dra- 
matic Powers.  &c,,  &c.,  &c. 

The  Work  promises  to  be  mosl 
amusing,  if  not  instructive.  We 
only  hope  it  will  be  illustrated  by 
Animals.  Why  not  ?  Badgers  have 
been  most  successfully  drawn  by 
Dogs;  and  few  Horses  but  have 
drawn  a  carte  dt  vitite.  So  we  re- 
peat, Why  not? 


Poor   Womankind. 

DEAH  OLD  PUNCH, 

1  HOPB  you  do  not  approve 
of  such  truly  manly  selfishness  as 
DB.  Si.  \ UK'S,  who,  after  his  wife  has 
gone  to  her  rest,  cruelly  breaks  it 
by  making  her  come  back  to  earn 
his  bread  for  him !  As  a  Married 
Woman  I  protest  against  such  be- 
haviour to  one  of  our  ill-used  sex. 
Your  old  Friend, 

MAT  (BUT  WOITLDN'T).  ' 


THE  BELL-EINGERS. 

(A  Devonshire  Dream,  after  the  Church  Congress  at 
Plymouth.) 

"  The  bells  are  the  external  voice  of  the  Church,  and  u  Catholic  as  the 
Church  itself."— REV.  C.  P.  H.  BARLOW,  in  the  diieuision  an  "  Church  Sells, 
and  How  to  U»t  Them"  which  wound  up  the  meeting  of  the  Church  Congress 
at  Plymouth. 

"Any  man,  however  dull  hU  intellect,  can  learn  to  do  what  ii  called  round- 
ringing.  Change-ringing  is  very  different  .  .  .  The  learning  of  the  latter  is 
a  matter  of  impossibility  to  some  men ;  others  only  go  a  very  short  way  in  the 
art ;  and,  of  course,  others  attain  greater  or  les«  prottciency.  — MR.  C.  A.  W. 
TROYTE,  President  of  the  Devonshire  Guild  of  Stngtrs,  in  tht  tame  discussion. 

TH«  Jackdaw,  perched  on  the  belfry-eaves, 

As  he  peeped  through  a  network  of  ivy-leaves, 

Saw  a  Clerical  Congress,  in  cassocks  and  copes, 

Tugging  away  at  a  tangle  of  ropes, 

To  the  sound  of  something  between  curse  and  benison, 

The  comment  of  outspoken  AHCHDEAOON  DESISON. 

The  cassocks  rustled,  the  copes  and  stoles 

Fluttered  and  flounced,  as  those  well-meaning  souls 

Toiled,  tugged,  and  strained,  but  they  couldn't  keep  time .' 

Which,  of  course,  plays  the  mischief  with  peal  or  chime. 

So  the  net  result  was  a  vigorous  jangle, 

With  the  clappers  at  odds,  and  the  ropes  in  a  tangle, 

And  the  pullers  as  loud  as  their  bells  in  wrangle ! 

"  Oho,"  quoth  the  Jackdaw,  "  hereby  hangs  a  tale ! 

In  their  craft  these  black-coated  Bell-ringers  fail : 

I  must  teach  them  there  needs  more  than  vigour  and  zeal 

In  the  pullers,  to  sound  an  harmonious  peal." 

Then  he  hopped  in  among  them,  sans  bow  or  apology, 

And  propounded  his  views  upon  Church  Campanology. 

"  Brother  black-coats,"  he  cried,  "  out  of  tune,  out  of  time, 
While  you  thus  tug,  no  wonder  your  bells  fail  to  chime. 
Round-ringing  .'    Most  likeness,  methinks,  might  be  found 
In  your  work  to  what  pugilists  mean  by  a  '  round.' 
Change-ringing .'    Suggestive  in  these  days  of  '  movements," 
3f  changes  the  country  calls  aught  but  improvements  ; 
Though  e'en  mutability's  gale  you  might  weather, 
If  somehow  you  'd  manage  to  change  all  together : 
But  some  change  in  one  key,  and  some  in  another, 
And  each  ringer's  chief  aim  seems  his  fellow  to  smother, 
Till  trebles  and  basses,  to  keep  time  unable, 
Clash  into  cacophony — mere  bells  of  Babel ! 


Peal-ringing  !    Well  that,  one  would  think,  might  be,  verily, 

A  labour  of  love  all  would  join  in  right  merrily ; 

Tintinnabular  pastime  instead  of  a  toil ; 

But  e'en  jubilates  a  jangle  will  spoil, 

And  joy-peals  are  marred,  if  some  obstinate  bell 

Will  go  in,  on  its  private  account,  for  a  knell. 

To  join  in  a  treble-bob-major  sounds  fine, 

But  if  one  treats  his  bell  but  as  summons  to  dine, 

Another  as  cow-bell,  of  pasture  suggestive, 

A  third  as  alarum  to  hearts  high  and  restive  ? — 

If  this  fiery  Archdeacon  deems  Church-bells  the  tocsin 

Which  calls  to  a  fray  he  would  fain  exchange  knocks  in ; 

While  that  blandest  of  Bishops  would  rather  decide 

Their  note  is  the  couvre-feu  bidding  men  hide 

Latent  fires  of  Dissent  ? — if  to  others  they  be 

Mere  muffin-bells,  telling  of  tattle  and  tea, 

Or  factory-bells,  brisk  reveille  to  work' 

For  cowards  to  funk,  and  for  sluggards  to  shirk  ; 

Or  wedding-day  clashes,  or  funeral  knells, 

Or  parties'  loud  ptoana,  or  souk'  passing-bells — 

What  wonder,  in  short,  if  '  ensemble  '  'a  past  hopes, 

With  as  many  Minds  as  you  've  Men  at  the  ropes '( 

Now,  since  to  keep  tune  is  a  dream,  were 't  not  well, 

To  muffle  your  noisiest  tongues  for  a  spell  P 

Or  at  least  not  proclaim  in  too  public  a  way, 

That  a  symphony 's  just  the  one  thing  yon  can't  play  f 

While  each  tugs  his  own  rope,  and  will  tug  it  alone, 

As  heedless  of  time,  as  of  tune  and  of  tone, 

Expending  his  strength  in  his  self-centred  labours, 

With  a  cool  disregard  for  the  '  notes '  of  his  neighbours, 

Why,  unison,  harmony,  music,  are  things 

Which  not  WAGNEE  himself  could  get  out  of  your  '  rings ' — 

And  English  Church-music,  however  you  strain, 

As  '  music '  must  still  '  of  the  future '  remain." 

Here  the  Bird  hopped  aloft,  and  those  Bell-ringers  stared. 

A  few  optics  half  twinkled,  but  most  of  them  glared. 

Said  their  Leader,  at  last,     Well,  he  lays  down  the  law ; 

But  you  see,  after  all,  he  is  only  a  Daw ! 

A  mere  saucy  Lay-oreature,  though  given  to  perch 

In  saucy  intrusion  outside  of  the  Church. 

Pull  away !  pull  away !    Give  a  right  Plymouth  peal !  " 

So  they  tugged — to  what  tune  only  Time  can  reveal. 


THE  SPIIUICAIJST'S  Locus  STAVDi.—The  Bar  of  Bow  Street. 
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No.    3. — IMPROVED 
Up  to  any  weight. 


MECHANICS    IN    SPORT. 

CLOCKWORK    HUNTBKS,   WITH    PATENT    CAMB-SADDLE   BUMPING    ACTION. 
Quiet  to  ride.     When  properly  wound  up,  will  stay  through  the  longest  run. 


CUCURBITS  AND  CREAMS. 

IT  is  now  some  months  too  late  for 
the  Monster  Gooseberry;  but  the 
Monster  Turnip  is  in  season,  having 
doubtless  been  very  generally  de- 
veloped by  the  late  rains.  So,  like- 
wise, is  the  Monster  Gourd  or 
Pumpkin.  The  Eastern  Question 
has,  however,  excluded  both  Monster 
Turnips  and  Monster  Gourds  from 
the  columns  of  most  of  our  contem- 
poraries ;  nevertheless  a  local  paper 
announces  that  there  are  now  on 
view  in  a  shop  window,  Above  Bar  at 
Southampton,  certain  Monsters  of 
the  Gourd  kind,  weighing  respect- 
ively forty  and  twenty-nine  pounds ; 
labelled,  "Two  Fine  Vegetable 
Creams."  Confounding  one  species 
of  the  Cucurbitaceee  with  another, 
there  are,  we  have  very  little  doubt, 
individuals,  not  yet  inmates  of  idiot 
asylums,  who  will  not  think  it  too 
absurd  to  suggest  that  Vegetable 
Creams  must  be  the  produce  of  Cow- 
cumbers. 


To  the  Wood !    To  the  Wood ! 

THE  parishes  bordering  on  the 
Strand  have  determined  on  adopting 
the  Wood-pavement  for  that  much- 
frequented  thoroughfare.  Happy 
Strand !  Permitted  to  exchange  the 
grease  and  slipperiness  of  Asphalte, 
and  the  jar  and  thunder  of  Granite 
for  the  elasticity  and  noiselessness  of 
Wood !  But  why  should  these  bless- 
ings be  limited  to  the  Strand 
parishes?  Let  all  the  London  parishes 
still  doomed  to  slipperiness  and  noise, 
rouse  their  Vestries  to  action  in  the 
same  direction,  and  halloo  lustily, 
not  until  they  are  out  of  the  Wood, 
but  until  they  are  into  it. 


EVERYDAY  FAECES. 
II.— "BRAZEN  THREADS  AMONG  THE  GOLD." 

SCENE —  The  Folkestone  Terminus.  Passengers  from  Paris  to 
London  stowing  themselves,  their  rugs,  wraps,  and  reminis- 
cences, in  the  Tidal  Train. 

MBS.  CANDYTUFT,  her  Daughter,  and  eldest  Son,  are  assisting  an 
Aristocratic  Stranger,  of  the  feminine  gender,  to  the  best  corner, 
and  administering  Eau  de  Cologne  and  Salts,  with  an  abuse  of 
gush  that  is  positively  nauseating  (so  said  CANDYTUFT,  Jun., 
afterwards). 

Mrs.  Candytuft  (patting  a  rug  which  her  daughter  has  tucked 
round  the  Aristocratic  Stranger's  lower  extremities).  Poor  dear 
creature !  It  was  a  bad  passage  indeed,  and  I  must  say  I  sympathise 
with  you.  Bocoo — bocoo .'  And  that  dreadful  Alderman  sitting  next 
to  you! 

Aristocratic  Stranger.  Would  you  'ave  the  kindness  to  put  that 
bag  and  dressing-case  close  to  me.  Thanks — oh  so  much ! 

[YOUNG  CANDYTUFT  advances  the  bag  and  dressing-case,  on 
which  are  prominent  a  Count's  Coronet  and  the  Gothic 
initials  "  V.  K." 

Miss  Adela  Candytuft  (putting  down  a  parcel  on  ivhich  is  written 
" MADAMS  LA  COMTBSSB  DB  KERVALsc,  Londres").  You  almost 
forgot  this— but  I  snapped  it  up  just  as  we  left  the  boat.  Hoorooz- 
mong  ! 

Aristocratic  Stranger.  'Ow  good  of  you,  my  dear  young  Lady.  I 
don't  know  what  the  Count  would  have  said  if  I  had  lost  it ! 

Mrs.  Candytuft  (aside  to  her  daughter).  How  well  she  speaks 
English,  ADELA.  I  wish  you  spoke  French  like  that. 

Adela  Candytuft  (aside  to  her  mother).  Perfectly  exquisite !  How 
odd  it  is  foreigners  never  can  manage  their  H's. 

Young  Candytuft.  Aw!  can  I  offer  you  the  English  papers? 
There 'B  Times— Punch— aw ! 

Aristocratic  Stranger.  Thanks  so  much— awfully  kind. 

Mrs.  Candytuft  (improving  the  occasion  at  every  opportunity).  My 


dear  ADELA,  do  look  how  well  Parisian  women  of  rank's  things  tit 
them !  Don't  you  think  you  could  remember  the  form  of  that 
Ulster? 

Adela  Candytuft  (a  sprig  of  the  same  tuft).  Why,  of  course,  Ma 
dear !  I  have  taken  mental  notes  of  those  pockets  en  biais  and  that 
sweet  capuchon  all  the  way  over. 

Mrs.  Candytuft.  Dear  girl!  Poor  thing!  I  wonder  the  Count 
allows  such  a  fragile  flower  to  travel  alone ! 

Adela.  Dreadful  man !  I  'm  sure  he  has  a  curly  hat  and  long- 
pointed  moustaches. 

Young  Candytuft  (to  himself).  Confounded  foreigner!  If  she 
were  anywhere  else,  I  could  have  a  weed  now.  Instead  of  which — 

[Dives  into  the  Times,  grumbling. 

Aristocratic  Stranger  relieves  her  shattered  nerves  with  some  sherry 
and  water  from  an  Eau  de  Cologne  bottle. 

Mrs.  Candytuft  (aside).  Some  dreadful  French  Tisane !  Oh, 
purmetty. Do  let  me  give  you  just  a  drop  of  Cognac — ur  pity  r/iir. 

Young  Candytuft  (who  had  forgotten  there  was  a  flask  in  his 
Ulster  pocket).  Aw — yes.  JUSTERLNI'S  best,  I  asshaw  you. 

Aristocratic  Stranger.  Thanks.  Awfully  thanks.  (She  does  take 
a  d-op.)  That  will  bring  me  round,  I  dare  say. 

Another  hour  is  supposed  to  elapse,  during  which  the  Family  CAN- 
DYTUFT are  unremitting  in  attentions  to  the  Aristocratic  Stranger, 
who  is  observed  to  snigger  occasionally. 

Mrs.  Candytuft's  Happy  Thought  meanwhile.  What  a  catch  to 
get  a  real  Count  and  Countess  at  our  Winter  Dance ! 

Miss  Adela' s  Happy  Thought.  How  gorgeous  to  be  heard  talking 
French  to  a  sweet  Comtesse  by  those  JONES  girls,  who  are  so  proud 
of  their  German ! 

Young  Candytuft's  Happy  Thought.  Like  to  know  this  Count 
fellow.  Might  introduce  a  fellow  to  Judic,  you  know. 

Charing  Cross  Station.    "  Charing  Cross — Cross — Cross  .' " 
Mrs.  Candytuft.   Man  rwawtoor  ehteecy.    My  carriage — but  of 
course  you  have  your  own.    Do  let  AUGUSTUS  help  you  with  your 
things.     Ongshanty  de  voo  revwatc,  you  know. 
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A    REPROOF. 

Country  Oent  (lately  a  Citizen,  who  has  just  missed  an  easy  shot).   "  CoNFOUSD  THB  THINO  1 " 
Giles  (with,  the  Bag).  "On,  MKASTBR!  DON'T  I  WISH  AS  I'D  HAD  A  STOAN!" 


Adela  (aside).  Here  'a  the  Comtesse's  servant.  Powder  and  a  red 
cockade ! 

Powdered  Flunkey  (approaching  with  an  affable  smile).  Well, 
Miss  MARIANXK,  her  Ladyship  expected  you  yesterday.  'Ow  's 
yourself  ?  [CM,  horror  !  It  was  the  Countess  s  Maid,  after  all .' 

Tableau — easier  imagined  than  described. 


"SPIRITUALISM"  IN  SPAIN. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  of  the  Times  lately  attended  the  Festival 
annually  held  at  the  Shrine  of  "Our  Lady  of  Montserrat."  He 
quotes  the  following  attestation  of  something  which  was  a  genuine 
miracle  indeed — if  true  : — 

"  On  the  little  papers  sold  as  memorials  of  the  day  the  following  is  printed : — 
" '  The  image  of  the  Virgin  which  to-day  we  worship  was  pointed  out  to 
some  shepherds,  in  the  year  880,  near  this  steep,  by  miraculous  lights  from 
Heaven.  The  shepherds  told  the  priest;  the  priest  told  the  Bishop.  The 
Bishop  tried  to  move  the  image  to  Manresa,  but  it  refused  to  move  further 
than  this  crag:  so  they  built  here  a  Chapel  to  receive  it,  and  we  worship  it 
here  to-day.  This  is  our  Heaven-sent  Cathedral  of  the  Mountains.'" 

Is  the  foregoing  statement  put  forth  and  vended  by  the  permission, 
or  with  the  knowledge,  of  the  present  successor  of  the  Bishop  who 
was  told  by  the  Priest,  who  was  told  hy  the  Shepherds  996  years 
ago  of  the  miraculous  image  to  which  they  said  they  were  guided  by 
lights  from  Heaven  P  If  he  endorses,  of  course  he  personally  believes 
it.  Now,  is  the  Bishop  of  Manresa,  that  now  is,  a  liberal,  large- 
minded  prelate,  whose  ideas  are  not  bounded  by  his  own  diocese  ? 
Then  what  a  good  work  is  open  for  him  to  do  for  the  confutation  of 
scepticism  and  sceptics  all  the  world  over  I  He  has  only  to  take  the 
very  slight  trouble  of  attempting,  like  his  predecessor  nearly  a 
thousand  years  ago,  to  move  the  object  which  he  permits. his  flock  to 
worship.  Suppose  it  will  not  move — refuses  to  come  out  of  its 
shrine,  or  lets  itself  be  carried  only  so  far  as  it  chooses  and  no 
farther  ;  then  stops  short,  immovable  by  any  amount  of  force.  This 
simple  experiment,  if  only  successful,  could  mot  fail  to  convince  all 


doubters  and  unbelievers,  it  having  been  tried  in  public,  with  due 
notice  to  all  mankind,  and  every  possible  facility  afforded  them  to 
see  that  there  was  no  deception.  If,  in  the  sight  of  all  men,  the 
image  were  to  jib,  and  persist  in  jibbing,  and  resisting  every  impulse 
or  traction,  declining  even  to  obey  the  mandate,  enforced  with  the 
strong  arm  of  a  British  "Bobby"  to  move  on,  such  evidence  of 
intelligent,  indomitable,  supernatural  agency  would  surely  be  suffi- 
cient to  satisfy  the  most  incredulous  of  even  scientific  men.  The 
stationary  image  of  Montserrat  would  be  a  standing  miracle  indeed. 
As  such  it  would  infinitely  transcend  the  automatic  Psycho,  and,  if 
MASKELYNE  AND  COOKE  were  to  investigate  and  confess  they  could 
not  explain  it,  would  perhaps  induce  PROFESSORS  TTNDALL  and 
HUXLEY,  and  even  PROFESSOR  PUNCH  himself,  to  join  in  a  pilgrimage 
to  Montserrat,  with  peas  in  their  boots. 


COOL  I 

A  TOUNO  German  Lady  of  Mr.  Punch's  acquaintance,  when  a 
solitary  and  friendless  stranger  in  London,  offered  by  advertisement 
to  give  lessons  in  her  own  language  and  music,  and  asked  for  "  an 
answer,  naming  terms."  Here  is  one  of  the  answers  she  received. 
Mr.  Punch  prints  it  as  an  illustration  of  the  amazing  coolness  of 
some  people  in  their  dealings  with  Governesses  :  — 

"MADAM,  —  Be  pleased  to  answer  the  following  questions:—  Where  were 
you  born  ?  Where  educated  f  Where  did  you  receive  your  musical  education  ? 
Can  you  play  the  compositions  of  the  Great  Masters  at  sight  ?  When  and 
under  whom  did  you  study  drawing?  Can  you  teach  your  own  language 
grammatically  ?  Are  you  prepared  to  give  four  hours'  tuition  daily  to  my 
daughters  —  say,  one  hour  before  breakfast,  two  hours  after  breakfast,  one  hour 
in  drawing  and  conversation  in  German  every  evening  —  in  return  for  your 
board  and  lodging  ?  Are  you  known  personally  to  the  Hanoverian  or  Prussian 
Consul  ? 

"  By  answering  these  questions,  you  will  oblige.    Tours  truly, 


"  P.S.—  Are  you  of  good  family  ?  " 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    GUIDE    TO    THE    ARMY. 

SECTION  IV.— How  TO  ENTER  THE  ABUT. 


Mr.  Punch  took  his  customary 
seat  in  the  anteroom,  his  four  pro- 
mising Pupils  clustered  round  him. 
COLONEL  CHAKLES,  of  the  Royal 
East  Mudborough  Militia,  was  first 
to  greet  him. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  we  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  your  Lectures 
are  full  of  good  sense.  I  have 
recently  paid  a  visit  to  the  Head 
Quarters  of  my  Regiment.  Well. 
Sir,  when  I  arrived.  I  was  saluted 
by  the  Sentry  on  duty.  Having 
primed  myself  with  the  Field  Ex- 
ercises,  I  requested  him  to  give 
over  his  orders.  He  did  so  glibly. 
He  said  he  was  to  pay  proper  com- 
pliments to  all  Government  property, 

to  shoot  the  guard  in  case  of  fire,  and  to  keep  the  little  boys  from  playing  with  the 
Adjutant's  brougham." 

"  Very  good  indeed,"  commented  Mr.  Punch,  with  a  smile. 
'  It  was  very  good  indeed,  Sir,"  replied  the  Colonel,  "  for  a  first  attempt." 
"My  dear  Sir,    drawled  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEOHGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  Green, 
"do  you  not  think  we  had  better  turn  our  attention  to  the  subject  of  your  Lecture — 
the  mode  of  entering  the  Army  P  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Punch ;  and,  having  given  dear  little  FIELD-MAESHAI,  SIB 
FBANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.B..  a  box  of  snuff  and  the  Rules  of  .Whist  (printed  in  nice  large 
type)  to  play  with,  the  Sage  commenced  his  Lecture : — 

Part  I.  As  an  Officer. — The  shortest  way  into  the  Army  for  Gentlemen  desiring  to 
be  Officers  is  through  the  Militia.  A  hoy  fresh  from  school  has  only  to  attend  a  couple 
of  annual  trainings  to  be  qualified  for  a  Commission  in  the  Line.  It  is  true  he  will  hare 
to  undergo  a  test  examination  conducted  by  the  Civil  Service  Commissioners,  hut,  as  this 
will  be  of  a  non-military  character,  he  can  safely  leave  the  matter  in  the  hands  of  bis 
coach.  His  real  professional  education  will  be  picked  up  in  the  Militia.  He  will  con- 
sequently be  wise  to  pay  the  greatest  possible  attention  to  all  that  he  sees  and  hears 
when  he  joins  his  Regiment.  First  of  all,  he  must  remember  that  the  M:'litia  is  the  old 
constitutional  force  of  the  country,  and  that  in  an  emergency  it  would  serve  as  the  real 
line  of  defence.  A  Law  (which  is  repealed  from  year  to  year)  is  always  on  the  statutes, 
enforcing  Service  in  the  Militia.  Under  these  circumstances,  it  will  he  as  well  for  him  to 
learn  the  time  the  Government  considers  necessary  to  drill  a  pack  of  noodles  (only  noodles 
join  the  Militia),  taken  from  the  towns  or  the  fields.  After  making  the  necessary 
deductions  for  days  given  over  to  uniform-delivering  and  necessary  inspection,  Sundays, 
wet  days,  and  half  holidays,  he  will  discover  that  a  fortnight  is  considered  ample  by  the 
Government  to  convert  plough-boys  and  costermongers  into  patriots  and  soldiers.  He 
will  also  learn  that,  evidently  with  a  view  of  fostering  esprit  at  corpt,  the  War  Depart- 
ment prefers  to  give  the  Militia  an  inferior  rifle  and  a  half  worn-out  uniform  instead  of 
issuing  new  clothes  and  the  latest  improvement  on  the  Martini-Henry.  He  must  care- 
fully remember,  when  he  sees  an  undersized  stripling  waddling  about  in  a  coat  too  large 
for  him,  trousers  up  to  his  knees,  and  boots  after  the  fashion  of  those  worn  by  the  Negro 
serenaders,  that  he  is  not  looking  at  a  snubbed  Militiaman,  but  at  one  of  the  proudest 
specimens  of  BBITANNIA'S  defenders.  He  must  be  careful  not  to  laugh  at  the  vain 
attempts  made  by  the  Battalion  to  which  he  belongs  to  get  through  the  work  of  twelve 


months  in  as  many  days  as  a  farce,  or  the 
Report  of  the  General  Commanding  the  District 
as  a  mockery.  In  the  olden  days  Soldiers  were 
food  for  powder,  now  they  are  only  prey  for 
Red  Tape. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  anything  about  the 
mode  of  entering  the  Army  by  competitive 
examination.  Mr.  Punch  has  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  after  next  year  only  Doctors  of 
Divinity  and  Judges  (of  twelve  years'  standing) 
will  be  qualified  to  compete  with  any  chance 
of  success.  In  1886  we  may  confidently  expect 
to  find  the  names  of  the  ABCHBISHOP  OF  CAN- 
TEBBUBT,  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  and  the 
President  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians 
at  the  bottom  of  the  list  of  chosen  candidates 


for  the  West  India  Regiments.  When  this 
triumphant  result  has  been  obtained,  doubt- 
less the  Civil  Service  Commissioners  will  feel 
that  they  have  raised  the  education  of  the 
Army  to  the  proper  standard  of  efficiency,  and 
then,  but  not  until  then,  we  may  hope  to  see 
the  Drill-Sergeant  beginning  teaching  every- 
body the  goose-step. 

Part  II.  As  a  Private. — It  is  a  much  more 
difficult  matter  for  a  man  to  enter  the  Army 
as  a  Private  than  as  an  Officer.  Say  that  a 
fine  spirited  fellow  of  eighteen  wishes  to  join 
the  service  of  the  QUEEN.  He  is  on  terms  of 
affectionate  respect  with  the  Vicar  of  his 
parish.  He  goes  accordingly  to  him  to  ask 
his  advice.  He  says  that  he  has  read  stories 
of  daring  and  adventure,  that  he  wishes  to 
emulate  the  careers  of  WELLINGTON  and 
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CLYDE.  The  Parson  starts  back— and  now  the  narrative  had  better 
take  a  dramatic  form. 

Vicar  (ayhatt  with  horror).  What,  GILES  !  You  would  disgrace 
your  name  and  family ! 

Giles.  Nay,  Reverend  Sir,  I  would  but  don  the  Queen's  Livery.  1 
shall  get  good  food,  excellent  exercise,  a  gymnasium,  a  library,  and 
be  taught  a  trade.  A  Doctor  will  look  after  my  body,  and  one  of 
your  own  kind  will  look  alter  my  soul.  Surely  this  is  a  tempting 
picture  ? 

Vicar.  Vicious  and  silly  boy,  can  nothing  stop  you  from  this  deed 
of  madness  ? 

t;//i'.s.  Nothing,  your  Reverence,  but  argument. 

Vicar  (wriithfuUy).  It  is  not  a  matter  for  argument. 

(fill's.  Pardon  me,  Reverend  Sir,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  the  bar- 
gain is  a  good  one.  All  the  year  round  I  shall  be  sure  of  roof,  board, 
and  wages.  I  shall  belong  to  an  honoured  profession. 

I'irur  (more  wrathfully).  An  honoured  profession  I  Maniac,  will 
you  promise  to  put  aside  this  silly  fancy  P 

a  Ufa  (I'litrcatitiijly).  Oh,  call  it  not  a  silly  fancy  I  I  have  looked 
into  the  figures,  and 

/  'irnr  (most  wrathfully).  You  refuse !  Then  may  a  Vicar's  curse, 
&c.,  &c. !  [Scene  closet  in. 

Say  that  poor  GIT.KS  braves  the  Parson's  ill-opinion,  he  then  will 
have  to  appear  before  a  Magistrate,  who  will  warn  him  of  the 
wickedness  of  the  step  he  proposes  to  take.  From  first  to  last  every- 
body he  meets  will  attempt  to  stop  him,  denouncing  Soldiers  as 
ne'er-do-wells  and  the  Queen's  uniform  as  a  badge  of  disgrace. 
Should  he  after  all  this  persevere  in  his  determination  to  enter  the 
Army,  then  he  may  proudly  call  himself  a  hero— he  will  find  himself 
duly  qualified  to  lead  the  forlornest  of  Forlorn  Hopes. 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTIOX  IV. 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  Pupils,  can  you  tell  me  what  a  Forlorn 
Hope  is  '• 

I-'nsign  T.ugene.  To  expect  to  recruit  a  Volunteer  Regiment  with- 
out prizes  and  entertainments. 

Culinit'l  Chiir/i's.  To  expect  to  undergo  a  month  of  Military 
Manti'iiyros  without  incurring  a  private  expenditure  (to  be  defrayed 
by  the  Officers)  of  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds  sterling. 

Lieutenant  inn/  Cti/itnin  Ceorge.  To  imagine  any  Military  Man 
will  be  satisfied  with  any  scheme  proposed  by  the  War  Office. 

Field-Marshal  Sir  Frank  Oeeqee,  K.C.B.  Dear  little  SIB  FRAXK 
knows.  It  would  be  a  Forlorn  Hope  for  anyone  to  think  he  could 
make  any  use  of  dear  little  SIB  FRANK  in  the  case  of  a  European 
war. 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  Pupils,  you  have  all  answered  my  question 
so  admirably,  that  I  can  dismiss  yon  without  any  further  examina- 
tion. 

Ensign  Kuijenc.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch,  before  you  go  can  you  tell 
me  why  the  Clergy  are  so  opposed  to  the  Army  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Certainly,  my  dear  ENSION  EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers. 
The  Clergy  are  opposed  to  the  Army  because  they  like  to  do  all  the 
fighting  amongst  themselves. 


"Our  (Old)  Boys." 

will  Our  Soys  have  ceased  to  run  P 
"  "When  ?  "  we  ask.    Echo  answers  "  When  f  " 
To  all  appearance,  not  until 

Our  Soys  have  run  into  Old  Men. 


LOW    SPIRITS. 

HADES  of  the  mighty  Dead, 

whose  mcm'ries  fling 
A'  halo    round    the    tomb, 
whose  arms  are  blazoned 
On  dim  memorial  windows, 

and  whose  fames 
Hallow    the    fanes   which 

house  your  monuments, 
Is  this  your  task-work  in 

that  other  world, 
To  rattle  chairs  and  rap  on 

furniture  'f 
To  write  with  bits  of  pencil 

on  a  slate 

Ill-spelt,  unmeaning  mes- 
sages for  fees 
To  SUTDOE,  the  medium  of 

revelations 
That  tell  of  no  great  past, 

reveal  no  clue 
To  the  dark  future,  work  no 

]trt  sent  good  ? 
Can  it  be  that  this  surrepti- 

tious  hand 
That  plays  bo-peep,  behind 

backs  pulls  my  hair, 
And'neath  the  table  plays 

about  my  legs, 
Was  once  an  Emperor's  ?    Is  't  possible, 
These  knocks  which  rap  out  trivial  common-place, 
And  drop  the  H  in  spelling  "  'Ow  d'  ye  do  P  " 
Come  from  the  spirit-fingers  that  in  fife 
Worked  gallant  WALTEK  RALEIGH'S  fiery  will '( 
If  this  be  really  so_,  Punch  can  but  say 
However  rotten  this  our  world  may  be, 
There 's  something  yet  more  rotten  in  the  next ! 


PAPERS  FOR  PARSONS. 

ONE  among  the  various  subjects  discussed  at  the  late  Church  Con- 
gress in  relation  to  clerical  matters  was  the  question  of  "Periodical 
Literature  and  the  Daily  Press."  According  to  a  report  of  the 
speeches  on  that  topic  :— 

"  The  REV.  ESNEST  FITZROY  wished  that  the  Clergy  would  not  only  take 
more  trouble  to  supply  interesting  and  early  matter  to  their  own  organs,  but 
advised  them  to  make  more  use  of  the  country  papers,  and  to  read  other  papers 
than  those  which  advocated  their  own  shibboleths." 

To  be  sure.  On  the  contrary,  let  the  Clergy  of  conflicting  sects  in 
the  Church  look  and  see  what  the  journals  on  the  other  side  have  to 
say.  No  doubt  the  Evangelicals,  for  instance,  might  learn  much 
from  the  Saturday  Review,  and  the  Ritualists  would  gain  informa- 
tion by  reading  the  Record  and  the  Rock.  Clergymen  of  the 
Ritualist  denomination  also  would  do  well  to  study  a  class  of  perio- 
dicals addressed  not  indeed  to  the  opposite  jiarty,  but  to  the  opposite 
sex.  Every  one  of  the  Clergy  whose  cloth  is  chiefly  muslin  ought  to 
have  Le  Pallet  at  his  fingers  end ;  and  besides,  there  are  the  Queen, 
and  the  Englishwoman's  Magazine,  and  Myra's  Journal  of  Dreti 
and  Needlework,  containing  the  prettiest  illustrations,  as  well  as 
letter-press,  from  which  the  reverend  devotees  of  Ritualism  might 
derive  no  end  of  useful  hints  and  suggestions  for  the  most  charming 
improvements  and  inventions  of  sweet  things  in  ecclesiastical 
millinery. 

Precepts  for  Par-venues. 

NEVER  bow  to  your  acquaintances  from  the  top  of  an  omnibus. 
Never  wear  a  flower  in  your  buttonhole  in  the  daytime. 
Never  acknowledge  yon  have  earned  your  fortune  by  labour. 
Never  "  mop  "  your  brow  with  a  red  silk  pocket-handkerchief. 
Never  mention  at  a  dinner-party  what  your  fish-bill  comes  to  in 
the  week. 

Never  go  in  morning  dress  to  the  stalls  of  a  theatre. 
Never  give  less  than  a  shilling  for  a  farthing  play-bill. 
Never  speak  of  Pantomines  or  'Ansons. 
Never  wear  a  diamond-pin  in  your  shirtfront. 
Never  parade  in  conversation  the  only  Baronet  you  know. 
Never  speak  familiarly  of  Lords  you  nave  never  met. 
Finally,  Look  as  if  every  place  you  enter  belonged  to  you. 


KN-FAJTTS  TERRIBLES.— Woolwich  Infants. 
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MORE    HONEYMOON    AMENITIES. 

Angdina  (who  has  been  perusing  the  "Births,  Deaths,  and  Marriages").   "EDWIN,  I  DO  so  OBJECT  TO  THAT  HORRID  WORD  'RELICT'! 
I  SHOULD  DIE,  EDWIN,  PROMISE,  OH,  PROMISE,  YOU  WILL  NOT  ALLOW  ME  TO  BE  DESCRIBED  AS  YOUR  RBLICT!" 


IP 


AN  EXODUS  FROM  EUROPE. 

THE  Lombardia,  in  a  letter  from  its  Roman  Correspondent, 
announces  a  scheme  proposed  by  the  Armenian  Patriarch,  with  the 
sanction  of  the  POPE,  and,  what  is  more,  the  SULTAN,  for  transfer- 
ring, as  an  Irish  paper  might  put  it,  the  Eternal  City  to  the  Holy 
Land.  Palestine,  according  to  this  project,  is  to  he  repeopled  with 
Catholic  emigrants  from  Europe,  who  shall  he  allotted  land  and 
cattle,  build  workshops,  and  establish  and  execute  all  the  most 
thriving  industries  of  the  world.  The  capital  of  the  new  state  to  be 
Jerusalem,  whereto,  at  his  need  or  convenience,  the  successor  of 
St.  Peter  may  transfer  his  Chair.  Jerusalem,  by  means  of  railways, 
to  be  "placed  in  connection  with  Bethlehem,  the  Dead  Sea,"  and, 
as  the  writer  in  the  Lombardia  says,  "the  other  holy  places."  A 
grand  port  also  will  be  constructed  at  Jaffa ;  lesser  ports  at  the 
smaller  cities  on  the  coast.  With  these  there  ;  must  likewise  be 
communication  by  rail;  a  Jerusalem  and  Joppa  line,  of  course, 
besides  the  Bethlehem  Junction,  a  Dead  Sea  Branch,  and  doubtless 
a  Dan  and  Beersheba  Railway.  A  network  of  electric  telegraphs 
must  also  be  extended  over  the  Holy  Land,  under  the  auspices  of 
the  Fisherman ;  when  the  Spiritual  and  Temporal  Power  in  con- 
junction, patronised  by  the  Grand  Seignior,  are  rehabilitated  at 
Jerusalem.  The  Correspondent  of  the  Lombardia  only  omits  to 
mention  that,  with  a  view  to  this  re-establishment  of  the  Sovereign 
Pontificate  in  the  metropolis  of  Jewry,  arrangements  have  already 
been  made  with  an  enterprising  firm  of  Engineers  at  New  York,  for 
upheaving  St.  Peter's  Church  at  Rome  from  its  foundations,  and 
transporting  bodily  to  Jerusalem  the  whole  Papacy,  POPE,  St.  Peter's 
and  all. 

Laying  Heads  Together. 

"  A  WOMAN  or  ELEVEN"  writes  to  Punch  to  ask  him  whether,  in 
his  last  week's  Honeymoon  sketch,  where  one  of  the  duo  declares 
the  other's  head  is  so  soft,  it  is  the  Lady  who  speaks  or  the  Gentle- 
man. Punch  can  only  reply  in  the  words  of  the  traditional  Peep- 
show  Man,  "  Whichever  you  please,  my  little  dear." 


ON  MY  LADY  IN  A  NEW  BONNET. 
By  DANTE  ROSSETTI  RUMMINS. 

Mr  Lady  hath  a  new  and  lovely  Bonnet, 
And  in  it  she  doth  look  so  passing  sweet, 
And,  altogether,  'tis  so  chaste  and  neat, 

That  I  thereon  am  fain  to  write  a  sonnet. 

Meseems,  whenas  my  Lady  deigns  to  don  it, 
My  heart  no  longer  owneth  me  its  master, 
But  ever  beateth  on  from  fast  to  faster, 

Till  gentle  love  hath  penned  a  poem  on  it. 

Pure  white  it  is,  with  just  one  little  rose, 
That  nestles  next  my  Lady's  shining  hair, 
As  to  be  planted  there  were  its  great  joy. 

Ah  me,  that  I  could  share  that  dear  repose— 
And  shelter  me,  for  aye,  in  such  loved  lair — 
Draught  'twere  to  me  of  bliss  without  alloy ! 


The  Amenities  of  Peace. 

IT  is  stated  that  the  Artillery  Authorities  at  Woolwich  are  so 
delighted  that  the  Eighty -one  Ton  Gun  has  broken  most  of  the  windows, 
and  shattered  a  shop-front  at  Shoeburyness  by  concussion  of  the 
air,  that  they  have  in  serious  contemplation  the  construction  of  a  Gun 
powerful  enough  by  its  proof-discharges  at  Woolwich  to  shatter 
every  pane  of  glass  in  London.  It  is  suggested  by  the  Heavy 
Ordnance  Officials  that  the  proposed  Gun  should  be  tested  at  Charing 
Cross. 


ANOTHEH  AEMISTICE. 

IT  commenced  last  August. 
It  will  terminate  next  February. 

The  parties  to  it  are  the  Leader  of  the  House  Jif  Commons  and  the 
Leader  of  the  Opposition. 
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HAPPY-THOUQHT    NOTES    IN    IRELAND. 

HAT  Everybody  Does — 
ThtQap  r/n' Lakes 
—  The  lluijI,r—DR. 
Jonxsox  and  FA  Tims 
<)'  1,  KA  R  r —  Dialogue 
Imagined — A  Bar- 
gain —  Procession  — 
Another  Compact — 
Doubts— Kate— Pot- 
heen—The Colleen— 
The  Curse—  Way- 
laid —  Rescued  — 
BLI-CHSR  —  NAPO- 
LSOK — The  Echoes — 
Tingling  —  Shooting 
J'.chott — The  Col/fen 
Jituvn — A  Drink — 
The  Colleen  Again — 
The  Irish  Red  Deer 
— Away  Again, 

Excursion  to  the  Gap 
of  Dunloe. — Every  one 
does  this.  But  there  IB 
only  one  other  Tourist 
here,  and  he  has  pre- 
ceded me  on  the  same 
route.  I  am  started  on  a  car.  Quite  a  private-carriage-car  turn- 
out. On  our  road,  down  a  lane,  we  fall  in  with  a  brigandish-looking, 
black-bearded,  gamekeeperishly-dressed  person,  riding  on  what  I 
should  describe  as — but  that  I  scorn  to  flatter— a  Rosinante." 
Such  a  tumble-down,  ruined,  patched-up-and-put-together-anyhow 
quadruped  I  have  never  yet  seen  ;  in  fact,  there  can't  be  a  worse  .  . 
except  the  animal  behind  him,  on  which  another  uncouth  brigand, 
only  of  a  different  shade  of  hair  and  complexion,  is  astride. 

Quadrupeds  these  poor  beasts  are  in  appearance,  i.e.  they  have 
four  legs  each,  but  such  legs !  And  now  I  perceive  a  man  on  foot 
following  with  three  other  rough-coated,  shambling,  lack-lustre 
eyed  cobs,  saddled  and  bridled. 

The  First  Brigand,  who  has  a  bugle  slung  round  him,  but  no  car- 
bine, thank  goodness !)  salutes  me  respectfully,  and  then  says  some- 
thing to  my  Driver  in  the  language  that  bothered  DR.  JOHNSON, — 
I  mean  the  original  tongue  of  the  Sister  Island.  DR.  SAMUEL  JOHN- 
SON was  never  so  justly  shut  up  as  on  that  memorable  occasion 
when,  after  pedantically  addressing  FATHER  ARinrR  O'LEARY 
in  Hebrew,  and  rudely  remarking  on  the  latter's  ignorance,  he  was 
completely  and  utterly  dumbfounded  by  the  latter's  replying  to  him 
in  Irish.  The  learned  SAMT/EL  was  a  snob  on  that  occasion,  and  I  'm 
not  sure  that  he  wasn't  on  several  other  occasions  as  well.  A  man 
who  affects  bearishness  mnst  be  more  or  less  of  a  snob,  and  it  is 
refreshing  to  think  that  the  Doctor,  who  was  so  accustomed  to  have 
everything  his  own  way,  should  have  met  his  match,  for  once  at  all 
events,  in  the  person  of  an  Irish  Friar,  for  whom  no  doubt  the 
English  Lexicographer  entertained  the  most  hearty  contempt. 

However,  this  is  not  the  subject  which  interests  my  Brigand  and 
Driver  at  this  present  moment. 

"What  are  the  wild  men  saying  P"  I  feel  inclined  to  sing  (to 
myself  of  course).  Could  I  translate  the  real  Celtic,  I  should  say  it 
would  mean  something  of  this  sort : — 

Brigand  with  Bugle  (to  my  Carman).  "  I  say,  you  've  got  a  bloom- 
ing Saxon  Tourist  there.  Don't  keep  him  all  to  yourself.  Give  us 
a  bit.  Let 's  get  something  out  of  him.  Do :  and  I'll  give  you  some 
of  mine  when  I've  got  one." 

To  which  my  Driver  probably  replies,  "  All  right.  I  'm  on. 
Halves,  you  know."  And  so  the  bargain  is  struck.  I  am  bought 
and  sold.  I  am  the  first  prize  of  the  season.  This  is  the  fii>t 
appearance  in  the  Tourist  market,  and  I  have  been  disposed  of  at  my 
Carman's  valuation. 

My  Carman  touches  his  hat  and  says  sotto  voce  to  me,  "  That's 
the  Guide,  Sorr  ;  ye  '11  be  afther  wanting  him,  Sorr." 

I  ttike  him  into  my  confidence. 

"Do  I,"  I  earnestly  ask  my  Driver,  "  do  I  really  want  him  P"  I 
moan  by  this,  don't  deceive  a  poor  Saxon  Tourist,  who  hasn't  got  any 
friends  in  this  Killarney  world  but  you :  who  is  all  alone  among  the 
Lakes  and  mountains ;  and  who  would,  if  he  must  be  robbed, 
rather  be  plundered  by  one,  and  have  done  with  it,  than  be  per- 
petually asked,  politely  of  course,  to  "stand  and  deliver"  through- 
out the  day's  excursion. 

"  Ye  must  have  a  guide,  Sorr,  for  the  Pass  and  the  Echoes ;  and 
he 's  the  best  here." 

This  is  the  answer  I  receive.  Come,  then,  Brigand,  be  my  Guide, 
and  my  own  familiar  friend.  Bring  your  Bugle  and  be  blowed  to  it. 

The  Brigand,  followed  by  the  Second  Brigand,  also  mounted,  trots 
behind  our  car.  The  three  other  cobs  are  left,  in  the  lane,  to  the 


care  of  a  third  and  younger  Brigand — Brigand  Junior — while  a 
fourth  Brigand,  of  a  still  lighter  complexion— (I  notice  they  become 
fairer  as  they  get  younger — or  rather  I  should  say  they  grow  darker 
as  they  get  older — and  this  connection  between  hair  and  villainy 
might  form  a  subject  for  some  future  chapter  in  Typical  Dtvelop- 
ments,  Vol.  X. — only  that  my  Brigands  are  not  villains— quite  tne 
contrary)— follows  us  on  foot. 

Our  party  at  present  consists  of  the  Driver  on  one  side  of  the  car, 
myself  on  the  other  ;  while  "  in  our  wake  like  any  servants  follow 
also  the  bold  "  Brigands,  two  mounted,— our  Cavalry  Brigands,— and 
one  Fantasiin,  or  Running  foot  Brigand. 

Why  does  Brigand  Number  One,  I  ask  myself,  wear  this  battered 
coppery-looking  Ilugle  ?  I  get  my  answer  (from  myself),  "  Because 
he  is  the  leader  of  the  band.  The  others,  however,  I  observe,  have 
no  instruments. 

Wild  and  weird  becomes  the  scenery,  and  the  east  wind  blows  at 
me  "like,"  as  BISHOP'S  Glee  has  it,  "infant  charitee— ee— ee, 
li— i — i— ke  in — fant  cha-ritee." 

Well,  uprouse  ye  then,  ye  merry,  merry  men  (the  Brigands),  for 
'tis  your  opening  day.  And  it  is,  to  put  it  theatrically,  the  first  day 
of  a  new  tourist. 

How  they  bound  forth  to  meet  me !  how  glad  they  are  to  see  me ! ! 
— the  Beggars. 

Here  is  a  whole  party  of  them  at  KATE  KEARNEY'S  Cottage,  and, 
bless  me  I  here  's  KATE  KEARNEY'S  great-great-granddaughter,  with 
a  jug  of  something  in  the  one  hand  and  a  glass  in  the  other.  She  is 
preparing  a  libation  to  the  Angel  Tourist  myself.  But  the  Angel 
Tourist  has  luckily  seen  the  KEARNEY  family  from  afar  off,  and  has 
said  to  the  Bugling  Brigand  and  the  Carman,  "  Gentlemen  both, 
I  mind  me  that  things  are  come  to  a  pretty  mountain  pass  indeed, 
when  an  innocent,  unoffending,  peaceable  Tourist  cannot  go  two  steps 
without  being  assailed  by  these  lawless  nomads  "  (the  Bugler  bows, 
and  from  this  moment  I  believe  the  word  "  nomad  "  to  be  genuine  Irish 
—and  I  had  been  talking  it  without  knowing  it!  Wonderful!). 
"Now  to  yon  my  Guide  and  familiar  friend,  and  to  you  my  Charioteer  " 
(Carman  delighted),  "1  say  this  much, — I  will  give  ye  both  largesse, 
mark  me.  largesse,  if  you— both  of  you,  for  yourselves  and  each 
other,  and  for  your  heirs  and  assigns  for  ever — undertake  to  keep 
far  from  me  this  ragamuffin  horde  of  rascally  beggars." 

They  swear  emphatically  and  solemnly,  by  all  they  hold  most 
sacred,  that,  for  a  consideration,  they  will  do  my  behest  to  the  be- 
hest, I  mean  the  best,  of  their  powers. 

En  avant !  I  cry,  and  we  dare  the  dangers  of  KATE  KEARNEY'S 
Cottage.  Oh,  did  I  ever  hear  of  KATE  KEABNEY  ?  Yes  ;  but  not  of 
KATE  KEARNEY'S  great-great-gjanddaughter.  Poor  old  KATE!  '. 
don't  believe  you  re  any  relation  to  the  original,  and  maybe,  old 
Lady,  your  name  isn't  KEARNEY  at  all.  I  wfll  not  swallow  all  you 
choose  to  tell  me,  and  I  distinctly  refuse  to  swallow  that  yellow  sort 
of  hair-oil  in  that  bottle  which  you  are  pleased  to  call  potheen." 
No,  thank  you,  Ma'am,  not  if  I  know  it. 

" Divil  a  dhrop  o'  potheen  is  it  at  all  at  all," myCarman  whispers 
to  me,  confidentially,  as  we  drive  on  quickly.  We  are  hand  and 
glove  now. 

"Grrr — wrikra— grrr,  Colleen,"  says  the  Brigand  Bugler,  in 
good  round-in-the-mouth  Irish,  to  a  very  plain,  elderly  Lady  with 
bare  legs,  who  insists  on  pressing  her  attentions  on  me. 

She  stares.  Can  she  believe  her  earsP  No;  for  she  is  at  me 
again.  The  Brigand  Bugler  advises  her  to  "be  off,"  in  such  gut- 
turals as  make  my  hair  stand  on  end,  and  which  are  sufficiently 
forcible  to  stagger  the  Colleen,  who  has  one  more  shot  at  me  iriih  a 
photograph  of  herself  at  forty,  i.e.  about  ten  years  ago,  and  then, 
seeing  my  Bugler's  determined  aspect,  she  vanishes  despairingly ; 
not,  However,  without  hurling  just  a  trifle  of  good  Celtic  (in  ques- 
tionable taste  as  coming  from  a  Lady's  mouth,  I  should  say,  even 
though  she  had  bare  feet  and  unkempt  locks),  directed  at  our  party 
generally,  but  specially  at  the  Bugler's  head,  whereat  my  brave 
followers  laugh. 

Ha !  ha !  What  care  we  for  the  ban  of  the  Mountain  Witch  P  Do 
w«  blench  at  a  Crone's  Curse  1 1  Never  I 

(Happy  Thought.— What  a  title  for  a  Christmas  Book— a  real, 
genuine  fireside,  cheerful  style  of  story,  with  startling  illustrations. 
— The  Crone's  Curse  !  Must  write  to  POPWOOD  AND  GROOLLT,  and 
ask  'em  if  they  '11  have  it  for  their  Annual,  just  to  hit  that  publica- 
tion up  a  little.) 

Now,  my  boys.    En  avant,  as  I  said  before. 

More  beggars — swarms  of  them.  They  waylay  ns  ;  they  come  by 
short  cuts,  over  peat  bogs,  over  rocky  ground,  for  miles  tney  come. 
The  old  Lady— tne  Colleen  with  the  photograph— hides— dodges  me — 
comes  up  suddenly  when  least  expected ;  and,  when  (oh !  the  wicked 
old  slyboots !)  a  turn  of  the  road  and  a  huge  boulder  have  hidden  me 
from  my  brave  companions.  "  No,  no,"  I  say  ;  "  I  don't  want  your 
photographs.  Araunt!  Here!  Hi!  Au  secottrs.'  ^A  moi .' 
Come  on,  can't  yon  .  .  .  and  take  her  away.' "  She  is  firing  photo- 
graphs at  me.  She  has  several  of  herself.  Oh,  vanity  of  vanities — 
she  has  photographs  of  her  relations,  of  KATE  KEARNEY'S  Kottage, 
of  the  Gap  of Be  off  with  you  !  Arrah  tcorristhrew  beaad 
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UNREPORTED    "ATROCITY"    IN    THE    CITY. 

City  Miscreant.    "  WHERE  DID    YOU  GO  THIS    AUTUMN,    BKOWN  ?     SCARBORO'  ? 
WBLL,  DID  YOU  ENJOY  YOUR  HOLIDAY,  OR  DID  YOU  TAKE  YOUR  MISSIS  !  ! " 

begorr — no,  I  don't  know  any  Irish,  except  "  Grammachree  ma  Cruiskeen 
Lawn  "  and  "  Suvourneen  Dheelish,  and  neither  will  suit  the  present  occa- 
sion.' 

Ha !  BLTJCHEE  is  coming  to  the  resone — I  mean  the  Bugler.  Like  the  French 
at  Waterloo,  at  the  sight  of  the  Prussians,  the  Colleen  turns  and  flies.  I  shut 
up  my  telescope.  Up,  Guards,  and  at  'em !  The  Bugler  and  his  Fantassin  send 
flying  a  score  of  urchin  beggars,  and  for  a  while  we  are  left  in  peace  and  quiet. 

"Tell  them  next  time,  I  say  to  BLUCHEH.  "Tell  them  that  there  is  a 
large  party  of  Tourists  coming  up  a  long  way  behind  us." 

Is  this  an  Albauna?  A  white  one?  "I'is  not  a  black  one  certainly.  For 
behind  us,  i.e.,  to-morrow,  or  next  week,  or  this  day  twelve  months,  will 
assuredly  come  a  large  body  of  Tourists.  And  is  not  all  fair  in  war  ?  Am  I  not 
in  a  mountain  pass  with  beggars  lying  in  ambush  on  every  side  ?  Shall  I  be 
robbed  and  bothered  ? 

My  Carman  quits  me.    His  vehicle  is  of  no  further  use.    I  have  to  mount 
the  bag-o' -bones  which  the  Second  Brigand  hath  till  now  bestrode. 
Will  he  not  tumble  ?  I  ask.    He  will  not,  is  the  positive  answer. 

I  mount.  In  my  long  gjrey  Ulster,  and  my  much-enduring,  pliant  wideawake, 
with  the  Guides  following  afoot,  and  the  mounted  Bugler  by  my  side,  and 
the  wild  scenery  round  about  us,  I  remind  myself  of  some  picture  1  have  seen 
(DELAROCHE'S  perhaps)  of  "  Napoleon  Crossing  the  Alps." 

Now  come  the  Echoes.  The  Bugler  is  off  his  horse  and  performing  a  solo. 
Such  a  solo !  0  MISTER  LEVY  !  0  shade  of  KCENIG  !  0  my  ears !  There 
is  the  Bugler  giving  himself  a  blow  out— such  a  blow  out !  He  is  becoming 
as  purple  as  the  heather ;  he  is  swelling  visibly.  He  has  awoke  the  Echoes  ! 

Awoke  'em  !  Heavens !  the  Echoes  must  be  a  fearfully  heavy-sleeping  family, 
if  they  're  not  aroused  by  this  infernal  row. 

And  how  they  get  np,  one  after  another,  these  Echoes ! 

Nymph  Echo  Number  One  jumps  up  a  little  confused.  She  seems  to  be 
shaking  her  head  and  crying  out,  '  HuUoa !  What 's  that  ?— Is  anybody  ill  ? 
Is  KATE  KEARNEY'S  Kottage  on  fire  ?  What  is  it  ?  " 

Echoes  Number  Two  and  Three  sound  as  if  a  German  Band  had  all  jumped 
out  of  bed  suddenly,  had  rushed  at  their  instruments,  and  played  a  discord 
madly. 

Then  the  Echo  gets  clearer,  and  the  last  of  all  is  the  best,  sounding  like 
sweet  church-bells  far  away  down  in  the  distant  valley.  That,  my  Bugler,  was 
worth  hearing. 


So  onward.  But  they  won't  let  the  Echoes  alone.  A 
man  comes  forward,  with  a  small  cannon,  and  takes  a 
cool  deliberate  shot  at  an  Echo.  Bang !  There 's  an 
Echo  flying  away !  There 's  another !  A  third  gets  off 
safely !  A  fourth  is  winged,  and  a  fifth  is  hit  very  hard, 
I  should  say,  judging  from  its  faint  cry ;  while  a  sixth, 
which  was  just  within  ear-shot,  dies  away  down  in  the 
valley !  What  a  day's  sport  we  are  having !  What  a 
bag  of  Echoes !  And — hit  or  miss — I  have  to  pay  six- 
pence apiece  for  them. 

Will  I  not  take  a  drop  of  the  crater  at  the  Col- 
leen Baton's  Cottage  ? 

Well,  my  good  Lady,  give  me  a  glass  of  your  goat's 
milk,  and  put  in  it  just  the  laste  taste  in  life  of  potheen. 

Be  it  what  it  may,  the  drink  is  excellent  and  re- 
freshing. Bless  ye,  Colleen  Bawn — I  beg  your  pardon, 
Mrs.  Hardress  Oregon  I  should  say — bless  you,  and  the 
little  Cregans,  and  all  the  other  little  kids  I  see  browsing 
on  the  hill-side.  By  the  way,  there  never  was  such  a 
place  for  goats  and  kids  as  hereabouts.  They  swarm. 

Towards  the  Black  Valley  (a  magnificent  sight,  and 
worth  the  whole  day's  excursion)  we  come  upon  a  School- 
house  in  the  mountains.  Evidently  for  the  kids. 

So  we  descend.  How  beautiful!  how  lovely!  We 
are,  I  think,  a  good  three  miles  or  more  from  where  we 
first  entered  by  KATE  KEABNEY'S  Cottage.  My  Bugler 
and  the  Second  Brigand  are  stopping  behind  to  effect 
some  financial  arrangements  on  a  satisfactory  basis  with 
the  last  Cannon-firer. 

I  am,  thank  heaven,  alone !  sitting  calmly  and  pen- 
sively on  my  horse,  looking  at  the  Black  Valley— the 
Valley  Umbra  Mortis.  Ah  1  let  me  enjoy  such  a  scene 
undisturbed !  0  Solitude  where  are  thy  charms  ?  Here, 
where  there  seems  to  be  a  sourdine  accompaniment  of 
the  most  pianissimo  music  played  by  insect  musicians. 
Nature's  silence  is  the  one  universal  Harmony  around 

e  .  .  .  0  Ireland,  fair,  beautiful,  grand  bewitching 

"You'll  buy  my  fotty gruff,  Sorr,  won't  ye,  Sorr,  for 
your  poor  Colleen's  sake,  Sorr,"  says  a  foggy  potheenish 
voice,  just  below  me,  at  my  saddle-bow. 

I  look .  down.  Heavens !  it 's  that  disreputable  old 
Colleen  Baton  again !  She  must  have  taken  short  cuts 
and  tracked  us  all  along  the  valley  for  three  miles !  For 
here  she  is.  She  clings  to  my  coat !  In  despair  she 
implores  me,  "  Sorr,  Sorr.  ye '11  buy  the  poor  Colleen's 
fottygruph — your  poor  Colleen's." 

No,  I  'm if  I  do. 

Au  secours !  Hi!  a  moi!  And  I  raise  the  very 
deuce  of  a  clameur  de  Haro, 

Once  more  BLUCHEB  the  Bugler  appears.  With  a  yell 
of  despair  and  an  expiring  Blessing  in  Irish  she  gives  up 
the  game,  and  disappears  behind  a  rock — and  for  aught 
I  know  down  through  a  trap-door  into  the  Gnomes' 
Kitchen. 

Happy  Thought. — What  a  stage  this  would  be  for  the 
Incantation  Scene  in  Der  Freischiitz. 

But  really,  if  there  must  be  a  Colleen  Bawn  (who  has 
no  connection  whatever  with  Killarney,  except  by  a 
legendary  link)  and  a  Kate  Kearney,  and  a  blind  fiddler 
(who  is  the  only  honest  old  soul  among  them — poor 
man!  he's  been  "dark"  for  years),  and  cannons,  and 
buglers,  and  pipers,  and  boats,  and  beggars,  et  hoc  genus 
omne — why  not  put  the  whole  affair  into  the  hands  of — 
say,  for  the  sake  of  employing  local  talent — ME. 
MICHAEL  GUNN,  of  the  Dublin  Theatre,  and,  as  he  has 
been  accustomed  to  getting  up  Grand  Operas  and  Panto- 
mimes, let  us  have  the  thing  done  really  well,  with  a  good 
out-of-door  Ballet  troupe,  a  charming  Kate  Kearney 
(with  a  song),  and  at  the  Colleen  Bawn's  Cottage  let  us 
have  a  set  of  wax -work  figures,  with  Father  Tom  and 
the  Colleen,  and  Hardress,  and  Myles-na-Coppaleen. 
while  a  barrel-organ,  hidden  away  somewhere  behind 
the  "arras"  (which  is  also  Irish,  I  believe,  for  wain- 
scot), should  discourse  the  "  Cruiskeen  Lawn." 

At  the  entrance  of  the  Glen  there  should  be  a  wicket, 
as  at  Black  Gang  Chine,  and  a  staff  of  civil  check  and 
money-takers.  One  payment  should  include  everything 
from  one  end  of  the  Glen  to  the  other,  and  no  fresh 
ticket  be  required  until  the  Tourist  reaches  the  Lake 
and  meets  the  boatmen. 

Now  that 's  my  idea  for  the  Gap  of  Dunloe.  Of  course 
the  prices  should  be  "  done  low  "  as  possible,  for  the  sake 
of  the  name. 

As  for  the  Lakes,  divided  like  a  "  Fifth  Form  "  into 
Upper,  Lower,  and  Middle,  what  can  I  add  to  all  that 
has  been  already  written  about  them?  Nothing, — 


OCTOBER  21,  1876-1 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


175 


FOR    JONES. 

I    A'.VOIt'  HE   HAS   COME  TO   ASK   ME  TO 


A    LIVELY    LOOK-OUT 

"Oa,  MAMMA,  THAT'S  CAPTAIN  JONES'S  KNOCK! 
BE  HIS  WIFE  !  " 

"WBLI,  MY  DEAU,  YOU  MUST  ACCEPT  HIM." 
"  BUT  I  THOUGHT  YOU  HATED  HIM  BO  !  " 

"  HATB  HIM  ?    I  DO— so  MUCH,  THAT  I  MEAN  TO  BE  HIS  MOTHER-IN-LAW !  " 

[Revenge  is  sweet,  especially  to 


HYMN  TO  A  HEATHEN  DEITY. 

JUPITER  Pumus, 

Pourer  of  Power 
Blazing  Vesuvius' 

To  drown  in  an  hour ; 
Jove,  cloud-compelling, 

Drencher  of  meads, 
Turnip  crops  swelling, 

Mangolds  and  Swedes. 

In  thy  dominion 

Are  Mushroom,  and  rinp; 
Set  with  champignon ; 

Hail,  Toadstool-King  ! 
Thine  the  boletus. 

Thine  the  puff-ball, 
Crying,  "  Come  eat  us !  "— 

Truffles  and  all. 

Men  with  galocb.es 

Caoutchouc  are  shod ; 
In  Macintoshes 

Clad  at  thy  nod. 
Thou  too,  as  well  as 

Dry  land  and  main, 
1  [oldest  umbrellas 

Under  thy  reign. 

Oh,  may'st  thou  never 

Spoil  festive  scene ! 
Spare  us,  as  ever 

Thou  sparest  the  QUEEN  ! 
Ne'er  in  bright  faces 

Drizzle  or  poor ; 
Pic-nics  and  races 

Spare  evermore. 

But  when  the  Rabble, 

Blatant  and  blind, 
Throng  to  hear  gabble 

After  their  kind, 
Set  thy  hose  playing  ; 

Water  their  fire : 
With  douches  allaying 

Temper  their  ire. 

Mob  demonstration 

Quenched  may  it  be ; 
Fools'  fermentation 

Damped  down  by  thee  : 
That  none  may  the  Masses 

The  Great  Unwashed  call, 
Pump  on  those  Asses, 

Cleansing  them  all ! 


"AN  UNHAPPZ  MEDIUM." — DB.  SLADE. 


except  that  I  saw  one  of  the  majestic  red-deer,  and  he  saw  me. 
He  wouldn't  move  until  he  felt  quite  sure  of  our  being  out  of 
sight.  Then  he  rose  grandly,  nourished  his  trumpets — I  mean  his 
antlers — and  disappeared,  head  first,  down  some  perilous  declivity. 

When  I  saw  that  Irish  stag,  I  exclaimed — 

Happy  Thought. — MK.  BUTT! 

Of  these  Home-Rulers  of  the  forest  not  many  are  left ;  and  as  for 
the  others,  the  political  Home-Rulers,  they  are  "out"  just  now, 
they  are  "  not-at-homo  "-rulers ;  and  the  best  and  the  wisest  of 
them  mean  nothing  more  than  Local  Government.  As  for  these 
being  anti-English,  except  in  that  honest  sense  in  which  every 
nationality  should  be  anti-every-other-encroaching-nationality,  why 
I  say,  with  the  guileless  TOMMY  MOORE — • 

"  Contempt  on  the  minion  who  calls  them  disloyal." 

Off  with  his  head !  So  much  for  Buckingham— so  much  for  the 
Stag  on  the  shore  of  Killarney. 

To-morrow  for  Muckross.  Then  to  Glengariff.  Then  farewell 
Ould  Ireland  for  awhile  ! 


CONUNDRUM  FOR  THE  SILLY  SEASON. 

WHAT  is  most  like  the  Imaginary  Gooseberry  ? 
A  Currant  of  Air. 


SUPPORTED  BY  VOLUNTARY  CONTRIBUTIONS.  —  Our  Waste-Paper 
Basket. 


NEW  MUSIC. 

"Lavs  Winked  his  Wicked  Eye."  These  exquisite  words  have 
been  allied  to  the  most  witching  melody  yet  conceived  by  our 
popular  composer,  BKU\ F.I.I, i:s  SPEOUTS.  After  such  a  union,  the 
Poet  and  Musician  must  be  dearer  than  ever  to  each  other,  and  the 
Public. 

"  Tired  Out."  By  CLABXNDA  iTiruEiEt.  Never  has  this  gifted 
muse  known  so  well  now  to  touch  the  vibrate  chords  of  onr  sympa- 
thetic hearts,  that  listen  while  the  big  tears  course  down  their  manly 
cheeks  as  they  sing.  Fifth  Thousand. 

"  Anaels  Flutter  round  the  Fender."  By  the  Author  of  "  Spirits 
Bless  the  Furtive  Mourner."  Truly  beautiful  are  the  solemn  verses 
which  accompany  the  thrilling  harmonies  of  this  delicious  composi- 
tion. Every  home  should  seek  the  benignant  influence  of  such 
publications  shed  over  a  family. 

"  Golden  are  my  Loved  One  t  Freckles."  A  perfect  gem.  Taste, 
culture,  and  harmony  combined.  By  the  Composer  of  "  Nobody's 
JVbse  is  like  My  Xose." — "  Singularly  happy." —  Vide  Press. 

"  Wilhelmina's  Whelks."  ALBERT  BUMPSHER'S  latest  hit !  A 
continued  roar ! !  Adapted  to  the  aristocratic  drawing-room  or  the 
plebeian  Free  and  Easy. 

C/tona—"  For  I  can  freely  back  her 

To  prefer  a  plain  alpaca 
To  all  the  best  of  satins  or  of  silks ; 
And  you'd  love  my  WILHELMINA 
If  you  had  only  »een  her 
Eat  a  saucerful  of  pickled  whelks." 

Music  and  words  undeniable,  and  totally  free  from  offence. 
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CURIOUS    AWARDS. 

THE  Philadelphia  Exhibition 
Awards  to  Exhibitors  from  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  as  published 
last  week  in  the  Times,  will  well 
repay  a  little  careful  investigation. 
Let  us  address  ourselves  to  the 
task,  without  any  selfish  con- 
siderations as  to  the  endowment 
which  may  reward  our  research. 

A  stumbling-block  lies  right 
across  thethreshold  ofonrinquiry. 
What  are  "  Dyed  Silesias  "  ?  The 
Office  will  remain  open  till  a  late 
hour  this  evening,  for  the  accom- 
modation of  those  favoured  ex- 
perts who  may  be  disposed  to  call 
and  give  the  required  information. 
"  Cotton  Gin."  We  disseminate 
the  announcement  of  this  Award 
with  some  doubt  and  mistrust,  not 
unmingled  with  a  feeling  of  regret 
at  the  action  of  the  United  States 
in  this  particular  instance  ;  seem- 
ing, as  it  does  to  us,  to  be  tanta- 
mount to  giving  a  premium  to 
intemperance.  (Is  "  Cotton  Gin  " 
a  sort  of  "Shrub"?) 

"  Pleasure  Carriages."  In  the 
absence  of  more  precise  informa- 
tion as  to  what  these  Carriages 
are,  we  can  only  venture  pretty 
confidently  to  assert  what  they  are  not — they  are  not.Omnibuses,  or 
Four- Wheeled  Cabs,  or  Third-Class  Railway  Compartments. 

"Middlings."  At  first  this  seemed  utterly  incomprehensible, 
an  impenetrable  mystery,  baffling  conjecture,  and  defeating  sur- 
mise. But  a  little  reflection  reminded  us  that  history  is  not  without 
examples  of  honours,  awards,  distinctions,  prizes,  and  emoluments, 
falling  to  middling,  very  middling,  individuals,  and  things.  For 
instance,  there  are  some  very  middling  statues  in  our  own  Metro- 
polis, to  which  first  premiums  have  been  awarded  ;  and  it  is  within 
the  memory  of  many  persons  now  living  that  Cabinets  have  con- 
tained some  very  middling  Statesmen.  Is  it  possible,  therefore, 
that  at  Philadelphia  some  middling  articles  may  have  slipped  into 
a  better  place  than  they  actually  deserve  ? 

"  Mustard  Plasters,"  &c.  Our  private  advices  assure  us  that  the 
competition  in  this  class  was  very  keen,  and  that  the  heroic  Judges, 
resolutely  bent  on  testing  the  merits  of  the  various  Plasters  by 
personal  application,  went  through  untold  suffering  before  they 
could  conscientiously  award  the  palm  of  victory. 

"Automatic  Stoker."  Strange  to  say,  the  mechanical  engine- 
driver  and  the  wonderful  clock-work  guard  are  not  even  mentioned. 
Perhaps  they  are  reserved  for  the  Supplementary  List. 

"  Job  Printing-Press."  Some  evils  we  know  must  always  exist 
— such  as  mosquitoes,  marriages  for  money,  indifferently  cooked 
potatoes,  taxes,  duns,  and  jobs.  Let  us  therefore  be  thankful  that, 
as  regards  jobs  at  least,  there  are  special  Printing-Presses  to  make 
their  existence  known  and  give  them  publicity,  and  so  aid  in  dimi- 
nishing their  occurrence  and  thwarting  their  operation. 

"  Dental  Porcelain."  We  conclude  this  is  an  elegant  euphemism 
for  false  teeth.  A  tribute  of  admiration  is  due  to  the  self-sacrifice 
and  patriotism  of  those  Judges  who  submitted  their  gums  to  the 
necessary  experiments. 

"  Blarney  Tweeds."  Highly  recommended  as  very  suitable  for 
those  members  of  Society  wno  are  called  upon  to  make  complimen- 
tary speeches,  election  addresses,  and  parliamentary  harangues. 
Indispensable  also  to  persons  of  both  sexes  engaged  in  the  composi- 
tion of  love  letters.  (It  is  almost  superfluous  to  add  that  these 
articles  are  of  Irish  manufacture.) 

"  Lastings."  Many  will  be  the  guesses  hazarded  as  to  what  these 
articles  may  be.  As  proprietors  of  a  few  little  boys  and  girls,  we  can 
but  hope  they  are  boots  and  shoes,  and  articles  of  wearing  apparel. 

"  Special  Award.  Irish  Setter  Bitch."  Great  jealousy  on  the 
part  of  the  English  Bull-dog  and  the  Scotch  Terrier. 

N.B. — Of  all  the  successful  firms,  not  one  takes  our  fancy  so  much 
as  "  YOTJNO  AND  STRONG."  We  shall  be  glad  to  negotiate  with  these 
gentlemen  if  they  have  a  vacancy  in  their  house  for  a  nice  well- 
disposed  youth,  who  could  be  taken  in  without  the  formality  of  a 
premium,  and  who  might  look  forward  in  a  few  years'  time  to  a 
share  in  the  business. 


INCOME-TAX  RETUHNS.— Does  it  ?    Not  if  the  Commissioners  are 
aware  of  it. 


SOUTH-SHIELDS  SWORDSMEN. 

"  The  tongue  is  a  sharp  sword." 

How  excellent  a  thing  is  urbanity  in.  those  who  sit  in  the  seat  of 
Council !  And  how  valuable  the  function  of  the  local  reporter  who 
daily  or  weekly  gives  to  the  little  world  of  his  own  city  or  town  the 
utterances  of  its  municipal  wisdom.  The  more  literally  this  is  done 
no  doubt  the  better  on  the  whole  ;  even  if  the  result  may  sometimes 
be  startling.  Some  municipal  worthies,  not  satisfied  with  calling 
spades  spades,  will  insist  on  putting  iipon  their  spades  an  edge  of 
very  sharp  and  strong  language.  Thus  in  the  report  of  a  recent 
Council  Meeting  at  South  Shields,  we  read — a  propos  of  a  question 
about  the  renting  of  a  Kate  Collector's  office  : — 

"  ALDERMAN  DALE  considered  it  was  only  right  that  MB.  ELLIOTT  should 
have  an  office. 

"  Ma.  YOUNG  :  It  is  really  too  bad;  it'»  a  piece  of  d d  impertinence. 

(Sensation  and '  Order ! ') 

"In  reply  to  a  question  by  MR.  HABANE,  he  was  informed  that  the  furni- 
ture for  the  office  was  ordered. 

"  Ms.  MABANE  :  Then  I  will  press  my  Amendment  the  stronger. 

"  The  Vote  was  then  taken,  when  there  were  for  the  Amendment,  9 ; 
against  it,  11.  The  Amendment  was  declared  lost,  and  the  original  Motion 
carried. 

"  MR.  YOUNQ  :  Then  I  will  move  another  Amendment,  that  the  men  who 
ordered  the  furniture  pay  for  it. 

"ALDERMAN  GLOVER:  The  Motion  has  been  put  and  carried,  and  the 
subject  has  been  settled. 

"  Jin.  YOUNG  :  I  say  it  has  not  been  settled  ;  it  is  not  true. 

"  ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  Sit  down.  Sir  ! 

"  MR.  YOUNG  :  No  I  won't ;  I  will  see  you  d— — d  first.  (Semation,  and 
'  Order!') 

"  ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  You  have  heard  the  expression  made  use  of  by 
COUNCILLOR  YOUNG.  It  is  neither  the  expression  of  a  Gentleman  nor  a 
Councillor,  and  I  hope  this  Council  will  not  permit  it — ('Hear,  fuar  I ') — else 
I  shall  certainly  leave  the  Chair. 

"  ALDEHMAN  JAMES  :  MR.  YOUNG  should  withdraw  the  expression. 

"  MR.  ENGLISH  :  I  ask  MR.  YOUNG  to  withdraw  that  expression.  There 
is  no  occasion  for  it. 

"  MR.  YOUNO  :  Well,  I  formally  withdraw  the  expression,  but  I  feel  very 
•trongly,  and 

"ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  You  have  apologised,  and  need  not  say  any  more. 

"MR.  YOUNG:  But 

"  ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  Sit  down,  Sir  ! 

"  The  subject  was  then  dropped." 

Perhaps  the  sooner  ME.  YOUNG  is  treated  like  the  subject,  the 
better. 

MR.  MA.BANE,  who  figures  in  the  above  lively  passage  of  arms, 
was  himself  forced  to  appeal  to  the  protection  of  the  Deputy-Mayor 
before  the  meeting  was  over.  The  question  was  as  to  a  vote  for  the 
School-Board" expenses  (on  amendment  of  the  amendment). 

"  J!R.  BOWMAN  spoke  against  the  amendment,  and  hoped  that  those  who 
voted  for  the  one  previous  would  stick  to  their  colours,  and  not  make  fools  of 
themselves  by  voting  in  favour  of  the  present  amendment. 

"  ALDERMAN  WILLIAMSON  :  Then  you  say  that  those  persons  who  do  not 
agree  with  you  are  fools. 

"  MR.  BOWMAN  :  I  did  not  mean  that ;  only  that  those  persons  who  voted 
before  in  a  certain  line  should  stick  to  their  colours. 

"  The  vote  was  then  taken,  when  the  voting  was  precisely  the  same  as  on 
the  previous  occasion,  and  the  amendment  by  MR.  SCOTT  was  lost. 

"MR.  DONALD  moved  another  amendment,  that  the  estimate  for  the 
School-Board  be  £3000. 

"  MR.  YOUNG  seconded  the  amendment. 

"  Mil.  MABANE  protested,  as  being  unfair,  that  after  they  had  scored  two 
victories,  a  Gentleman,  who  had  previously  been  neutral,  should  now  rise  up 
and  propose  another  amendment.  It  was  unfair  and  ungentlemanly. 

"  ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  I  must  call  you  to  order.  It  is  improper  to  make 
use  of  the  word  '  ungentlemanly.' 

"  MR.  SCOTT  :  It  is  a  very  improper  expression. 

"  ALDERMAN  GLOVER  :  MR.  MABANE  must  withdraw  that  remark. 

"  MR.  MABANE  :  Well,  for  the  sake  of  getting  on,  I  will  withdraw  the 
expression,  but  I  still  hold  to  my  opinion  that  it  is  unfair. 

"The  vote  was  then  taken,  when  there  were,  for  the  amendment— 13. 
Against — 10.  The  amendment  was  declared  carried,  and  with  this  emenda- 
tion the  report  of  the  Finance  Committee  was  adopted. 

"  MR.  MABANE  :  It  is  disgraceful. 

"  MR.  SCOTT  (to  MR.  MABANE)  :  Go  down  to  the  schools  and  see  for  younelf. 

"  MR.  MABANE  :  Everybody  has  not  a  brother  there.  (Laughter  and 
confusion.) 

"After  order  had  been  somewhat  restored,  MR.  MABANE  informed  the 
Deputy-Mayor  that  MR.  SCOTT  had  called  him  a  donkey — (laughter) — and 
he  hoped  the  Deputy-Mayor  would  make  him  withdraw  the  word. 

"  MR.  SCOTT  :  I  withdraw  the  '  donkey.'     (Loud  laughter.)" 

"Will  our  readers  do  as  ME.  SCOTT  did  ? 


A  CArlTAl  rilOSPECT. 


WE  learn  from  the  Posters  that  MBS.  JOHN  WOOD  is  about  to 
open  the  St.  James's  Theatre,  with  Three  Millions  of  Money .' 
Evidently  the  Theatre  will  want  no  "  Property  Man." 
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TWO    WORLDS-THE    OLD    AND    THE    NEW. 


I.AI T,  in  her  Palace  over  the  Atlantic, 

From  the  New  World  deals  her  awards  around 
While  war's  leashed  hounds,  a-strain,  for  bloodshed  frantic, 
In  our  Old  World  can  scarce  be  held  in  hound. 

Lo !  here,  each  Nation  armed 'against  its  neighbour  ; 

Cross  in  the  face  of  Crescent  reared  for  fisnt : 
There,  to  the  blessed  battlefields  of  labour 

United  States  that  all  the  world  invite. 


For  a  far  different  shock  from  the  impingings 
Of  broadsides  'twixt  a  Chesapeake  ana  Shannon, 

The  strife  of  CORLISS  and  his  monster  engines, 
With  Cyclops  Knurr  and  Essen's  monster  cannon. 

Happy  young  Titan,  that  between  two  oceans, 

Thy  guardian  Atlantic  and  Pacific, 
Growest  apart  from  our  Old  World's  commotions — 

With  room  to  spread,  and  space  for  powers  prolific. 

Wisely  exchanging  rifles,  swords,  and  rammers, 
For  spades  and  ploughshares,  axes,  saws,  and  treadles, 

Thou  putt'st  thy  strength  in  engines  and  steam-hammers, 
And  thy  gun-metal  mouldest  into  medals. 

Earth  has  no  clime,  no  sky,  but  thou  commandest : 
No  growth,  but  thy  wide-spreading  soil  can  bear: 


No  ore,  but  the  rich  ground  on  which  thou  standest, 
Somewhere  or  other,  bids  thee  stoop  and  share. 

No  height  thou  hast  hut  all  thy  sons  may  reach ; 

No  good,  but  all  are  free  to  reap  its  profit : 
Xo  truth,  but  all  thy  race  may  learn  and  teach, 

No  lie,  but  whoso  lifts  its  mask  may  scoff  it. 

Oh  happy  in  thy  stars,  still  rising  higher, 
Happy  e'en  in  thy  stripes  so  lightly  borne. 

How  far  may  thy  meridian  growth  aspire, 
That  showest  so  majestic  in  thy  morn  : 

To  what  height  may  not  Heaven's  high  favour  lead  thee, 

In  cycle  of  the  ages  yet  to  be, 
When  these  first  hundred  years  of  life  have  made  thee, 

For  Arts  and  Strength,  the  Oiant  that  we  see  !j 


LIGHT  CLOTHING  FOB  THE  EAST.— Russia  Ducks,  alias  Canard-       MR.  IDE,  the  Winner  of  the  Fifty-Mile  Walking  Match,  walks  so 
Hussa*  well  he  must  be  one  of  the  Ides  of  March. 
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WAR    RUMOURS. 


HE  PRIME  MINIS- 
TER is  in  hourly 
Communication 
with  all  the  Cabi- 
nets of  Europe. 
He  has  had  speak- 
ing-tubes put  up 
between  his  of- 
ficial residence 
and  the  country- 
seats  of  all  his 
eolleages.  He 
never  sleeps,  and 
devotes  his  .few 
moments  of 
leisure  to  a  hasty 
perusal  of  Sm 
GARNET  WOLSE- 
LEY'S  Soldier's 
Pocket  Book.  His 
Private  Secretary 
is  going  through  a 
course  of  instruc- 
tion at  Woolwich 
and  Aldershott 
simultaneously, 
J  so  that  he  may  be 
prepared  for  the 
worst. 


THE  Directors  of  the  Penny  Steam-boat  Companies  have  been 
requested  to  immediately  forward  to  the  War  Office  a  list  of  their 
vessels,  with  a  view  to  the  transport  of  twenty-two  Cavalry  regi- 
ments from  Colchester  to  Egypt. 

THE  DUKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE  has  caused  a  special  Captive  Balloon 
to  be  kept  suspended  over  the  War  Office  night  and  day,  so  that 
His  Royal  Highness  may  have  the  means  within  reach  of  proceeding 
at  once  to  Gibraltar. 


THE  Bathing-machines  at  Herne  Bay  have  received  a  fresh  coat 
of  paint,  and  are  now  on  their  war  footing. 

18,000  London  Cab-Horses  have  been  purchased  by  the  Govern- 
ment for  immediate  service  in  the  1st  and  2nd  Life  Guards. 


SUB-LIEUTENANT  JONES,  of  the  Royal  West  Somersetshire  Militia, 
has  been  made  a  Lieutenant,  and  will  soon  leave  England  for  Ireland. 

A  PLAN  of  St.  Petersburg  has  been  constructed  at  the  Offices  of 
the  Royal  Geographical  Society,  has  been  amended  by  the  Board  of 
Inland  Revenue,  countersigned  by  the  Treasury,  submitted  to  the 
Admiralty,  and  consigned  to  the  Model  Room  of  the  War  Office, 
where  it  will  remain  until  required  on.  active  service. 

LISTS  of  the  strength  of  our  Fleets,  Armies,  new  military  and 
naval  inventions,  torpedoes,  &c.,  &c.,  with  explanatory  descriptions 
and  diagrams,  have  been  furnished  by  the  War  Office  and  Admiralty 
to  the  Editors  of  all  the  British,  Colonial,  and  Continental  news- 
papers. 

THE  Directors  of  the  Metropolitan  District  Railway  have  been 
warned  that  their  line  may  be  required  by  the  Government  for  the 
next  two  months  for  the  transport  of  troops  between  Sloane  Square 
and  the  Temple. 


THE  Westminster  Aquarium,  Alexandra  Palace,  and 
TUSSAUD'S,  in  certain  emergencies,  are  likely  to  be  converted  into 
hospitals. 

THE  Beefeaters  are'to  he  immediately  armed  with  Gatling  guns. 

ALL  the  broken  windows  in  the  Tower  of  London  are  to  be 
mended. 


THE  sentries  at  the  doors  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre  are  to  he  doubled 
until  further  notice. 

ALL  the  Australian  Meat  in  the  Kingdom  has  been  ordered  to  be 
purchased  by  the  Government,  with  a  view  to  supplying  the  messes 
of  the  Household  Cavalry  and  Infantry  with  food  whilst  their  respec- 
tive regiments  are  on  their  line  of  march. 


THE  shares  of  the  Chelsea  Bun  Company  (Limited),  have  fallen 
Jto§.  

THE  Bears  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  Regent's  Park,  have  been 
desired  to  consider  themselves  "  under  arrest." 


MR.  JOHN  BRIGHT  has  recently  been  appointed  a  sergeant  in  the 
Volunteer  Corps  lately  raised  at  the  instigation  of  Si  it  THOMAS 
CHAMBERS,  U.C.,  the  Common  Serjeant. 

THE  Lord  Mayor's  Trumpeters  have  been  armed  with  new  bugles; 
the  Sword-bearer  has  had  his  weapon  sharpened,  and  the  Common 
Crier  has  ordered  his  Mace  to  be  loaded  with  lead.  The  corps  of 
Ancient  Men  in  Armour  is  being  re-organised. 

BUCKINGHAM  PALACE,  Temple  Bar,  the  Duke  of  York's  Column, 
and  the  Marble  Arch  are  immediately  to  be  supplied  with  81-ton 


AND  lastly   Mr.    Punch  has   given    Tolitj  instructions    to    hold 
So,  Fleet  Street  to  the  bitter  end— with  a  pop-gun  ! 


OUR  EEPEESENTATIVE  MAN. 

An  evening  or  two  with  PE<;GUL liar— Something  about  a  Hull,  and 
a  new  Theatre ;  also  a  report  cm  the  St.  James's  and  the 
X/rnntl  Entertainments,  ami  a  midnight  mysterious  meeting  to 
finish  with. 

SIR, — Don't  tell  me  (you  never  did,  but  you  might)  that  adver- 
tising is  of  little  value.  Don't  tell  me  that  good  wine  needs  no 
bush :  good  wine  needs  a  bush  as  much  as  does  the  indigenous  South 
African.  But  what  I  am  coming  to  (and  what  I  hope  I  am  going  to, 
one  of  these  festive  nights),  is  this,  how  should  Canterbury  Hall  ever 
have  entered  into  my  head,  but  through  an  advertisement  meeting 
my  eyes  ?  My  dear  old  Mahommedan  friend,  PEGGUL  BKY  (this,  he 
says,  is  the  correct  method  of  spelling  his  name,  and  not  as  I  wrote 
it  a  fortnight  ago),  was  dining  with  me  the  other  evening,  and 
talking  over  various  important  subjects  connected  with  the  new 
loan  which  he  is  proposing  to  bring  out  at  sixteen  per  cent.  Well, 
Sir,  the  illustrious  Bulbul  of  Stamboul  is  attempting  to  convert 
certain  Turkish  securities  into  something. negotiable,  and  I  am  doing 
my  best  to  convert  the  illustrious  Bulbul.  I  am  trying  to  induce 
him  to  see  the  error  of  his  Mahommedan  ways,  and  he  has  got  so 
far  as  to  take  kindly  to  what  he  waggishly  calls  the  "Sublime 
Port"  (mine  is  a  fine  old  crusted  '34  wine,  which  I  don't  drink  my- 
self), which  he  sips  with  his  walnuts,  just  like  a  Christian.  On 
this  occasion  the  Bulbul  had  been  reading  the  ARCHBISHOP  OF 
CANTERBURY'S  recent  charge,  and  was  so  highly  indignant,  that,  on 
my  proposing  to  him  to  go  to  the  Canterbury  Hall,  he  flatly  and 
peremptorily  refused,  on  purely  theological  grounds. 

"No!"  exclaimed  the  Bulbul.  "Bechesm,  onmy  deareyesbe  it!" 
He  was  once  a  Commodore  in  the  Turkish  Navy,  which  excuses  what 
would  otherwise  have  been  a  rather  strong  expression,  "  Which 
isn't  swearing,"  he  went  on  to  explain,  speaking  more  in  sorrow 
than  in  anger ;  "  but  I  will  not  put  one  penny  into  the  Arch- 
bishop's pocket  by  entering  his  Hall." 

I  explained  that  it  was  not  a  Hall  by  the  See  of  Canterbury,  but 
the  irate  Bulbul  wouldn't  hear  of  it.  He  finished  the  bottle, 
pocketed  the  remaining  walnuts  and  the  crackers  (which  he  keeps 
under  his  pillow,  so  as,  if  he  wakes  up  in  the  night,  and  wishes  to 
say  something  droll,  he  may  have  a  companion  by  his  pillow-side  to 
crack  a  joke  with, — an  Oriental  custom),  and,  saying  "  Allah  il 
Allah!"  he  went  to  bed, — or,  to  describe  the  proceeding  in 
excellent  French,  and  to  make  an  international./'1;/  tin  mot,  "  Allah 
il  Allah!"  s'ecria-t-il,  "Allah  il  Allah!"  et  n.  .1  I.L  i  se  coucher. 
This  is  one  of  those  jeux  tie  mots  which  are  registered  for  transmis- 
sion abroad,  and  warranted  to  keep  in  any  climate.  Allowance  made 
to  shippers  and  skippers. 

Tiie  next  night  i  read  the  advertisement  aloud  to  my  Oriental 
friend. 

"You  will  see,"  I  said,  giving  him  the  cream  of  the  extracts, 
"that  the  '  startling  feature  '  is  A  Sliding  Roof." 

"  I  don't  rink,"  replied  PEGGUL  BEY,  "and  I  don't  slide  ;  though," 
he  added,  thoughtfully,  "  if  I  went  on  a  roof  in  this  country,  I  pro- 
bably should.  However,"  he  continued  carelessly,  "let  it  slide. 
Goon!" 

Heedless  of  the  interruption,  I  continued  my  selection  of  attrac- 
tions from  the  advertisement  in  the  J-'ra.  "  You  will  enter  through 
'  Roman/ ir  rarems,  overlooking  mountain  and  rule.'  Fancy  that, 
my  Bey,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  New  Cut  and  what  Mrs.  lirown  calls 
'  O.UEKN  VICTORIA'S  own  Theayter ! ' ' 

"  Are  there  Houris  ?  "  asked  PEGGUL,  with  a  sly  look  over  the  rim 
of  his  glass. 

"There  is,  I  see  advertised,  a  Premii're  Danseuse  Assolifta,"  I 
returned,  gravely. 
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The  Turbaned  Turk  misunderstood  me.  Chucking  up  his  fez,  ho 
exclaimed,  "  l!y  the  Heard  of  the  Prophet!  Imaun!  We  will  go 
and  see  this  Dunseuae  Dis&oluta  .'" 

I  was  shocked.  I  reminded  him  that  he  was  being  converted, 
and,  as  a  threat,  I  protested  I  would  take  him  to  see  /<" •••  BtOfd  at 
the  Folly  Theatre,  if  he  didn't  behave  himself,  lie  trembled. 

"No,  no!"  ho  exclaimed,  piteonsly ;  "anything  but  that." 
Presently  recovering  himself,  that  is  replacing  the  fe/  on  his  head, 
he  ukea,  "  \Vh\  have  they  changed  the  name  of  the  Charing  Cross 
Theatre  to  The  Folly  P" 

"Tho  Manager,"  I  answered,  "explains  in  a  handbill  that  it  is 
!>ei)iiuse  lie  intends  '  shooting  Folly  as  it  llies.'  " 

"What's  Folly  done  to  his  Company  that  they  should  murder 
her  ?  If  he  only  wounds  Folly,  she  will,  of  course,  cease  to  fly,  and 
be  unable  to  run." 

"  True,  I'K<.(;I  i..   Hut  when  he  takes  aim,  he  hopes  to  makeahit." 

"  But,"  returned  the  Muhommetan,  astutely,  "  I  see  that  a  piece, 
founded  on  Mnrlin  Clnizzli'iril,  and  called  Pecksniff,  is  to  be  pro- 
duced. Does  the  Manager,  MK.  ALEXAJTDEK  HENDEBSON,  call  this 
'  shooting-  Folly  as  it  Hies'  ?  " 

"  Sir,1'  1  replied,  drawing  myself  up,  as  if  I  were  a  legal  document, 
"  these  are  questions  which  only  a  Sage  can  answer.  I  am  not 

'  NBS." 

"  Nor  Ai.KXANnKK,"  said  the  Bey,  flippantly. 

N>  we  dropped  the  subject,  and  went  to  the  St.  James's  to  see 
T/iri'K  Jfi/fiona  i  if  Money,  witli  MRS.  Jotter  WOOD  and  MR.  GEORGE 
lloxrv  in  the  two  principal  ports. 

MB.  HONKY  always  was  funny  in  Xitney,  and  of  course  it  was  not 
to  be  expected  that  his  humour  would  be  limited  by  the  exact 
sum  having  been  named.  1  never  saw  the  French  original,  Lea 
Trots  JKlJi"iis  ill-  tlliiiliiitrur,  hut  it  there  is  not  more  in  it  than 
these  two  adapters  linve  got  out  of  it,  it  cannot  have  been,  originally, 
a  very  humorous  production.  It  is  always  pleasant  to  witness  Mis. 
i-tforaMoe,  she  seems  so  thoroughly  to  enjoy  the  fun 
whenever  it  occurs,  and  wbmtumi  aneoess  The  Three  JHMMMM  may 
obtain  with  the  Million,  it  will  be  owing  to  the  acting,  for  there  is 
very  little  to  laxigh  at  in  the  dialogue.  MR.  GEOBGE  CLARKK'S 
American  millionnaire  must  be  taken,  I  presume, — as  a  truthful 
representation  of  the  reality.  I  never  met  the  reality,  and  so. 
though  "I  may  presump  as  much  as  I  darned  please,"  I  could 
not  presump  to  criticise  this  particular  delineation  of  character ; 
but  I  do  presump,  that,  had  the  adaptation  been  made  by  the 
experienced  MK.  MADDISON  MORTON,  the  dialogue  would  probably 
have  been  as  amusing  as  that  in  Woodcock's  Little  Game. 

PEGGUL  BEY  was  highly  pleased  with  the  mock  Italian  duett 
between  MRS.  WOOD  and  MR.  HONEY,  though  he  expressed  himself 
in  excellent  monosyllabic  Turkish  on  the  merits  of  the  piece 
generally. 

"  Give  me  more  music !  "  he  exclaimed,  and  so  I  took  him  to  hear 
Toto,  at  the  Strand. 

For  charming  scenery,  for  bright  dresses,  and  for  brilliancy 
generally,  apart  from  music  and  libretto,  Princess  Toto  is,  I  fancv, 
unsurpassed  in  London  at  the  present  moment.  It  commences  well, 
it  promises  well,  but  it  is  disappointingly  childish.  It  revives  hope 
now  and  then  by  an  occasional  nicker.  For  instance,  the  business  of 
the  scene  with  the  Indians  (MESSES.  Cox  and  PEITLEY  being  capital 
in  this)  is  immensely  funny,  as  is  also  the  situation  where  Prince 
Doro  (M.  MARIUS)  hits  upon  the  expedient  of  providing  the 
monotonously  forgetful  Princess  with  his  visiting-cards,  so  that  she 
may  remember  his  name  during  their  love-making.  The  whole  plot 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  development  of  the  idea  suggested  by  that  first- 
rate  comic  song  (written,  I  think,  by  the  librettist  and  composer  of 
this  comic  opera,  and  sung  in  one  of  the  GEBMAN-REED  pieces  at  the 
Gallery  of  Illustration),  where  the  oblivious  lover  would  propose  if 
he  could  only  think  of  the  Lady's  name,  which  he  at  last  remembers 
is  "  MARIA,"  but  too  late — for  she  is  another's.  The  germ  of  Toto 
was  in  this  song,  while  the  notion  of  persons  being  obliged  to  assume 
characters  quite  alien  from  their  real  natures,  may  be  found  in  the 
same  author's  Creatures  of  Tnij»i!se  and  Happy  Arcadia.  There  is 
not  in  Toti>  such  a  song  as  MR.  CLAY'S  "  Nobody  Knows,"  or  some- 
body else's  "  1  "on  ure  (i  rery  Handsome  Man,"  in  both  of  which  Miss 


minaret,  a  kind  of  Turkish  cigar,  chiefly  paper.     "  WAONEB,  with 
his    Flying   Dustman,   hath   nought   to   fear   from  these   1! 
Bazouks." 

He  was  melancholy,  and  needed  a  something  that  cheers  but  does 
not  inebriate.  When  I  allow  him  to  indulge  in  anything  that  does 
inebriate,  the  l!ey,  though  generally  so  smooth  and  tranquil, 
becomes  most  unpleasantly  Botphorut— I  mean,  boisterous. 

"Christian Dog !  "  he  exclaimed,  addressing  me, — itsounds  insult- 
ing, but  it  isn't,  being  merely  the  Turkish  equivalent  for  "  Sly  dog," 
".lolly  dog,"  and  suchlike  familiarities,  which  neither  breed,  nor 
imply  contempt — "Christian  dog!  lam  athirst!  I  am  hungry! 
1  in -pale-ale  me !  Lead  mo  to  the  Steak  !  " 

"  Bulbul,"  I  replied,  in  excellent  Turkish,  "  Im-aun .' " 

And  so, — "  Yes,  we  together  " — as  the  duett  in  Norma  has  it — 
sought  the  Cavern  of  the  Good  Genii  of  the  Silver  (iridiron,  where 
Grim  Goblings  do  nightly  congregate,  and  midnight  poachers  gloat 
o'er  their  golden  eggs.  Hush  !  Give  the  pass-word !  Now  the 
counter-sign !  Now  the  grip !  Now  the  secret  order,  for  the  Waiter 
is  in  the  room !  Ha !  there  are  two  down  on  their  marrow-bones ! 
Nay,  then,  resistance  is  useless !  To  the  rescue  .... 

Excuse  my  finishing  thus  hurriedly,  but  I  see  that  GENERAL  Goun  i  - 
BUSTER  and  the  two  O'llKDYBRS  have  just  entered,  and  in  another 
I  minute  there  will  be  very  little  left  for  the  faithful,  but  famishing, 
;  individual,  who  signs  hinmgl-f  now  as  ever 

P.S.— The  Bulbul,  who  in  the  process  of  OOKMMMB  •  deeply 
interested  in  all  ecclesiastical  questions,  wants  to  know  if  there  is 
such  a  dignitary  as  the  "  Bishop  of  Soda  and  Bee."  I  seem  to  have 
heard  the  name  'somewhere.  Also  hasn't  mv  Mahommedaa  friend 
got  things  a  trifle  muddled  in  asking,  "  When  there  's  a  Church 
question  for  the  Spirituous  Peers,  doesn't  a  Jorum  of  Bishops  decide 
,  it ''  How  many  make  a  jorum  ?  "  And  again,  "  How  do  you  make 
a  real  Bishop  ?  Do  you  use  more  than  two  lemons,  and  ought  then 
to  be  any  Curate-so  in  it  or  not  ?  "  I  fancy  the  Bulbul  has  either 
got  out  of  his  depth,  or  has  found  on  old  recipe  book  of  drinks. 


iffe  than  the  Comic  Opera  

book  more  suitable  for  a  setting  by  OFFENBACH  than  by  APBEB  ? 
and  wouldn't  something  like  "  Nobody  Knows  "  score  a  success  with 
the  habitui's  of  the  Strand  Theatre,  who  do  like  to  be  enlivened 
occasionally  with  a  vulgarian  atrocity  ? 

MR.  Cox's  makes-up,  first  as  King  Portico,  and  then  as  the  Indian 
Chief,  are  admirable,  and  the  burlesque  imitation  of  Hiawatha 
couldn't  be  improved,  either  by  the  author,  who  has  evidently 
written  it  in  his  happiest  vein,  or  by  the  actor,  MR.  PENLEY,  whose 
delivery  of  the  lines  was  so  inimitably  funny  as  (when  Your  Repre- 
sentative was  there)  nearly  to  obtain  an  encore.  It  is  not  often 
that  a  speech  in  an  Opera  is  singled  out  for  such  a  distinction. 

"Allah  il  Allah!"  said  PEUGUL  BEY,   as  he  lit  his  fragrant 


THE  PROMENADE  CONCERTS. 

UISTDB     of      Covent 
Garden.    Evening. 

Enter  a  Young 
Lady  and  Gen- 
tleman. 

Gentleman.   Come, 

KITTY,  to  GATTI, 
He     hasn't     got 

PATTI, 
But  makes,    my 

dear  queenie, 
A  pint  of  Bass- 

ini  ; 
We'll  see,  dear,— 

while  we  "tea" 
Or     "  coffee,"— 

ARDITI, 
Who  beats  time 

so  strongly. 
His  name  is  spelt 

wrongly ; 
It  should  be,  my 

KlTTT, 

Writ    SIONOB 
HARD-HITTY. 
We  '11  hear,  too,  BIANCHI. 
Come,  KITTY. 
Kitty.  Tes,  thank  ye. 

[Exeunt  into  Covent  Garden  Theatre. 


A  True  Economist. 

WHO  says  "  The  Wise  Men  "  came  from  the  East  ?  It  was  from 
the  North,  depend  upon  it.  Hark  to  this  far-sighted  wisdom  of  a 
Baillie  of  the  gude  town  of  Elgin : — 

"  BAILLIE  ALLAN  said  he  was  of  opinion  that  it  would  be  money  thrown 
away  to  repair  the  engine.  There  had  been  no  fire  in  Elgin  for  some  fifteen 
years,  and,  if  one  should  occur,  the  best  way  to  deal  with  it  would  be  by  way 
of  using  buckets  and  such  like  means.  A  fire-engine  was  a  mere  piece  of 
nonsense.  The  question  of  having  one  had  come  up  before  the  Commissioner! 
three  or  four  times  while  he  had  been  a  member  of  the  body.  It  had  always 
come  to  nothing,  and  it  would  do  so  again." 
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BEWARE    HOW    YOU    INTRODUCE    YOUR    INTIMATE    FRIENDS    TO    EACH  OTHER. 

THE  TOMKINSONS  THINK  THOSE  DEAR  JENKINSONS  WOULD  GET  ON  so  WELL  WITH  THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  WILKINSONS  THAT  THEY  GIVE 
A  SMALL  DINNER-PARTY  TO  ENABLE  THESE  TO  MEET. 

BEHOLD  THEM  AFTER  DINNER  :— THE   WILKINSONS   AND   JESKINSONS  ARE  GETTING    ON   so    VERY  WELL  TOGETHER,  THAT  POOI; 

T.    AND   HIS   WIFE  ARK  COMPLETELY  LEFT  OUT  IN  THE  COLD,    AND   HAVE  TO  FALL  BACK  ON  THEIR  OWN  PHOTOGRAPH- ALBUMS  1 


THE  PUBLIC  ORATOR. 

THE  University  of  Cambridge  has  lately! been  electing  a  new 
Public  Orator.  Much  curiosity  having  been  aroused  as  to  this 
functionary,  we  have  made  it  our  special  business  to  inquire  into 
his  duties,  qualifications,  privileges,  perquisites,  and  emoluments, 
and  now  hasten  to  lay  the  result  of  the  investigation  before  our 
impatient  Readers. 

The  Public  Orator  is  expected  to  know  by  heart  the  works  of 
DEMOSTHENES,  ISOCEATES,  CICERO,  UCTINTILIAN,  BURKE,  PITT,  Fox, 
SHERIDAN,  CURRAN,  GRATTAN,  DANIEL  WKBSIEH,  and  LORD  CHES- 
TERFIELD. 

The  Public  Orator  must  be  prepared  to  respond  in  Greek,  Latin, 
or  Hebrew,  to  the  toast  of  "The  University"  at  any  dinner, 
luncheon,  or  other  public  entertainment,  connected  with  the  Free- 
masons, the  Odd  Fellows,  the  Volunteers,  the  School-Board,  or  the 
Philosophical  Society. 

It  is  the  duty  of  the  Public  Orator  to  give  lectures  in  Elocution, 
and  to  hold  classes  for  instruction  in  the  art  of  Reading,  the  delivery 
of  public  Recitations,  and  the  management  of  the  voice  in  the  Pulpit, 
at  the  Bar,  in  Parliament,  and  at  Congresses. 

It  is  also  the  duty  of  the  Public  Orator  to  attend  the  debates  at 
the  Union,  to  applaud  those  speakers  whom  he  may  consider  deserving 
of  encouragement,  and  to  express,  by  audible  tokens  of  dissent,  his 
dissatisfaction  at  any  defects  in  style,  diction,  manner,  gesture,  and 
action. 

That  the  Public  Orator  may  keep  himself  thoroughly  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  best  examples  of  modern  eloquence,  it  is  his 
privilege  to  be  present,  either  in  the  House  of  Lords  or  Commons,  at 
least  one  night  in  every  week  during  the  Session ;  and  when  any 
debate  of  especial  interest  is  expected  to  arise,  he  must  make 
arrangements  to  remain  within  an  easy  distance  of  Westminster 
until  its  close. 

Once  at  least  during  his  University  career,  every  Undergraduate 
is  entitled,  on  payment  of  a  fee  of  one  guinea,  to  request  an  inter- 


view with  the  Public  Orator,  and  to  call  upon  him  to  listen  to  a 
recitation  from  the  works  of  one  of  the  great  Orators  or  Dramatists 
of  ancient  or  modern  times,  or  to  an  extempore  address  on  the 
Sewage  Question,  or  some  other  prominent  topic  of  the  day. 

The  Public  Orator  presents  all  candidates  for  degrees  from  extra- 
ordinary D.C.L.'s  to  ordinary  B.A.'s,  and  acquaints  the  Vice-Chan- 
cellor and  the  Proctors  with  every  particular  of  their  previous  lives 
in  the  choicest  Latin  and  the  best  superlatives. 

Once  in  each  term  the  Public  [Orator  delivers  an  address  in  the 
Senate  House,  or  other  commodious  public  building,  on  the  principal 
occurrences  of  the  time,  whether  of  local  or  national  interest,  first 
in  Latin  to  those  who  are  in  statu  pupillari,  and  then  in  English  for 
the  benefit  of  the  ladies,  who  on  the  conclusion  of  his  speech  shower 
their  bouquets  at  his  feet  and  wreathe  his  cap  with  garlands.  At  the 
annual  Commencement  he  recapitulates  the  history  of  the  past  year, 
either  in  prose  or  verse,  and  a  collection  for  his  benefit  is  made  at  the 
close  of  the  proceedings  by  the  Pro-proctors  and  Esquire  Bedels. 

It  is  the  privilege  of  the  Public  Orator  to  receive  an  invitation  to 
the  wedding-breakfast  of  the  daughter,  grand-daughter,  or  niece  of 
any  of  the  Heads  of  Houses  or  Professors,  and  to  return  thanks  on 
behalf  of  the  Bridesmaids,  in  his  ex-officio  capacity. 

If  a  daughter  of  the  Vice-Chancellor  for  the  time  being  receives  a 
proposal  of  marriage,  it  is  the  Public  Orator  who  composes  her 
answer  in  elegant  Latin,  and  on  gilt-edged  paper. 

A  suitable  residence,  with  spacious  grounds,  in  which  he  may  pace 
up  and  down  when  preparing  his  public  exercises,  is  provided  for 
the  Public  Orator,  rent  and  taxes  free  ;  with  coals,  caudles,  gas,  and 
firewood,  at  the  expense  of  the  University.  The  house  is  known  as 
"  The  Oratory." 

The  Public  Orator  is  paid  by  results ;  that  is  to  say,  according  to 
the  number  of  speeches  ne  makes  in  the  course  of  the  year. 

There  can  be  no  difficulty  in  distinguishing  the  Public  Orator,  as 
he  invariably  wears  a  violet  velvet  robe,  with  blue  silk  sleeves,  on 
which  are  embroidered  in  gold  the  monograms  of  Demosthenes  and 
Cicero. 


p 


3 


s 


> 

w 


o 

tl 


r-3 

I 

§ 

w 


a 

M 

O 


OCTOBER  28,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


183 


HARD    LINES    FOR    HERETICS. 

'  (A  Pastoral,  done  into  dor/ycrtl,  and  dedicated  to  the  Bi snur  OF  JtixoBCA.) 

WE  renew  and  we 
repeat,  this 
our  excom- 
munication 

'liainst  Heretics 
of  every  sect, 
and  each  de- 
nomination, 

Their  adopted 
children,  pupils, 
every  soul  that 
sits  at  meat  with 
'em; 

Their  fathers, 
mothers,  tutors; 
all  who  deal 
with  'em  or 
treat  with  'em. 

We  hereby  excom- 
municate all 
those  who  've  a 
kind  look  for 
e'm, 

Their  helpers  and 
their  servant* ; 
all  who  wait  on 
'em  or  cook  for 
'em. 

All  those  that  dare  to  Heretics  to  let  a  habitation, 
School,  Hospital,  or  Church,  we  doom  to  excommunication. 

And  we  herehy  sentence  each  and  all  that,  despite  our  prohibition, 
Give  Protestants,  or  lend,  or  leave,  them  money,  to  perdition  ; 
And  also  all  with  Heretics  who  live  on  terms  of  amity, 
Or  speak  or  write  a  word  for  them  in  trouble  and  calamity. 

Our  Clergy,  in  the  Mass  whilst  they  perform  their  holy  functions, 
We  charge  throughout  our  diocese  to  read  out  these  injunctions 
On  three  successive  Sundays — day  and  deed  alike  the  better — 
And  make  their  flocks  by  acts  of  faith  obey  them  to  the  letter. 


TICTION  IN  THE  PULPIT. 

IN  the  days  before  Music  Halls,  there  were  Supper-Rooms,  also 
musical,  at  one  of  which,  once,  was  wont  nightly  to  be  sung  by  a 
comic  vocalist,  a  song  with  the  chorus : — 

"  No  science  to  me  is  a  mystery, 

I  've  read  every  book  through  and  through. 
I  was  always  the  fondest  of  "istory, 
Because  we  all  know  it  is  true." 

As,  for  example : — 

"JULIUS  C.HSAR  invented  gunpowder " 

And  so  on;  with  similar  illustrations  of  historical  trnth.  To 
which  might  now  be  added  a  duly  versified  extract  from  a  political 
discourse  in  the  form  of  a  sermon,  reported  to  have  been  preached 
by  an  Eminent  Personage  in  a  chapel  on  Friday  last  week,  being 
the  feast  of  St.  Edward  the  Confessor.  "  That  great  mass  of  cor- 
ruption, the  Roman  Empire,"  having  begun,  said  His  Eminence,."  to 
die  by  its  own  law  of  dissolution  " : — 

"  At  last  a  Roman  Emperor — CONSTANTINO— embraced  Christianity,  and  no 
sooner  had  he  been  converted  to  the  faith  than  he  translated  his  throne  to 
I!y7;mtium,  which  became  Constantinople,  because  his  instinct  told  him  he 
could  not  reign  supreme  in  the  city  where  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ  dwelt. 
The  sovereignty  of  this  world  then  gave  place  to  the  sovereignty  of  the  Incar- 
nate Word,  and  from  that  day  onwards  Christian  civilisation  spread  from 
Rome  as  its  centre.  In  the  person  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ  the  two  offices  of 
Pontiff  and  King  were  united,  and,  because  united  ill  him,  they  were  separated 
in  all  others  who  bore  authority." 

Suppose  any  student  at  the  College  in  course  of  formation,  under 
the  auspices  of  CARDINAL  MAMJING,  at  Kensington,  goes  up  to  pass 
an  examination  in  history,  conducted  by  any  commonly  competent 
examiner.  Should  he  be  asked  to  name  the  time  at  which  the 
Popes  acquired  temporal  sovereignty,  would  the  Cardinal,  to  whom 
the  foregoing  statements  are  ascribed,  recommend  him  to  assign  the 
date  at  which  CONSTAJTTINE  "  translated  his  throne  to  Byzantium," 
and  turned  that  city  into  Constantinople  ?  Would  he  advise  him  to 
back  this  answer  by  alleging  certain  "  Forged  Decretals,"  so  called, 
to  have  been  genuine  documents,  and  the  commonly  accounted  ficti- 


tious " Donation  of  CON-TAN II.XE"  an  actual  transaction?  If  not, 
ought  not  the  Cardinal,  on  consideration,  candidly  to  acknowledge 
that  the  historical  views  propounded  in  the  last  of  the  above  quota- 
tions exactly  resemble  those  referred  to  in  the  first  of  them,  and 
exemplified  in  the  second 't  The  sole  difference  is  inessential,  being 
no  more  than  that  between  secular  and  <  :il  history,  and 

the  latter,  he  also  might  sing,  is  as  estimable  as  the  former,  "  because 
we  all  know  it  is  true."  Only,  instead  of  sinking  to  that  effect  on  a 
Music  Hall  stage,  he  says  as  mueh  in  a  Pulpit.  There,  it  is  won- 
derful what  a  man  of  undoubted  knowledge,  and  of  veracity  under 
•nditions  equally  unquestionable,  will  occasionally 
work  himself  up  to  affirming,  in  :i  Iliirht  of  fiiith  and  fancy.  It 
seems  all  the  more  wonderful  that  CMHUXAL  MANXIXK  should  some- 
times run  on  in  that  way,  seeing  that  he  is  a  strict  Teetotaller. 


A    MODEL    MAIDEN. 

''is  not  alone  that  she  is  fair, 

And  I  iat  h  a  wealth  of  golden  hair; 
'Tisnotthatshe  canplayand  sing, 
To  eharm  a  Critic  or  a  King  ; 
'Tin  not  that  she  is  gentle,  kind, 
And    wears    no    chignon    huge 

behind, 
Nor  high-heeled  boot,  nor  corset 

laeed 

To  show  her  slenderness  of  waist ; 
'Tis  not  that  she  can  talk  with 

ease 

On   well-nigh   any   theme   you 

please ; 
'Tis  is  not  that  she  can  row,  and 

ride, 

And  do  a  dozen  things  beside  : — 
The    reasons   why,.'!    love  Miss 

BKOWW 

Are  that  she  never  wears  a  frown, 
Ne'er  sulks,  or  pouts,  or  mopes, 

or  frets, 
Or   fusses    about    "  styles "   or 

"  sets ; " 

Ne'er  nurses  Lapdogs  by  the  fire, 
Nor  bids  her  friends  their  charms 

admire ; 

Ne'er  bets  upon  the  Derby  Day, 
And  when  she 's  lost  omits  to  pay  ; 
By  bonnets  does  not  bound  her  talk, 
And  is  not  indisposed  to  walk ; 
Ne'er  bullies  her  small  brothers,  nor 
Esteems  their  childish  games  a  bore : 
With  pigments  ne'er  her  cheek  defiles, 
Nor  practises  coquettish  wiles : 
Needs  not  a  Maid  to  pack  her  things, 
Nor  plagues  Papa  for  diamond  rings : 
On  biscuits  is  content  to  lunch  ; 
Loves  SHAXSFEARE,  MILTON,  POPE,  and  Punch  ; 
Never  descends  to  vulgar  slang, 
And  ne'er  was  known  the  door  to  bang  ! 


Strike  in  the  Fainting  Trade. 

WE  are  sorry  to  report  that  all  the  Journeymen  Painters  in  the 
service  of  the  eminent  Coachbuilders,  MESSRS.  PANNELL  &  Co.,  have 
struck  work.  The  reason  alleged  for  this  proceeding  on  the  part  of  the 
men  is  not  any  quarrel  about  wages,  but  the  fact  that  Ms.  PASTTKLI,, 
Senior,  having  consented  to  sit  for  his  portrait,  has  commissioned  the 
President  of  the  Royal  Academy  instead  of  employing  one  of  his  own 
painters.  This  naturally  wounds  the  self-respect  of  his  men. 


"FESTTNA  LENTE." 

IN  the  last  great  Thames  Sculling-Match— for  £100  a  ride — 
TARKYEK  has  beat  BRYAN.  It  is  the  old  moral  of  the  Hare  and  the 
Tortoise — "  Tout  dent  a  qui  sait  attcndre  " — "  Tour  Tarryer  is  safe 
to  win."  Besides,  a  Tarryer  was  certain  to  be  a  stayer. 


HEADS  I  WIN . ' 


'  MORE  than  fifty  Montenegrin  heads,"  we  read,  "  were  exposed 
in  the  Bazaar  at  Spouz  on  the  15th  inst."  Surely  Spouz,  and  not 
Martinechi,  ought  to  be  the  Turkish  head -quarters  f 


184 


PUNCH,  OK  THE  LONDON  CHAEIVARI. 


[OCTOBER  28,  1876. 


ANTICIPATION. 

Old  John  (the  "Broad"  Man, — they  had  lean  after  Snipe  on  the  Fen  all  the 
afternoon).  "  I  SAHT,  MASTER  CHARLES,  now  WHEN  TBAOU  GETS  HOM'  AN'  GOT 
YAK  BOATS  OFF — AN'  HAD  YAR  DINNER,  STJF'N'  HOT — AN'  THEN  SIT  AFORE  THE 
FIRE — 'TH  A  PIPE  o'  BACCA' — NOW  DOON'T  THAT  DRAH  TEAOU  OFF  T'  SLEEP  ! " 

Mr.  Charles  (realising  the  situation).   ' '  WELL " 

Old  John  (yawning).  "So  THAT  DEW  ME  ! ! " 


THE  ENCHANTED  OMNIBUS. 

ONE  of  the  most  curious  tricks  to  be  met  with  in 
London  is  that  of  "The  Enchanted  Omnibus."  It 
might,  perhaps,  have  been  attributed  to  the  Spirits,  the 
Conductor  acting  as  Medium,  but  that  such  a  hypothesis 
has  been  negatived  by  the  ioint  action  of  a  gentleman 
named  NKTTLEFOLD  and  ALDERMAN  SIR  ROBERT  GARDEN, 
who  have  exposed  the  modus  operandi,  which  appears.to 
be  as  follows  : — • 

An  Omnibus  starts,  say  from  Bayswater,  and  several 
weak-minded  and  credulous  persons  are  made  to  believe 
before  entering  the  vehicle  that  they  have  distinctly 
read  the  words,  "  To  London  Bridge  Railway"  on  the 
exterior.  On  arriving  at  the  Mansion  House,  however, 
they  are  asked  to  alight,  and  read  again,  when,  instead 
of  "To  London  Bridge  Railway,"  the  words,  "Royal 
Exchange,  Mansion  House,  Bank,"  appear.  The  astonish- 
ment of  the  passengers  is,  of  course,  unbounded. 

MR.  NETTLEFOLD  was  so  astounded  that  he  determined 
at  once  to  unravel  the  mystery,  and  consulted  SIR 
ROBERT  GARDEN.  These  gentlemen  did  not  think  it 
necessary  to  call  in  MESSRS.  MASKELYNE  AND  COOKE, 
but,  after  a  patient  investigation,  discovered  that  the 
trick  is  done  by  means  of  moveable  boards  painted  on 
both  sides,  which,  while  the  happy  passengers  are 
absorbed  in  conversation,  or  mutual  congratulation  on 
the  convenience  of  getting  all  the  way  to  London  Bridge 
Railway  for  sixpence,  the  Conductor  skilfully  reverses. 

It  is  something  like  a  Pantomime  trick,  though 
scarcely  so  amusing  to  the  Passengers,  or,  when  fined 
ten  shillings  and  costs,  to  the  Conductor. 


Cut,  not  Plucked. 

"AN  OSTRICH-FARMER,"  home  from  the  Cape,  writes 
to  correct  a  misapprehension  at  the  bottom  of  a  late 
lament  of  Mr.  Punch's  over  the  cruelty  of  Ostrich- 
plucking.  It  seems  that  the  eight  months'  crop  of 
feathers  is  not  pulled  out  by  the  roots,  but  cut  with 
scissors.  Punch  loses  no  time  in  recording  the  correc- 
tion, in  justice  to  our  Ostrich  Farmers.  He  can  under- 
stand, as  the  feathers  are  "cut,"  that  they  should 
"  come  again." 


MIXTURE     OF     TURKISH    AND 
HARTINGTON  at  Constantinople. 


CAVENDISH.  —  LORD 


N  AMTJSIN'  OLD  Cuss.— The  BISHOP  OF  MINORCA. 


MAORI-US  AMIDST  THE  RUINS  OF  BAILWAYDOM. 

(With  Apologies  to  the  Shade  of  BYRON.) 

"  Three  thousand  years  hence,  perhaps— if  it  be  not  within  three  hundred 
or  threescore  years — the  Art  critics  may  utter  sympathetic  sighs  over  the  rail- 
way embankments  and  cuttings  and  viaducts  which  cross  each  other  at  every 
conceivable  level  between  Clapham  Junction  and  the  Great  City,  and  contrast 
those  relics  of  the  artistic  ingenuity  of  the  past  with  the  tastelessly  utilitarian 
structures  of  their  own  age.  Gazing  on  the  long-rusted  trusses  and  girders  of 
the  colossal  Midland  Station  at  St.  Pancras,  the  enormous  spun  of  tbe  Great 
Eastern  Terminus  in  Liverpool  Street,  the  mouldering  piers  of  the  Charing 
Cross  Railway  Bridge,  the  shattered  parapets  of  the  Thames  Embankment, 
and  the  decaying  vestiges  of  the  Holborn  Viaduct,  they  may  celebrate,  in 
terms  of  unmeasured  eulogy,  the  grand  and  harmonious  creations  of  the  engi- 
neers of  the  nineteenth  century — men  whom  no  natural  obstacles  could  deter, 
no  scientific  difficulties  discourage,  and  the  merest  ruins  of  whose  achieve- 
ments were  pregnant  with  matter  for  astonishment  and  applause,  and  with 
models  for  imitation." — Daily  Telegraph  on  MR.  POYNTER'S  Address  befor° 
the  Social  Science  Congress  at  Liverpool. 

RELIC  of  nobler  days  and  noblest  Arts, 

Shattered  yet  splendid  thy  perspective  spreads. 
Graceful  yet  grand  art  thou  in  all  thy  parts, 

To  Art  a  model,  and,  to  him  who  treads 
Where  rust  thy  sleepers  in  their  clayey  beds, 

Her  light  shines  through  thy  cuttings.    Here  indeed 
The  Iron  Age  with  Ageless  Beauty  weds, 

Divorced,  defunct,  in  these  grim  days  of  greed, 
When  STEPHENSON  and  WATT  in  vain  demand  their  meed. 

AlasJ!  no  "more  our  feeble  hands  may  rear 
Grand  and  harmonious  structures  such  as  th'^ 

Upon  yon  rusty  rail  I  drop  a  tear. 
^          rust  it  more !    That  age  was  greot,  I  wis, 


That  could  excogitate  a  girder !     'Tis 
The  finished  fruit  of  Art's  divinest  function. 

A  Railway  Bridge !    Aha !  aesthetic  bliss ! 
We  cannot  ape,  I  own  with  sore  compunction, 

The  charm  of  Charing  Cross,  the  grace  of  Clapha-n  Junction. 

Ruin,  yet  what  a  ruin !     From  its  mass 

Many  a  Maori  village  might  be  reared. 
Oft  as  its  mighty  skeleton  I  pass, 

I  marvel  how  sublimely  it  appeared 
When  first  its  long  straight  lines  and  vistas  weird 

Broke  on  the  Briton's  sight ;— Oh  happy  day 
For  RUSKIN,  to  whose  soul  were  so  endeared 

Those  glittering  glories  whose  bright  sun  nas  set  — 
Permanent  way  and  pier,  platform  and  parapet ' 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime, — 

Gaunt  ruins,  ye  are  great  e'en  in  decay. 
They  had  a  taste  in  that  far  distant  time, 

Denied  to  us  in  this  degenerate  day. 
Aroh,  girder,  truss,  vast  sweep  of  roof,— the  play 

Of  Titan  phantasy  is  in  your  all. 
Yon  pillars  stir  my  spirit  in  a  way 

I  have  not  felt  in  Karnac's  vasty  hall, 
Or  where  thy  ruins.  Rome,  are  tottering  to  their  fall 

Arches  on  arches  !    Here  proud  Albion, 

Collecting  what  was  best  of  every  line, 
The  charms  of  all  her  Stations  merged  in  one  ; 

Here  Platform  did  with  Terminus  combine. 
Here  Railway  minions,  bearded,  bland,  benign, 

Shouldered  huge  loads  or  wheeled  the  ladeu  truck. 
Ah !  if  their  happy  fortune  had  been  mine, 

To  live  ere  Railwaydom's  last  hour  had  btruck, 
Ere  reigned  balloons  on  high — alas !  I  'd  no  such  luck ! 
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LINKS  OX  THF.   SOl.'TH- 
WKSTKK.N   LINE. 

How  apt  impatience  to  provoke 
The  waits  and  ways  of  liishopstoke, 
When,  witli  a  coolness  past  a  joke, 
Trains  make  full  stop  at  Bishop- 

il.e  ! 

"  Is  't  to  dig  coal,  or  to  make  coke 
They  stay  so  long  f  I'. 
You  ask,  with  choler  til 
Condemned  to  wait  at 
1 1  in  a  smoking-carriage,  smoke 
Tin'  time  away  at  Bishopstoke. 

!;iy  ut  leisure  yon  may  soak, 
And  liquor  up  at  Bishopstoke  ; 
Or  go  to  sleep     you  won't  be  woke 
In  forty  winks  a' 


Heads  mtt  of  windows 


,ok> 


INCORRIGIBLE! 

Medical  Adviser.  "Now,  FIRST  OF  ALL,  YOU  MUST  NOT  DRINK  BEEE  IN  THE  MORNING!" 
Patient.  "No   MORE  I  SHOULD,  OLD  FELLOW,  BUT   IT  so   HAPPENS  THERE'S  NOT   A  DROP  OF 
BRANDY  IN  THE  HOUSE  !" 


To  learn  what 's  wrong  at  Biahop- 

stoke; 

Ff  boiler  burst,  or  engine  broke, 
Has   stoppage   caused   at  Bishop- 
stoke  ; 

If  a  smash  or  impending:  stroke, 
Of  fate  is  feared  ut  Bishopatoke. 
Your  grumblers  growl  and  croakers 

croak 

Their  worst,  delayed  at  Bishopstoke. 
In  naths  and  curses  wrath  is  wruku 
I' pon  tin-  name  of  liishopstoke. 
Words  to  rtp.-at  unlit  are  spoke 
Whilst  travellers  wait  at  Bisho;i- 

stoke. 

Around  thee  better  draw  thy  cloak, 
And  sit  and  muse  at  Bishopstoke. 
That  patient  animal,  the  Moke, 
Thy  model  make  at  Bishopstoke. 
Sooner  or  later,  suffering  folk, 
"Trains  will  budge  e'en  from  Bishop- 
stoke. 


THE     FLYDfo     DurcHMAir.  —  A 
Transvaal  Boer. 


Here,  where  the  Locomotive  breathed  her  steam, 

And  here,  where  buzzing  Tourists  choked  the  ways, 
And  sounded  shrill  the  whistle's  brazen  scream, 

While  smoke  and  oil  would  their  sweet  incense  raise, — 
Here,  where  the  British  Million's  blame  or  praise — 

Unbacked  by  tips — fell  flat  on  Porters  proud, 
My  voice  sounds  hollow  ;  stars  shed  sickly  rays 

On  booking-office  void,  seats  squashed,  poles  bowed, 
And  platforms  where  my  steps  raise  echoes  strangely  loud. 

But  when  the  round-faced  Moon  begins  to  climb 

That  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there, 
While  the  stars  shimmer  through  the  gaps  which  Time 

Has  left  in  the  long  roof  so  blank  and  bare-^ 
Save  where  some  sparrow  builds  its  tangled  lair, 

Like  tufts  on  some  nigh-bald  Director's  head — 
Then  Loveliness  in  ruins  shows  more  rare  ; 

Then  in  this  vast  arena  rise  the  dead  : 
Tourists  once  trod  this  spot ! — now  on  their  dust  I  tread ! 

Where  loomed  "Refreshments,"  large  the  roofage  falls 

And  hides  that  mystic  legend,  time-displaced. 
Gorgeous  Advertisements  that  decked  these  walls 

With  rainbow  play  of  hues — posters  that  graced 
These  walls  in  tatters  now  hang  half -effaced. 

Yon  "Largest  Circulation "  means — ah !  what  ? — 
The  rest  is  mystery  that  may  not  be  traced ! 

"  Hi  !     Wake  up,  Sir  !     Train  's  in  !  "—May  I  be  shot, 
If  I  've  not  drowsed  and  dreamed  over  that  Leader's  rot ! 


Princeps    Secundus. 

"  Prpximos  Hie  tamen  occupavit 
Prinscp  honores." 

MR.  VAL  PRINSEP  is  to  paint  the  scene  of  the  proclamation  of  the 
QUEER'S  Imperial  title  at  Delhi.  If  what  we  hear  of  the  price  he  is 
to  receive  for  the  picture  be  true,  PRINSEP'S  Durlar-ilay  will  rank 
as  a  colossus  among  commissions,  second  only  to  Farm's  Derby  Day. 


SIRLOIN  AND  LADY. 

THE  Women  of  England  will  scarcely,  perhaps,  consider  the  fol- 
lowing emendation  in  the  Times  as  any  improvement  of  an — 

"AMERICAN  ERRATUM. — A  New  York  paper,  from  which  we  recently 
quoted  a  report  of  a  speech  of  PROFESSOR  HUXLEY,  made  in  the  United 
States,  represented  him  as  stating  that  English  women  had  been  described  by 
a  distinguished  American  as  being  rather  too '  teethy ; '  the  reader  should 
substitute  'beefy.' " 

Whether!  it  is  prettier  in  Woman  to  be  "beefy"  or  "teethy" 
is  a  question  which  depends  a  good  deal  upon  what  "teethy" 
may  mean.  It  ris  too  probable  that  the  distinguished  American 
misreported  to  have  called  Englishwomen  teethy,  did  not  in- 
tend to  natter  by  calling  them  beefy.  But  the  epithet  is  true 
enough ;  not  to  say  too  true.  What  else  than  being  beefy  could  be 
expected  of  MRS.  BULL,  and  her  daughters,  except  those  in  their 
nonage,  whom  perhaps  the  satirical  rogue  of  a  Yankee  would  rather 
describe  as  vealy  ?  Never  mind,  darlings.  Beef  is  dear  to  every 
true  Briton.  Let  not  the  sneering  stranger  say,  "  So  is  his  wife, 
and  so  are  his  girls,"  meaning  that  his  milliners'  and  jewellers'  bills 
usually  equal,  if  they  do  not  exceed  his  butchers'.  It  is  in  the 
power  of  the  Women  of  England,  or,  not  to  give  offence  to  Scotch- 
men, say  Great  Britain,  to  vindicate  themselves  from  the  aspersion 
of  being  beefy  in  any  but  a  laudatory  sense,  by  learning  to  dress 
themselves  upon  as  nearly  as  possible  the  moderate  cost  of  £15  a- 
year,  so  as  to  take  care  that  if  they  are  in  some  degree  beefy,  as 
their  American  critic  terms  them,  at  any  rate  their  beef  shall  never 
be  objectionably  overdone. 


Bears  All. 

"  Great  war-panic  on  the  Stock  Exchange.  ...  All  Russian  securities  had 
a  heavy  fall."— Evening  Paper,  Wednesday,  18  Oct. 

BROKERS  and  jobbers  ought  to  thank 
Their  friends,  LORDS  BEACONSFIELB  and  DEEBT, 

For  last  week's  treat— so  near  the  Bank- 
Unusual  treat,  of  "  rus(s)  in  urbe." 
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HOSTS    AND    GUESTS. 

Guest.    "  GOOB-BTE, — ENJOYED   OURSELVES  SO  MITCH  !  " 

Sost.     "SO  SOEKY  YOU    AKE   GOING, — NOW,    CAN'T  WE  PERSUADE  YOU, — HOW  THE  TlME  HAS   FLOWN  !— HOPE  WE  SHALL    SOON    SEE 
YOU  AG " 

Coachman  (confidentially).  ""WILL  Ot  MARK  'EM  TOO  LATE  FOR  THE  THRAIN,  SOR  ?    I  CAN  ASY " 

His  Master  (in  dumb  show).   "  IF  YOU  DABF,  SIR  !     DRIVE  LIKE  THE  !  !  " 


SOME  CHARACTERISTICS  OP  SPIRITS. 

THE  Spirits  of  Spirit-Rappers,  and  Spirit-Writers,  from  the  style 
of  their  messages  as  published  in  the  Spiritualist  papers  and 
periodicals,  appear  almost  all  to  have  belonged  to  one  class  of 
society,  of  which  they  still  preserve  the  ideas  and  language.  With 
scarcely  an  exception  they  express  themselves  like  persons  of  the 
lower  middle  class.  No  Spirits  ever  affect  the  peculiar  phraseology 
of  Swells,  or  even  use  that  of  educated  gentlemen  and  ladies. 
They  usually  talk  as  though  their  style  had  been  derived  from  the 
perusal  of  low  newspapers,  and  from  sitting  under  semi-taught 
Dissenting  Preachers. 

The  names  under  which  they  announce  themselves  are  chiefly  the 
familiar  and  endearing:  diminutives  of  common  domestic  life,  such 
as  "ALLIE"  and  "KATIE"  if  female,  otherwise  the  ordinary 
Christian  names  JOHN,  PETER,  and  so  on ;  though  a  few  assume  a 
pompous  pseudonym  like  "  IMPERATOR,"  and  not  a  few  call  them- 
selves by  ridiculous  nicknames— for  instance,  "  KIBOSH." 

In  short  the  Spirits,  as  a  body,  are  intensely  vulgar.  Every  Spirit 
is  a  snob.  Hie  speech  bewrayeth  him.  He  'is  also  a  dullard.  The 
utterances  of  Spirits  are  generally  platitudes  of  the  broadest  kind — 
copy-book  precepts  diluted.  A  Spirit  professing  to  be  BKX.TAMIX 
FKANKLIN  talks  penny-a-line.  SHAKSM:ARE,  BACON,  NEWTON, 
I'i'ixu'ARTE,  BYKON,  philosophers,  poets,  statesmen,  sovereigns,  all 
of  them  invariably,  spell  out  the  sentiments,  in  the  idiom,  of  a 
loquacious  and  "conceited  mechanic,  or  small  tradesman.  The 
mighty  dead  are  also  very  commonly  apt  to  be  facetious  in  a  similar 
homely  vein ;  and  their  highest  effusions  correspond  to  the  eloquence 
of  a  temperance  orator  declaiming  at  a  "  Tea." 

The  truth  appears  to  be  that,  whether  or  no  the  '  Spirits  ever 
impart  messages  in  foreign  or  dead  languages,  in  French,  German, 
Spanish,  Hebrew,  Latin,  and  Greek,  their  Communications  in  the 
vulgar  tongue,  not.  to  say  in  plain  English,  never  rise  above  the 


level  of  a  mediocrity,  which,  without  a  pun,  may  be  said  to  be  that 
of  the  Medium — though  it  comes  nearer  to  eenea  than  "  aurea  medio- 
critas." 


On  the   "  Inclusive  "  System. 

THIS  is  a  good  example  of  what  one  may  call  "  lumpingj"  it. 
From  the  Daily  News  of.  Oct.  18  :  — 

WITH    IMMEDIATE    POSSESSION.—  A    Lady  having    started  a 
SCHOOL  in  a  good  and  rising  neighbourhood,  has  to  resign  it  in  con- 
sequence of  domestic  arrangements,  and  wishes  to  DISPOSE  OF  the  same. 
Six  pupils,  two  forms,  large  writing-table,  and  scholastic  door-plate. 
£3.     Comfortable  apartments.  —  Address,  &c. 


Price 


More  Vulgarian  Atrocities ! 

To  ask  for  that  delightful  Sang,  "  '  Tis  tlu-  Arp  in  the  Hair." 

To  give  had  Champagne,  which  you  can't  afford,  instead  of  good 
Bitter  Beer,  which  you  can. 

To  eat  Melted  Butter  with  a  knife. 

To  talk  of  how  you  "  moved  in  the  best  Society  "  at  the  place  you 
last  came  from. 

To  torment  Horses  with  Bearing-Reins,  for  the  sake  of  making 
them  toss  their  heads  and  champ  their  hits. 


A  CHILD  THAT  is  "TAKING  NOTICE"  AT  LAST.— The  Occupier  of 
Temple  Bar. 

Tun  Inhabitants  of  the  Strand  are  anxious  for  WoodlPavement. 
We  would  suggest  Beech. 
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Street,  ID  the  Precinct  of  Whitefriars,  in  the  City  of  Irfmdon,  and  publUhed'  by  him  at  No.  85,  Fleet  Street,  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Bride.City  of  London.-  SATI-RDAV,  October  28, 1876. 


NOVEMBER  4,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


187 


THE    STRUGGLE    FOR    EXISTENCE." 

Darwinian  Cosier  (to  thrifty  Jfausewifc).   "WELL,  FISH  IB  DEAR,  MUM;  YOU  SHE 
IT  's  A  GETTIN'  WERY  BCA'CR  IN  CONSEKENCB  o'  THME  'BRE  AQ.UEBHTNS  ! " 


THE  MINSTREL  OF  THE  MANSION 
HOUSE. 

K'.  I:R  has  the  City  King, 
Whilst  ho  filled  the  Civic  Chair, 

Given  his  People  cause  to  sins; 
Glory  to  the  Great  LORD  MAYOR  I 

Great  Lord  Mayors  have,  in  their.day, 
Won,  ere  COTTON,  high  regard, 

But  their  fame  has  passed  away, 
For  they  lacked  a  sacred  Hard. 

That  shall  ne'er  be  COTTON'S  fate?; 

Nor  will  Punch's  line  alone 
COTTON'S  name  perpetuate : 

'Twill  be  deathless  in  his  own. 

Nought  he  needs  another  pen 

Verse  on  his  behalf  to  do  ; 
For  the  Chief  of  Aldermen 

Ranks  among  the  Poets  too ! 

When  did  Lord  Mayor  yet  before 
Civic  Crown  with  bays  entwine, 

Tuneful  lays  'midst  business  pour, 
Cultivate  the  Sisters  Nine  F 

Lo,  Cheapside,  Pieria's  plain  ; 

Thames,  the  Heliconian  rill ; 
Mansion  House,  a  Delian  fane  ; 

Mount  Parnassus,  Fish  Street  Hill ! 

Bards  in  Grub  Street  now  no  more 

Lacking  grub  in  garret  pine, 
As  they  did  in  days  of  yore, 

'Ere  by  Lord  Mayors  asked  to  dine. 

Pass  the  Loving  Cup  around ! 

In  it  plunge,  in  turn,  each  nose ; 
And,  as  guests  in  duty  bound, 

Drink  his  health  before  he  goes. 

May  the  Poet's  life  be  long, 

When  the  Lord  Mayor's  day  is  done : 

As  Apollo,  Lord  of  Song, 
Hail  the  Civic  Betting  Sun! 


FANATICS  AND  FOOLS. 

His  Holiness  the  POPE,  the  other  day,  receiving  the  Carlist 
Pilgrims,  led  by  the  rampant  Aiiuimsuop  OF  GHAITADA,  at  the 
Vatican,  made,  says  the  Times'  Correspondent,  a  discourse  "as 
remarkable  for  its  moderation  as  the  address  delivered  to  him  by 
that  iiery  Prelate  was  for  its  intemperance ; "  insomuch  that — 

"  Never,  perhaps,  did  the  POPE  employ  fewer  pious  invectives  than  on  this 
occasion.  He  welcomed  the  Pilgrims,  told  them  that  he  recognised  them  as 
his  children,  and  that  they  reminded  him  of  the  many  martyrs  whose  blood 
had  made  the  soil  of  their  country  holy— the  doctors,  the  confessors,  the 
founders  of  religious  orders,  and  others,  who  through  their  virtues  have  con- 
tributed to  the  greatness  of  Spain." 

This  explanation  was  of  course  not  required  by  the  faithful  who 
heard  it.  Nor  could  most  other  people  have  well  misunderstood 
whom  the  POPE  meant  by  martyrs  in  Spain,  even  if  he  had  not 
described  them  as  victims  ''  whose  blood  had  made  the  soil  of  their 
country  holy."  The  Martyrs  of  the  Inquisition  bled  very  little. 
Cremation  before  death  was  unattended  with  much  if  any  bloodshed. 
The  Act  of  Faith,  so  called,  can  now  be  spoken  of  only  in  the 
past  tense— even  in  Turkey.  But  a  British  fanatic  might  have 
subjected  himself  to  it  lately  at  Rome,  if  Rome  were  what  Rome 
was,  and  is  now  no  more.  So  much  evidently  appears  from  a  further 
statement  by  the  authority  above  quoted : — 

"  As  an  instance  of  the  strict  impartiality  observed  by  the  Italian  authori- 
ties, I  may  mention  that  an  English  Dissenting  Clergyman,  officiating  in 

It" ,  is.iui'J  i»  placard  to  the  effect  that  on  Sunday  last  he  would  discourse 

on  the  subject  of '  Papistical  Pilgrimages  and  the  Christian  Pilgrimage.'  " 

The  Italian  Authorities  did  wisely  in  ' '  sequestrating  a  poster 
which  might  have  been  read  by  many  as  a  provocation  " — whence  a 
fool  might  have  got  something  tor  himself,  if  not. so  bad  as  fire  and 
faggot,  yet  unpleasant  enough,  and  richly  merited.  Suppose  he  had 
been  put  under  a  puinp,  and  subjected  to  punishment  by  the  milder 
element,  who  will  say  it  would  not  have  served  him  right  ?  Are 
fanatical  Pilgrims  or  fanatical  Protestants  the  greater  Asses  ? 
Perhaps  the  Donkeys'  ears  are  about  of  a  length. 

VOL.  LKI. 


ANGLO-MOSLEM  IRREGULARS. 

Iy  publishing  the  statement  below  quoted  from  a  column  of 
"  Naval  and  Military  Intelligence,"  was  a  contemporary  hoaxed,  or 
flying  a  canard  f — 

"A  scheme  in  connection  with  the  chances  of  a  war  with  Russia  hat  been 
proposed,  according  to  the  Whitehall  Gazette,  and  has  met  with  what  may  be 
termed  conditional  approval  by  the  authorities  at  the  War  Office  and  the  India 
House.  It  is  to  call  for  Volunteers  in  India  to  serve  in  a  cavalry  contingent. 
The  rank  and  file  of  this  force  would  be  composed  exclusively  of  Moslems,  and 
be  commanded  by  officers  who  have  served  in  the  Indian  irregular  cavalry." 

If  this  announcement  is  true,  the  authorities  at  the  War  Office 
are  apparently  contemplating  the  creation  of  a  new  arm  of  the 
Service,  in  the  form  of  British  Baahi-Bazouks.  Should  such  a  corps 
be  constituted  to  fight  the  Russians,  may  it  not  be  feared  that  we 
shall  too  soon  be  horrified  by  Russian  atrocities  committed  by  other 
than  Russian  troops? 


Election  Movements. 

IN  a  paragraph  relating  to  the  approaching  School-Board  Elections 
we  read,  with  some  surprise,  that  "Ms.  A.  B.  C.  (Wesleyan)  will 
run  as  an  Independent  Candidate,  and  MR.  D.  E.  F.  will  run  as  an 
Independent  Church  Candidate."  How  fast  this  age  of  ours  is 
becoming!  Candidates  used  to  be  contented  to  "stand" — now 
they  must  "  run!  "  Has  the  growing  passion  for  athletic  sports 
any  connection  with  this  change  ? 


Shakspearian  Quotation. 

To  be  borne  in  mind  when  you  have  to  meet  that  little  Sill  yo»  bntlctdfnr 
a  Friend. 

Siox  no  more  «  •  • 
Men  were  deceivers  ever. 

Much  Aio  About  Kothing. 
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POOR    BRITA^N'A! 


AVAL  disasters  and  Naval  waste  had  .been' the  staple  of. Punch's 
readings  in  the  evening  papers.  Punch  dreamea  a  dream.  He 
thought  that  he  was  standing  in  a  large  gallery  of  paintings, 
filled  with  pictures  of  BRITANNIA'S  Naval  victories.  And  as 
he  looked  at  the  canvasses,  he  could  not  help  noticing  that  there 
were  none  of  recent  date. 

'  Not  a  victory  for  forty  years,"  murmured  the  Sage. 
'No,  Mr.  Punch,"  said  a  pert  young  Gentleman,  dressed  in  a  lounging  suit.     "We  didn't  dp  very  much  during  the  Russian  "War, 

Got  bustled  about  a  bit  in  the  Black  Sea  by  the  storms,  and  laid  up  as  snug  as  fleas  in  a  rug  in  the  Baltic  ?  " 
'  And  who  may  you  be,  young  Sir?1"   asked  Punch,  severely:  "  the  Sage  loveth  not  levity  and  slang." 

'  JOHN  BULL  JUNIOE,"  very  much  at  your  service,  old  man,"  replied  the  youth.     "I  have  often  heard  the  Guv'nor  talk  about 
Mr.  Punch.    It 's  very  seldom  he  does  anything  else  but  talk :  he  grumbles,  and  leaves  the  rest  to  me." 
You  cannot  do  better  than  walk  in  your  lather  s  footsteps,"  said  Punch,  sententiously.     "  The  Sage  is  a  parent  himself." 
So  he  tells  me,"  laughed  the  flippant  young  man.      "But  between  you  and  me  I  don't  think  the  old  'un  got  on  much  better 
than  I  do.    Only  you  see  he  had  the  luck  on  his  side,  and  I  haven't,  which  makes  all  the  difference  ;  don't  it  ?  " 

Punch  and  his  companion  had  now  left  the  picture  gallery,  and  somehow  (after  the  fashion  of  dreams)  were  standing  in  a  dockyard. 
The  placed  seemed  to  be  in  a  state  of  great  confusion.  New  ships,  that  had  scarcely  felt  the  water  splashing  against  their  hulls,  were 
resting  in  dock,  undergoing  extensive  repairs,  boats  (cheap  in  one  sense,  and  dear  in  another)  were  oeing  reconstructed,  regardless  of 
expense  ;  waste  and  bad  management  seemed  to  be  the  order  of  the  day  on  all  sides. 


eh? 


you 
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THE    BICYCLE    NUISANCE;    OR,    A    RULE    OF    THE    ROAD    WANTED. 

Victim  of  Bicycle  Riders  (to  her  Oroom).    "  CHARLES,   DO   ASK   THEM   WHICH   SIDE  THEY  EXPECT   vt  TO   oo?  ' 


"  We  do  a  deal  of  tinkering,  don't  we  ?  "  commented  JOHN  BULL 
JUNIOR.  "The joke  of  the  thing  is,  the  Public  never  knows  the 
exact  cost  of  a  ship.  Say  we  turn  out  the  Tea  Kettle  for  £20,000; 
well,  before  twelve  months  are  over,  repairing  the  Tea  Kettle, 
putting  in  fresh  engines,  and  replacing  the  old  masts,  and  changing 
the  timbers  of  the  keel,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know,  runs 
the  original  £20.000  into  six  figures.  Hallo,  Sir!  And  how  are 
you  ?  " 

This  salutation  was  addressed  to  an  old  Gentleman,  wearing  a 
very  gorgeous  uniform.  The  old  Gentleman  smiled,  and  put  up 
an  ear-trumpet.  The  question  was  repeated. 

"Oh,  thank  you!  thank  you!  "  said  he  ;  "I  am  as  well  as  can 
be  expected.  I  don't  like  the  noise  and  the  bustle ;  but  they  are 
all  very  kind  to  me,  and  tell  me  what  to  do.  Still  I  prefer  my 
nice  quarter-deck,  in  a  quiet  harbour,  to  all  this  confusion.  But 
you  must  really  excuse  me  ;  for  if  any  of  my  men  see  me,  they  will 
be  sure  to  ask  me  some  awkward  questions,  about  their  work ;  and 
then,  dear  me,  what  should  I  do  ?  " 

"The  Superintendent  of  our  Dockyard,  Sir,"  answered  JOHN 
BULL  JUNIOR,  as  the  old  Gentleman  hobbled  off;  "an  Admiral. 
Sir,  and,  as  they  would  say  in  SULLIVAN'S  Trial  by  Jury,  '  A  good 
one,  too.  " 

Punch  and  his  companion  now  passed  a  number  of  Warrant- 
Offioen,  who  seemed  to  have  much  spare  time  upon  their  hands. 

"The  Carpenters,  .Sir,"  explained  the  yoxmir  man.  "In  the 
Guv'nor's  days  they  used  to  look  after  the  building  of  their  ships, 
and  when  they  were  built  lived  in  'em  until  they  were  tugged  into 
dock  to  be  broken  up.  Now-a-days  we  keep  'em  hanging  about 
until  we  think  they  are  wanted." 

The  Sage  and  his  guide  were  now  in  an  office.  Scattered  over  the 
floor  were  dusty  bundles  of  papers,  tied  up  with  red  tape,  and  on  the 
walls  were  plans  of  foreign  Iron-clads. 

"Not  bad  these,"  said  JOHN  BULL  JUNIOR,  pointing  to  the  plans; 
"we  shall  build  some  like  'em,  some  day.    Take  a  weed  ?  " 
1 1  never  smoke  in  office  hours,"  replied  Punch,  drily. 

"  I  do,"  observed  the  young  man,  as  he  leisurelv  lighted  a  cigar. 
"  Snug  hole  this  ?  This  is  where  I  do  my  work.  What 's  that  you 
are  looking  at  ?  " 


'  A  list  of  the  British  Navy,"  read  Punch. 

'  Ah !  now  call  out  the  names  of  some  of  the  ships,  and  I  will 
tell  you  where  we  should  send  them  in  the  case  of  war." 

'The  Vanguard,"  murmured  Punch. 

'Well,"  laughed  the  young  man,  "we  should  leave  her  where 
she  is,  to  protect  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

1  Tne  Alexandra,  one  of  the  largest  of  our  Iron-clads  ?  ' 

'  Disabled  for  the  present.    Both  blades  of  her  screw  bent." 

'  The  Rover,  one  of  our  new  corvettes  ?  " 

'Also  disabled  for  the  present.  Came  to  grief  over  the  mea- 
sured mile." 

'The  Valorous  t" 

'  In  port.     Her  machinery  went  wrong." 

'  The  Opal,  the  Hydra,  the  Soadicen  ?    All  fine  ship?." 


'  Well,  they  have  broken  down,  too." 
1  And  the  Thunderer  ?  " 


'You 


'  Now  you  are  chaffing  me,  Sir,"  said  JOHN 
know  as  well  as  I  do  that  the  Thunderer  blew  up,  and " 

"Chaffing  you,  Sir!"  angrily  interrupted  Punch.  "Do  you 
think  that  the  efficiency  of  the  British  Navy  is  a  matter  for  chaff 't 
Why,  Sir,  upon  our  Navy  depends  the  greatness  and  grandeur  of 
our  mighty  Empire !  Without  the  sovereignty  of  the  sea  England 
(whose  flag  floats  in  every  quarter  of  the  world)  would  sink  into  the 
condition  of  a  fourth-rate  power.  And  you,  with  these  mighty 
interests  at  stake,  dare  to  talk  to  me  of  chaff !  " 

And  Punch  brought  his  fist  down  with  euch  force  that  the  shock 
woke  him. 

And  when  Punch  was  awake  he  only  wished  that  he  had  been 
dreaming ! 

Oy  several  occasions  lately  CAITAIN  SHAW  has  been  able  to  report 
that  there  were  "  no  tires  in  the  Metropolis."  Considering  the  price 
of  Coals,  this  is  not  surprising. 


COMMERCIAL  INTELLIGENCE  (In    advance    of  A'uvember  9<A). — 
COTTON  is  fallen. 
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SWINDLING    MADE    EASY. 

ow  should  there  not  be  an 
abundant  crop  of  Fashion- 
able Swindlers  when  the 
world  abounds  in  such 
fools  as  stand  confessed  in 
the  case  of  the  "  COUNT 
VON  Ho  WARD"?  The  more 
impudent  the  imposture, 
the  more  helplessly  yield- 
ing the  victim. 

One  can  almost  imagine 
after  reading  of  the 
"Count's"  modus 
operand!,  that  his  corre- 
spondence with  his  dupes 
must  have  run  somewhat 
as  follows : — 

BRUSSELS, 
April  1st,  1876. 

DEAR  SIR, 

IT  is  true  I  only 
know  you  from  finding 
your  name  in  a  Post 
Office  Directory,  but  I 
take  a  great  interest  in 
you,  and  hasten  to  inform 
you  that  you  are  entitled 
to  Forty-Thousand  Pounds  under  the  Will. of  your  relative, 
MR.  WILLIAM  NOODLE.  I  alone  can  get  possession  of  the  Will, 
shall  require  remuneration.  Yours,  &c., 

A.  NOODLE,  ESQ.  VON  HOWARD  (COUNT). 


Mr  DEAE  SIB,  LoNDON'  -f*77  3,1876. 

How  can  I  sufficiently  express  'my  gratitude?  Of  course 
I  shall  be  most  happy  to  pay  you  for  your  trouble.  It  is  true,  1 
never  had  a  relative  named.  WILLIAM,  my  only  relative  being 
ME.  TOM  NOODLE  ;  but  no  matter.  Send  on  the  Will  at  once. 

Tours,  gratefully, 
COUNT  VON  HOWAED.  A.  NOODLE. 


Mr  DEAK  SIR,  BRUSSELS  ^  6  1876 

A  COMPLICATION  has  arisen.  The  Will  is  deposited  with  a 
Banker,  who  claims  five  hundred  pounds  on  it.  What  is  to  be 
done  ?  I  have  not  the  ready  cash,  or,  of  course,  would  at  once  pay 
it.  Write  by  return.  No  gratitude.  I  only  want  two-and-a-half 
per  cent.  Yours, 

A.  NOODLE,  ESQ.  VON  HOWARD. 

MY  DEAR  COUNT,  Ixanxw,  April  8,  1876. 

I  HASTEN  to  send  you  five  hundred  pounds  as  requested. 
Would  you  like  any  more  ?  Don't  be  bashful.  Of  course  I  shall  be 
glad  to  receive  the  Will  or  the  Forty-Thousand  Pounds  in  due 
course.  Yours  always, 

COUNT  VON  HOWARD.  A.  NOODLE. 

At  this  particular  juncture  the  "  Count,"  for  some  reason  or 
another,  breaks  off  the  correspondence,  and  MR.  NOODLE  has  the 
hardihood  to  go  into  Court  and  complain  of  being  swindled! 

HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 


About  Killarney— A  Meeting— The  Friar— A  few  Remarks- 
Farther  Deferred— On  to  Muckross— The  Cascade— Price- 
Paying  at  the  Doors— No  Reduction— My  American  Friend— 
The  Abbey  —  No  Colleen  —  Truth  —  Illusions  —  A  New 
Notion — Progress. 


his  shorn  crown  as  bald  and  polished  as  a  marble,  and  shining  so 
brilliantly 'in  the  sun,  that  I  should  like  to  lend  him  my  umbrella, 
for  fear  of /a  coup  de  soleil.    Odd !  he  doesn't  seem  to  be  struck  by 
the— 
Happy  Thought—  Put  up  my  cowl.          ......       T  a 

However,  the  fast  trotter  takes  him  out  of  sight  before  I  can  otter 
him  the  suggestion.  My  driver  touches  his  hat  respectfully  to  his 
Reverence  as  we  pass  ;  and,  not  to  be  behindhand  in  politeness,  so 
do  I.  The  good  Father  beams  upon  us  in  return,  and  salutes  us 
with  his  hand:  for  you  see  it  would  be  a  trifle  difficult  for  him  to 
return  our  salutation  in  kind,  so  to  speak,  as  ho  hasn  t  a  hat  to  lilt, 
or  even  a  forelock  to  pull. 

"  He  's  been  saying  Mass  at  MR.  0  SOMEBODY'S  house  yonder, 
my  driver  explains,  naming  the  residence  of  a  gentleman  some 
eight  miles  distant.  The  carman  is  clearly  jealous  for  the  honour 
and  dignity  of  the  clergy  in  giving  me  this  explanation,  because 
otherwise,  might  not  I,  as  a  Saxon,  and  for  aught  he  knows,  a  Pro- 
testant Saxon  to  boot,  go  home  and  say,  maybe  at  Exeter  Hall,  that 
"  the  Monks  in  Ireland  think  nothing  of  breaking  the  babbath-day, 
ridin"  about  in  cars,  and  going  out  for  jaunts  and  jauntmgs  when 
decent  people  ought  to  be  at  church."  And  I  am  pretty  much  of 
opinion  that  this  is  the  conclusion  that  would  have  been  jumped  at 
by  many  of  my  prejudiced  fellow-countrymen,  whom  no  explanation 
as  to  why  that  Friar  was  on  that  car,  at  that  particular  hour,  on  that 
fine  "Sabbath"  morning,  would  have  satisfied.  And  while  on  the 
subject  of  cowls  and  friars,  I  cannot  help  noticing  the  utter  absence 
ofthe  "  downcast  look,"  "the  hangdog  expression,"  and  the  "scowl 
with  which  certain  writers  have  credited  "their  Rivmnces. 

Happy  Thought.— The  proverb  here  should  be  "  'tis  not  the  scowl 
that  makes  the  monk." 

The  Catholic  clergy  are,  it  seems  to  me,  for  the  most  part,  hi 
broad-shouldered  specimens  of  humanity,  whose  weather-beaten 
countenances  are  as  honest,  frank,  and  cheerful  as  any  you  would  wish 
to  see  gathered  round  your  own  table  at  Christmas-tide.  As  for  phy- 
sique, the  civil  Po-lis  force  and  the  moral  Pa-Hs  force  appear  to  have 
divided  the  picked  Irishmen  between  them ;  for,  the  constabulary 
are  already  famous  as  a  military  force,  and  a  magnificent  corps  might 
be  formed  out  of  the  Irish  clerical  ranks.  Could  BISMARCK  be  the 
O'BISMARCK  "  for  a  while,  wouldn't  he  like  to  try  his  hand  at  com- 
pulsory enlistment  of  the  clergy  ?  If  he  did,  begorr  'tis  myself  that 
would  wish  him  all  the  success  he'd  deserve— the  rapparee,  the 
marauder !  ...  ,  . 

One  more  note  on  the  subject  and  I  've  done  with  it;  it  their 
Rivirinces  are  not  the  "scowling,"  "hangdog"  prowlers,  that 
MR.  PETEB  PREJUDICE  would  have  us  believe  them  to  be.  so  neither 
do  they  resemble  those  scandals  to  their  cloth,  so  brilliantly  and 
entertainingly  drawn  by  the  late  CHARLES  LEVER.  As  a  body,  they 
are  unaffected,  kindly,  genial  men,  to  whose  nature  the  proverbial 
priggishness  of  the  parson  is  utterly  foreign,  while  for  their  Deans 
and  Bishops— well,  our  friend  SMITH'S  butler,  even  in  his  morning 
toilette,  and  at  a  disadvantage,  has  far  more  of  the  Don  —not  the 
Spanish,  but  the  College,  Don  about  him— than  a  whole  room-full  ot 
Irish  ecclesiastical  dignitaries  in  their  most  gorgeous  purple  and  fine 

However,  further  disquisition  as  to  cause,  effect,  &c.,  &c.,  would 
be  clearly  out  of  place  in  these  brief  notes,  and  must  appear  in  my 
forthcoming  work  on  Typical  Developments,  though  in  which  vo- 
lume, in  which  paragraph,  or  under  what  heading,  it  is,  at  present, 
rather  difficult  to  determine.  Perhaps,  under  C.,  Cowls,— lor  all  this 
sprang  out  of  my  noticing  that  Friar  on  the  jaunting  car. 

At  Muckross.—  First,  I  am  invited  to  see  the  Tore  Cascade. 

Happy  Thought.— Tore  about  it. 

Another  Tourist  is  bound  on  the  same  errand.  He  is  an  American. 
He  is  disputing  a  point  with  a  respectable,  middle-aged  man,  who 
may  be  a  bailiff,  or  a  gamekeeper  (and,  in  fact,  turns  out  to  be  a 
sort  of  both),  who  is  demanding  sixpence  as  the  price  of  admission 
to  the  Waterfall.  Really?  "Yes.  Sixpence  for  the  Waterfall, 
Gentlemen,  if  you  please :  it 's  MB.  HERBERT'S  charge.  Thank  you  ; 
and  here  are  our  tickets.  Shall  we  leave  our  sticks  and  umbrellas 
at  the  wicket  ?  Are  we  to  take  care  not  to  breathe  upon  the  glasses  i 


About  Killarney  and  Muckross.— Except  in  a  good  old-fashioned 
house  genially  decked  for  Christmas,  I  have  never  seen  such  a 
profusion  of  holly  in  any  one  spot,  as  may  be  observed  over  and 
over  again  along  the  roads  in  these  parts.  These  excursions  must 
be  remarked  in  my  note-book  as  Red-berry  days,  or,  more  correctly, 
Holly-days.  Christmas,  it  is  true,  comes  but  once  a  year ;  but, 
about  Kenmare,  the  decorations  are  left  up  for  the  whole  twelve 
months.  What  a  sight  it  must  be  in  the  winter !  I  wonder  if 
PTJGIN'S  Grand  Cathedral  at  Killarney  reaps  the  benefit  of  so  much 
decorative  wealth  of  holly  in  the  neighbourhood  ? 

Driving  out  of  Killarney,  on  as  fine  and  fresh  a  Sunday  morning 
as  ever  gladdened  the  heart  of  Celt  or  Saxon,  I  happen  upon  a 
sketch  that  I  wouldn't  have  missed  for  a  trine.  Coming  round  the 
corner— whisk— at  full  trot,  is  a  trim  jaunting  car,  bearing  a  mag- 
nificent specimen  of  a  Franciscan  Friar,  in  his  habit  as  he  lives, 


aij  tne  WIUKCL  r  .arc  we  LU  LO.I^G  ^»i^  a\ju  w  ./i^«^»*v  ~^~-  — --- 

Oh  I  beg  pardon !  there  are  no  glasses  ;  and  it  is  not  a  peep-show. 
Well,  then,  do  our  tickets  admit  to  the  pit,  or  boxes,  or  stalls  t  Ur, 
if  not,  to  what  part  of  the  house  do  they  admit  us  ?_ 

"Oh!  not  to  the  house  at  all,"  replies  our  simple  bhowman, 
taking  my  satirical  question  literally,  "  and  you  can  see  the  Kuini 
afterwards."  ,, 

Entrance  to  the  Ruins  means  "  sixpence  more,"  and  another 
ticket.  Why  it  reminds  me  of  Cremorne— not  the  place,  but  the 
system  of  charging.  As  to  the  mere  amount  of  sixpence,— well,  1  ve 
no  doubt,  we  should  have  given  that  enormous  sum,— and,  being  ol 
a  generous  turn,  more— to  any  Cicerone  who  might  have  been  so  for- 
tunate as  to  conduct  two  such  Millionnaires  as  the  American  louris 
and  myself  over  the  place.  But,  as  it  is,  we  are  paying  MB.  HER- 
BERT ;  and  MK.  HERBERT  ought  to  be  here  himself  to  take  us  round 
his  domain.  . 

There  is  a  story  of  an  impoverished  Nobleman,  who  used  1 
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his  visitors  to  give  him  the  tips  with  which  they  hod 
intended  to  enrich  his  servants.      "They   get  their  wages,"  h 


'"»   *    vl"  '•"*'    B^"  *-"J  mvil_rf    „ —    „ r_w  „.  ..*..„..-* 

performed  by  a  Supernumerary.  If  I  pay  MB.  HEKBEBT  sixpence 
clearly  it  should  be  Mu.  HERBEBT  who  should  act  as  my  Cicerone 
and  not  his  subordinate. 

Note. — It  does  destroy  the  romance  of  a  secluded  Fairy  Glen  an 
a  dashing  Waterfall,  if  you  are  compelled  to  give  sixpence  for  seein 
them.  Only  having  parted  with  the  coin,  there  remains  th 
advantage,  viz.,  that  we  have  acquired  by  purchase  a  perfect  righ 
to  grumble,  and  to  find  fault  with  everything. 

"  Why,"  says  my  American  friend,  superciliously,  "this  ain't 
patch  on  the  smallest  waterfall  in  our  country,"— ana  he  will  hardl 
look  at  it. 

u  £?'  hali  as  good  as  tno  Fairy  Glen  in  Wales,"  I  chime  in. 

Ihe  trees  are  only  chunks,"  »ays  my  companion,  turning  bac 
and  descending  the  ravine. 


happy  childhood  a  days  -------  ^  oco  „„„  ^W13!>  ^uaLlvlf  ule  owla 

Waterfall  ,  the  Stalactite  Caverns,  and  Paris  or  London  by  Moon 
light,  at  the  dear  old  Colosseum,  and  all  for  one  shilling  ;  i.e.,onl 
sixpence  more  than  MK.  HERBKRT'S  charge  for  this  Waterfall  alon 
—or  rather  for  this  Trickle,  which  is  ull  Tore  and  no  Tumble. 

Hang  it.  they  might  have  turned  on  gome  more  water  for  th 
".'"",''•/•.  However,  when  there  has  been  no  rain  for  a  fortnight, 
(to  think  that  MB.  HBBBKM  ought  to  lower  the  price.  To  equalis 
it.  let  him  charge  twopence  extra  after  a  shower,  and  sixpence  mor 
after  a  week  s  heavy  fall  of  rain  ;  and  advertise  both  effects  in  th 
local  papers. 

Ifiipiw  Thought  (for  a  Gentleman  who  it  fortunate  enough  to  pos 
scss  a  Waterfall  and  a  Ruin  on  his  grounds.—  Make  something  hand 
some  by  'em. 

Were  I  ME.  HBBBEHT  of  Muckrow, 
I  rather  would  be  with  my  luck  cross, 
And  loso  pennies  many 
Before  I  'd  charge  any 
For  seeing  the  beauties  of  If  uokross. 

But  perhaps  the  owner  of  the  estate  is  of  a  different  opinion,  and 
after  all,  it  is  his  affair—  not  mine.  The  Tourist  is  requested  (on 

8  ticket)  not  to  give  any  gratuity  to  the  Showman.    But  isn't  the 
same  simple-minded  request  to  be  found  placarded  up  on  all  Sta- 
il°n»  !  .  And,  d°  we  therefore  refrain  from  presenting  the  Guards 
the  Ticket-Collectors,  and  the  Porters  with  the  furtive,  but  welcome 
sixpence,  or  the  modest,  but  not  less  welcome,  fourpenny  and  three- 
penny /«;•  value  received  1  Do  we  not  fee  the  boxkeepers  at  theatres 
where  no  gratuities  are  allowed,  and  where,  of  course,  none  are  ever 
ottered  or  accepted  ?    It  is  a  vicious  practice,  a  demoralising  custom 
but  it  is  a  matter  of  habit  ;  and  so,  when  Ma.  HEBBEBT    M  P 
requests  UNO*  to  glve  his  employe  a  tip.  what,  I  ask,  is  the  conse- 

1  will  answer  for  myself  and  lor  my  American  friend 
and,  of  course,  we  did  not  do  anything  of  the  kind,  that  is  any  more 
tnan  any  other  gentleman  tourist  would  when  visiting  Muckross 

Miickross  Abbey—  Worth  all  the  sixpences  that  ever  were  coined 
A  kinder  soUurn  place,"  say»  my  American  friend. 

It  is,  as  he  says,  a  1f  kinder  sollum  place,"  and  being  both  of  us 
considerably  impressed  by  the  "  sollumnity,"  we,  by  tacit  agree- 
ment, part  company  I  sit  in  the  refectory  and  tnink  "  how  many 
have  told  of  the  Monks  of  old,"  and  what  a  glorious  race  they  were, 
and  I  visit  the  chapel,  and  the  Abbot's  room,  and  I  wander  among 
toe  tombs,  and  the  cool  dark  cloisters.  Wain't  it  from  a  window  in 
Muckross  Abbey  that  Hardress  Oregon  used  to  show  a  light  to  Eilu 
O  Connor,  or  vice  versa  ;  or  wasn't  it  this  at  all  at  all,  and  am  I, 
as  I  rather  think  I  am,  all  wrong  ?  For  why  the  D-HW  Bouci- 
htuse?  Hardress  Oregon  be  here  and  not  at  his  mother'* 

Alas  !    The  Colleen  Sawn  has  no  more  to  do  with  Killarney  and 
Muckross  than  I  have.     She   was  drowned   in    the    Shannon,  I 
believe  and  Danny  Mann  was  hung  for  it  at  Cork.    The  Colleen 
Bawn  Rock  and  Cave  are  delusions.     We  tried  them.    The  nose  of 
our  boat  would  scarcely  run  into  the  Cave,  in  which  there  was 
it  six  inches  of  water,  and  standing  upright  was  an  impossi- 
lity.    Of  course  where  you  can't  stand  upright  and  can't  sit  down, 
P  °r  he~and  'tLori!   ho^  this  World  is  given  to 


'  T,°  bri?-g  °^  a  new  magazine,  to  be  called  The 
,  What  a  cruel  publication  it  would  be,  destroying  cherished 
lu,819ns,  <  extinguishing  old  lights  and  substituting  no  new  ones. 
But  it  The  Truth  were  told,  what  would  become  of  History  ? 
(Evidently  a  deep  subject  for  an  Essay  in  Typical  Developments, 
vol  xx  Article  Truth.)  However,  The  Truth  about  Killarney  is 
easily  told,—  it  is  lovely,  beautiful  as  Truth  itself  in  the  abstract 
and  I  object  to  concrete  from  what  I've  seen  of  it,  and  especially 
judging  ironi  what  I  've  had  to  pay  for  it  whenever  it  came  into  a 


builder  s  explanation  as  to  why  the  price  of  the  work  done  exceedec 
the  guaranteed  estimate.  You  mustn't  look  for  truth  in  the  con 
Crete  from  a  builder. 

But  this  is  discursionary,  and  as  I  am  clearly  txc  ceding  my 
excursionary  powers,  let  us  hie  back  to  the  Victoria,  and  to-mornn 
away  for  Glengariif.    If  I  cannot  obtain  Truth,  let  my  motto  b 
Progress. 


A    LINE    FROM    THE    LIONS. 

(By  favour  of  Mr.  Punch,  and  with  his  emphatic  approval.) 

I  TILS    DULcit      Excellen 

motto ! 
Ring   as  round   as   0  o 

grotto. 
Dangling  from  my  moutl 

dependeth. 
Can't  quite  see  what  charm 

it  lendeth 

Unto  leonine  loveliness. 
Pigs  are  ring'd ;  I  fail  to 

guess 
\Vliy    that    porcine   gear 

they  try  on 

Me  ! — a  Thames  Embank- 
ment Lion ! 
BULL,  a  blundering  brute 

but  stout- 
Loves  me — as  his  type  no 

doubt. 
Makes  me  ramp  upon  hi 

banner 

In  a  most  unnatural  man- 
ner. 
Sticks  me,  looking  sage  and 

solemn, 
Hound  about  his  NELSON 

Column ; 
Poses  me,    stiff-tailed,   or 

curly, 

touchant,  rampant,  slim,  or  burly, 
On  each  pillar,  terrace,  arch, 
Shop-front,  box  of  patent  starch ! 
I  submit.    My  hirsute  beauty 
Is  content  to  do  mixed  duty, 
Serve  a  bard  or  a  balloonist, 
Tavern,  patriot  cartoonist, 
Herald,  sculptor,  antiquarian, — 
But,  if  made  utilitarian, 
Let  me,  heedless  of  high  art, 
Play  consistently  my  part. 
Here  I  stare,  like  that  chill  myth 
The  sphinx  of  ALEXANDER  SMITH, 
With  that  ring  run  through  my  nose— 
"  Decorative,"  I  suppose— 
Stare  and  see— well,  people  drowned, 
Kiver  sights,  that  much  abound. 
Sent  by  slip  or  casual  shove 
From  the  parapet  above, 
In  they  splash,  and  fight,  and  sink 
Close  upon  the  river's  brink. 
Not  a  pleasant  sight  1     Perhaps 
Those  Utilitarian  chaps 
Won't  decline  to  entertain 
The  notion  of  a  "  Safety  Chain," 
Whereat  drowning  folk  may  clutch 
.They  will  thank  CHAKLES  MATTHEW  much  !}— 
touch  as  hanjt  round  Steamers'  side, 
Wrtnm  hand-grasp  from  the  tide.— 
Iwill  not  shame  our  nose-rings  greatly, 
Or  impair  our  aspect  stately. 
Punch,  pray  push  the  project  duly, 
And  you  '11  much  oblige  Yours,  truly. 
This  comes,  your  help  to  thank  meant, 
From  a  Lion  of  the  Embankment. 

A  SUGGESTION  FOR  DB.  BLADE'S  DEFENCE.— Let  him  prove  his 

LLII:  by. 

NEW  NAVAL  DANCE  (vice  the  Hornpipe  dismissed  the  Sen-ice).— 
The  "  Breakdown." 


OCCUPATION  OF  EGYPT.— Swindling  Bondholders. 
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CASUISTIC    INGENUITY. 

" GRACIOUS  HEAVENS  !    CHILDREN,  CHILDREN  !  ARE  you  AWARE  THAT  TO-DAT  is  SUNDAY?" 
"Yss,  MAMMA,  BUT  WE'RE  PRETENDING  IT  ISN'T,  YOTJ  KNOW;  so  IT'S  ALL  RIGHT  !" 


TYLEE'S  TIP. 
JOHN  BULL  to  a  Great  Western  Director. 

"  The  accident  to  the  Flying  Dutchman,  which  occurred  on  the  27th  July, 
at  Long  Ashtnn,  differed  in  its  character  from  most  of  the  recent  railway 
hornirs.  ...  Its  cause  is  clearly  traced  in  CAPTAIN  TYLER'S  Report.  .  .  . 
to  defects  of  the  most  elementary  kind  ....  for  which  the  Great  Western 
Company  must  he  held,  not  constructively  responsible  ....  but  directly  BO. 
The  Flying  Dutchman,  which  connects  the  West  Country  with  London,  is 
one  of  the  swiftest  express  trains  known  in  the  kingdom.  It  maintains  a 

speed  of  some  sixty  miles  an  hour The  rate  of  speed  was  not  in  itself 

dangerous ;  the  construction  of  the  line  was  perfectly  consistent  with  safety, 

but  the  permanent  way  was  not   in    good  condition As  CAPTAIN 

TYLER  observes, '  immunity  from  accident  depends  on  the  preservation  of  a 
larger  margin  beyond  what  ia  barely  necessary  to  prevent  actual  or  obvious 
lisle.'  That  margin  'had  not  been  maintained.  ....  The  Bristol  and 
Exeter  line  extends  over  seventy-seven  miles,  in  the  course  of  which  the  in- 
spection discovered  nearly  20,000  faults About  250  defects  to  every 

mile  of  railway  gives  the  Flying  Dutchman  some  four  chances  of  a  catastrophe 
to  every  second  it  travels  at  its  highest  speed." 

The  Times  on  CAPTAIN  TYLER'S  Report. 

'Tis  the  pace,  Sir,  that  kills  ?    "Well,  not  always  it  seems 

Am  I  reading  plain  print  or  indulging  in  dreams  ? 

Two  hundred  and  fifty  defects  to  the  mile ! 

At  that  neat  little  average  Death  ought  to  smile. 

Pleased  at  being  so  courted  in  what  one  may  say, 

Without  double  entente,  is  a  permanent  way. 

I  should  envy  his  nerves  who  'd  regard  with  composure — 

I  own  that  /  can't— CAPTAIN  TYLER'S  disclosure. 

I  wish  to  ride  fast,  and  am  willing  to  run 

The  fair  risks  of  the  road ;  but  I  don't  sec  the  fun 

Of  four  chances  of  smash  to  the  second,  effect 

Of  mere  miserly  pinching,  or  callous  neglect. 

Railway  accidents  ?    Nonsense !    The  name 's  misapplied 

To  the  pre-arranged  perils  of  such  a  death-ride. 

Twenty  thousand  defects !    'Tis  a  trifle  too  much,  man, 

In  an  eighty  miles'  spin  with  your  fast  Flying  Dutchman. 


A  Signalman's  blunder,  a  coupling  that  fails, 
May  appeal  for  allowance ;  but  miles  of  bad  rails, 
Broken  joint-plates  by  hundreds,  and  sleepers  unsound, 
Mean  Catastrophe  courted,  and  frequently  found. 


Shan't,  shunt  on  some  line  of  irrelevant  issue. 


may  wish,  you 


TYLER'S  margin,  my  friend,  must  in  fact  be  maintained, 

And  the  means  to  that  end  he  has  clearly  explained. 

Neglect  here  spella  Murder !     What 's  needful  I  '11  pay. 

But  not  for  long  miles  of  bad  permanent  way  : 

"  Westward  ho !  with  grim  Death  !  "—who  must  hold  a  free  pass 

On  your  line — is  a  bidding  suggestive  of  brass. 

One  would  almost  think  Death,  that  insatiate  Spectre, 

Had  got  a  new  berth,  as  Great  Western  Director ! 


Milk  and  Water. 

IT  has  been  stated  that,  one  day  last  week,  nearly  10.000  persons 
paid  for  admission  to  the  Dairy  Show  at  the  Agricultural  Hall, 
Islington.  Many  of  these  were  farmers  and  other  country  people, 
but  the  greater  part  no  doubt  Londoners,  naturally  anxious  to  see, 
for  the  first  time  in  their  lives,  samples  of  genuine  unadulterated 
milk  and  cream.  The  Prize  Cows  were  among  the  principal  objects 
of  attraction,  but  ia  that  department  many  visitors  observed  that 
they  missed  the  Cow  with  the  Iron  Tail. 


A  Sensation. 

SCENE — The  Marshes.    {Conversation  between  an  Englishman  and  a 
Frenchman,  after  seeing  the  great  Gun  fired.) 

Englishman.  Vous  fites  bien  e tonne,  Monsieur  ? 

Frenchman.  Non  settlement  etonne,  Monsieur — eighty-one-tonne ! 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    GUIDE    TO    THE    ARMY. 

SECTION  V.— AN  Omrnn's  DUTIKS  IN  PKXCB  AND  WAR. 


little 


m:\  ."I//-.  Punch  met  his 
Pupils  in  the  ante- 
room, to  deliver  his 
customary  Lecture,  he 
found  them  all  look- 
ing deeply  grieved. 
COLONEL  CHARLES, 
of  the  Royal  East 
Mudborough  Militia, 

ENSIGN      EUGENE,      01 

the  Volunteers,  and 
LIEUTENANT  AND 
CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of 
the  Grenadiers  Green, 
were  surrounding 
poor  dear  little  FIELD- 
MARSHAL  SIB  FRANK 
GEEOEE,  K.C.B.,  who 
was  weeping  bitterly. 
"  Why,  what  t's  the 
matter  P  "  cried  Mr. 
favourite's  weakly-expressed 


Punch,  genuinely  alarmed  at  his  poor 
distress. 

"  It  is  too  had !  "  drawled  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of  the  Grena- 
diers Green.  "  A  fellow  has  written  to  the  papers  to  say  that  the  miserable 
little  chap  should  be  retired." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Punch,  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

"  Because  he  had  had  sixty-eight  years'  service!  "  exclaimed  the  Lieutenant 
and  Captain,  indignantly.  "Why,  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing!  The 
Service,  Sir.  is  going  to  the  deuce ! 

"  Why,  the  next  thing  they  will  do  will  be  to  go  into  that  other  extreme," 
cried  COLONEL  CHARLES;  "they  will  retire  all  Militia  Captains  under  two 
years'  service.  If  they  do,  all  the  companies  of  the  Royal  East  Mudborough 
Militia  will  he  commanded  by  Sub-Lieutenants !  " 

"  My  dear  Pupils,"  observed  Mr.  Punch,  with  a  smile,  "  you  maybe  sure  that 
it  will  be  quite  safe.  Anything  suggested  by  a  civilian  will  never  be  adopted 
by  the  Authorities  of  Pall  Mall." 

Dear  little  SIR  FRANKY  was  soon  consoled  by  the  promise  (given  by  Mr. 
Punch)  that  the  most  powerful  influence  should  be  exercised  on  his  behalf  to 
secure  for  him  either  the  post  of  Constable  of  the  Tower  or  the  Governorship 
of  Chelsea  Hospital.  When  the  sweet  little  man  was  smiling  once  more,  the 
Sage  of  Sages  commenced  his  Lecture : — 

Part  I.  In  Times  of  Peace. — The  general  duties  of  Officers  in  time  of  peace 
should  be  to  popularise  the  Army  as  much  as  possible  in  the  places  where  they 
may  for  the  time  be  stationed.  Of  course  the  Colonel,  as  the  Commandant, 
should  take  the  lead.  SIR  GARNET  WOLSELEY,  in  his  excellent  Soldier's  Pocket- 
Book,  to  which  allusion  has  already  been  made,  has  (at  page  13)  given  "what 
all  Officers  should  carry  in  their  heads."  Amongst  the  suggestions  appears  the 
following  excellent  piece  of  advice:  "  Accustom  yourself  to  time  the  pace  at 
which  you  travel,  to  count  the  number  of  telegraph  poles  there  are  to  a  mile, 
and  so  ascertain  how  many  yards  they  are  apart,"  &c.  In  the  same  fashion 
the  Commanding  Officer  should  visit  the  resident  Gentry  with  a  view  to  ascer- 
taining their  tastes,  &c.  He  should  make  it  a  point  to  drop  in  at  Five  o'clock 
Tea,  with  the  intention  of  discovering  the  number  of  marriageable  daughters, 
the  penchants  of  their  mothers,  &c.  Having  made  the  necessary  "  observa- 
tion," he  should  next  proceed  to  detail  the  duties  of  his  subordinates.  Thus, 


lie  should  tell  off  MAJOR  TWENTYSTUN  to  Brigade  Drill , 
examination  of  Defaulters'  Books,  and  \Yhist  at  penny 
points  with  the  local  Vicar.  The  Captains,  after  their 
companies  have  been  paid  and  dismissed,  should  be 
ordered  to  judging  distances  at  Lawn  Tennis,  and  Skating 
Rink  Drill.  The  Subalterns,  who  are  required  to  act 
as  supernumeraries  on  Court-Martials,  by  the  Urn-en's 
Regulations,  might  perform  similarly  honorary  duties 
on  Ladies'  Committees  lor  Hospital  Balls  or  Charitable 
Fancy  Fairs.  In  all  cases  the  Commanding  Officer  should 
from  time  to  time  visit  tbe  various  places  at  which  ho 
may  have  stationed  his  Officers,  to  see  that  their  duties 
are  beiiii;  properly  performed.  Thus  ho  should  drop  in 
at  the  Vicar's,  and  say,  heartily,  "Hallo,  TWKNTYSTUN, 
another  revoke ! "  He  can  do  no  harm  in  helping  a 
long-service  Captain  round  the  Rink,  when  he  discovers 
that  long-service  Captain  clumsily  attempting  to  master 
tin-  (lillirulties  of  the  outer  edge  ;  and  he  should  occasion- 
ally inspect  tin-  Ladies'  Committees,  to  see  that  his  Subs 
are  making  themselves  generally  agreeable. 

The  Commanding  Otllcer  should  be  always  ready  to 
give  his  subordinates  "  a  lead  "  in  everything.  For  in- 
stance, should  amateur  theatricals  be  in  vogue  in  the 
town  in  which  his  Regiment  is  stationed,  he  should  he 
prepared  at  a  moment's  notice  to  cast  himself  for  the 
parts  of  "the  Prince  of  Denmark"  in  Hamlet,  and  as 
"the  guilty  Thane"  in  Macbeth.  The  facts  that  he 
weighs  over  twenty  stun  and  has  not  the  faintest  notion 
of  acting  should  not  damp  his  ardour.  In  Cavalry  Regi- 
ments circuses  and  nigger  minstrels  have  frequently  been 
organised.  When  this  has  been  the  case,  the  Colonel 
should  assume  the  principal  characters  himself — Clown 
to  the  circus,  and  "Centre  Man"  to  the  niggers.  He 
must  keep  up  the  dignity  of  his  rank  even  off  parade. 
In  like  manner  the  two  Majors  should  be  told  off  to 
perform,  the  dual  duties  (hones,  tambourines,  and  jokes) 
appertaining  to  the  post  of  "  Corner  Men." 

The  other  Officers  should  play  a  game  of  follow  their 
leader.  They  should  flirt,  sing,  and  make  themselves 
amiable.  Their  regimental  duties  should  take  about  a 
twelfth  of  their  time — they  can  devote  the  rest  of  their 
leisure  to  their  friends.  As  it  has  been  made  a  punish- 
ment to  have  to  wear  uniform,  they  should  dress  them- 
selves when  they  can  in  mufti.  Of  course  fashions 
change,  but  the  costume  most  popular  at  the  present 
moment  is  a  rig  put  which  is  equally  suggestive  of  the 
tourist  and  the  livery  stable  keeper. 

Part  II.  In  Times  of  War.— The  whole  duty  of  a 
British  Officer  in  the  time  of  War  is  to  remember  that  he 
it  a  British  Officer,  and — to  behave  as  such  ! 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  V. 

Ensign  Eugene.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch,  I  have  been 
studying  the  Field  Exercises,  and  really  they  appear  to 
me  to  be  very  difficult. 

Mr.  Punch.  The  directions,  my  dear  ENSIGN  EUGENE, 
of  the  Volunteers,  are  certainly  sometimes  a  little 
obscure.  No  doubt  the  excellent  compiler  of  Sradshaw's 
Raihcay  Guide  had  a  voice  in  the  editing  of  all  military 
books  of  instruction.  But  now  let  me  hear  how  you 
would  each  of  you  dismiss  your  men.  We  will  pass 
over  dear  little  SIR  FRANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.It.,  as  he  is 
out  of  spirits,  and  come  to  you,  COLONEL  CHARLES,  of 
the  Royal  East  Mudborough  Militia. 

Colonel  Charles.  My  usual  word  of  command,  Sir.  is 
"  Umps !  Umps !  Umps !  "  The  Adjutant  invariably 
gives  it  the  necessary  interpretation. 

Mr.  Punch.  Very  good.  And  how,  my  dear  Lieu- 
tenant and  Captain  of  the  Grenadiers  Green, — how  would 
you  dismiss  a  parade  Y 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  Oh,  by  telling  the 
Sergeant-Major,  or  some  fellow  of  that  sort,  that  I  was 
off  for  the  day. 

Mr.  Punch.  Yes  ;  and  you,  my  dear  ENSIGN  EUGENE, 
of  the  Volunteers  P 

Ensign  Eugene.  I  should  let  my  men  see  a  clock 
pointing  to  five  minutes  to  the  time  of  the  departure  of 
the  last  train,  and  the  Regiment  would  dismiss  itself 
without  word  of  command.  But  to  return  to  the  Mili- 
tary guide-books.  Are  not  the  foreign  ones  much 
simpler  than  ours  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Much,  my  dear  Pupils.  I  am  happy  to 
say  that  this  simplicity  has  been  partly  taught  by  the 
action  of  English  Soldiers.  When  foreigners  have  had 
to  meet  British  Infantry  they  have  found  one  word  of 
command  amply  sufficient — "Bolt!  " 
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QUANTITY    NOT    QUALITY. 

Brown.  Senior.  "WEIL,  FKBD,  WHAT  DID  YOU  SEE  DUKINQ  YOUR  TRIP  ABROAD  ?" 

Broun,  Junior.  "AW-'PON  M'  WORD,  'DON'T  KNOW  WHAT  I  SAW  'XACI-LY,  'ONLY  KNOW  I  DID  MORE  BY  THBEE  OOUBTBIW,  EIGHT 
TOWNS,  AND  FOUR  MOUNTAINS,  THAN  SMITH  DID  IN  THE  SAME  TIME  !  ' 


TEETOTALISM  V.  TEMPERANCE. 

PRESIDING  the  other  night  at  a  meeting  held  at  Leicester,  in  con- 
nection with  that  insidious  association  the  Church  of  England 
Temperance  Society— which  aims  at  merely  promoting  moderation 
by  moral  suasion  instead  of  enforcing  total  abstinence  by  law— the 
BISHOP  OF  PETEHEOEOTJGH  adopted,  on  that  behalf,  the  argument  of 
which,  Mr.  Punch,  let  me  tell  you,  we  have  heard  too  much, 
namely  that : — 

"  One  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago  the  upper  classes  were  quite  intemperate. 
There  was  in  those  days  a  proverb, '  As  drunk  as  a  Lord,'  but  could  that 
proverb  be  applied  now?  Drunkenness  in  a  peer  would  be  regarded  as 
degrading  to  his  office,  and  in  the  middle-class  it  was  now  regarded  as  a 
disgrace.  This  alteration  had  not  been  the  efiect  of  legislation,  for  legislation 
was  the  same  now  as  before ;  and  if  there  had  been  this  improvement  in  the 
higher  and  middle-classes,  why  should  they  despair  of  its  being  the  case  with 
the  Working-Man  ?  Why  should  the  mechanic  or  the  working  man  be  so 
disgraced  any  more  than  the  peer  or  squire  ?  "Why  should_  the  stigma  be 
thrown  on  the  Working-Man  that  he  was  as  drunk  as  a  lord  ?  " 

Why,  Sir  ?  For  two  good  reasons.  First,  as  a  ground  whereon 
to  demand  legislation  to  prevent  the  "Working-Man  from  drinking 
anything  stronger  than  tea.  Secondly,  because  consistency  will 
then  require  that  the  Lords  and  Squires,  and  all  the  better  classes 
(inclusive  of  Bishops)  shall  be  subjected  to  the  same  prohibition. 
No  such  half-and-half  measures— though  an  enemy  to  porter  and 
ale,  believe  me,  Mr.  Punch,  I  pun  not — as  these  for  us !  Let  the 
BISHOP  OF  PETERBOROUGH  waste  his  breath  on  those  whom  he  tells 
that:— 

"  They  might  do  much  to  remove  the  temptation  from  the  Working-Man  by 
closing  public-houses  or  getting  him  to  abstain  from  attending  them.  But 
what  were  they  asking  the  Working- M»n  to  give  up  ?  The  public-house  was 
equivalent  to  the  rich  man's  drawing-room,  and  he  therefore  urged  upon  them 
to  provide  for  the  Working-Men  public -houses  without  drink,  and  clubs 
managed  by  Working  Men,  not  kept  in  leading  strings  and  driven  to  the  left 
or  to  the  right  at  every  turn,  but  cl»bs  in  which  Working-Men  should  manage 
their  own  affairs  in  the  same  way  as  dukes,  lords,  and  bishops  worked  their 
clubs  in  London." 


And  so  get  as  drunk  as  a  Lord,  a  Duke,  a  Bishop,  or  any  other 
gentleman  now  usually  gets,  and  no  drunker  f  Not  ii  we  can  help 
it,  Mr.  Punch.  No,  Sir.  On  the  contrary,  we  have  all  put  our 
hands  to  the  plough,  and  our  shoulders  to  the  wheel,  and  laid  the 
mallet  to  the  thick  end  of  the  wedge  whose  thin  is  the  Permissive 
Bill,  and  we  don't  mean  to  turn  back  till  we  have  driven  it  home 
and  closed  all  the  public-houses,  and  not  only  the  public-houses  tor 
the  people,  but  also  the  Clubs  for  the  Lords,  Dukes,  Bishops,  and  all 
the  rest  of  the  classes  who  in  general  practice  sobriety  and  pronounce 
their  aitches.  The  BISHOP  OF  PETERBOROUGH  reckons  without  I 
host— I  don't  mean  his  publican— in  thinking  to  balk  us  of  the 
triumph  we  are  bent  upon.  We  will  not  rest  till  we  have  compelled 
the  community  against  their  will  to  endure  a  privation  which  we 
choose  to  undergo  ourselves.  Sir,  we  tight  for  principle  ;  we  go  the 
whole  hog,  and  more,  for  pigs  are  only  voluntary  teetotallers,  and 
incapable  of  wishing  to  impose  the  blessing  of  total  abstinence  on 
their  kind,  a  peculiarity  which  distinguishes  them  from  an  uncom- 
promising member  of  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance  and  an  out-and- 
out  GOOD  TEMPLAR. 


SIR, 


Generals'  Necessaries. 


I  BEG  to  draw  your  attention  to  the  following  extracts  from 
"  The  Army  and  Navy  Co-operative  "  Price  List  for  October,  page 
147     "  Prices  reduced.     General's  Holster  with  petticoat  bags ; 
and  page  15fi,  "  Holsters  with  Petticoat  Bags,  and  Dress  Flounce 
with  Crown  and  Star."    Can  dear  Mr.  Punch  tell  me  the  meaning 
of  itP    Though  I  have  often  heard  grumbling  Colonels  declare  c 
Generals  were  nothing  but  a  lot  of  old  women,  I  never  before  knew 
they  really  wore  petticoats !        j  anl)  grR)  yours  faithfully, 
October  25, 1876.  I^URA  GUSHHTGTOIT. 


APPROPRIATE  LOCALE  FOE  THE  DAIBT  SHOW.— Chalk  Farm. 
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CHACUN    POUR    SOI." 

Lady's-Maid.  "I  BEG  PARDON,  MA'AM,  BUT  TOUR  DRESS  is  TRAILING — HADN'T  I  BETTER 

LOOP   IT  VI'  BEFORE  YOU   OO  OUT  ?  " 

Lculy.  "No,  THANKS,  FABKF.K,  I  PREFER  LETTING  rr  TRAIL,  AS  IT'S  THE  FASHION  JU.ST 

NOW " 

Lady's-Maid,  "  YES,  MA'AM— BUT  AS   THE  DRESS   is  TO  BE  Mins  SOME  DAT,  I  THINK  / 

OUGHT  TO   HAVE  SOME  SAY   IN   THE  MATTER  1  " 


CIVIC  POETS. 

A  COLLECTION  of  Poems  entitled  Ima- 
gination has  been  published,  the  Author  of 
which  is  the  LORD  MAYOR.  Parnassus  has 
been  besieged  ever  since  this  publication 
by  Aldermen,  Sheriffs,  and  even  Common  - 
councilmen,  who  all  wish  to  vie  with 
MR.  COTTON  in  verso. 

Our  particular  friend,  ALDERMAN  OCSH, 
has  begged  us  to  accept  a  copy  of  his  forth- 
coming volume  of  verse,  entitled  Reality. 
We  hasten  to  publish  specimens : — 

LAUS  TKSTCKINIS. 

Wreathe  my  brow  with  Myrtles, 

Parsley,  too,  and  Thyme ! 
I  would  sing  the  Turtle's 

Praise  in  rhyme ! 
Calipash  so  luscious — 
Likewise  Calipee — 
Fat  so  green  and  gushous, 

Dear  to  me ! 

Guests  flock  by  the  thousand — 
Tempts  them  Ham  of  York  ? 
Flesh  of  sheep  and  cows,  and 

Lamb  or  Pork  ? 
Hither  Painter,  Poet, 

Author,  Actor,  troop 
Thee  to  taste  (we  know  it), 

Turtle  Soup ! 
Muse,  tuck  up  thy  kirtle ; 
Ask  the  Gods  to  lunch ; 
Try  a  plate  of  Turtle, 
With  iced  Punch ! 

EPIGRAM 

On  a  Gentleman  (calling  himxelfio)  who  actually 
did  not  enjoy  Turtle. 

To  think  on  earth  a  savage  lives 

Disliking  Calipee ! 
So  much  the  worse  for  him  !     It  gives 

One  more  full  plate  to  me. 


Her  Proper  School. 

AMONGST  the  curiosities  in  the  Philadel- 
phia Exhibition  there  is  an  exquisite 
Rust  in  butter,  the  work  of  a  Canadian 
Farmer's  daughter,  which  has  excited  such 
admiration,  that  funds  are  being  raised  to 
send  the  Young  Lady  to  study  in  Italy. 
We  should  say,  try  Greece. 


WAR  CRIES. 

The  Sub's.—  Thank  goodness !  there 's  a  ripple  on  Stagnation  at 
last! 

The  Retired  Field- Officer's.— Just  my  luck!  Here  I  am  in  the 
wine  trade,  when  I  ought  to  be  at  the  head  of  my  regiment ! 

The  Field  Marshal's.— This  infernal  gout  will  give  some  one  a  leg 
up  over  my  head ! 

The  Hoy's. — Mother  darling,  let  me  be  a  Sailor ! 

The  Maiden's. — Awfully  nice — my  love  will  be  a  Captain  soon  ! 

The  Nurse  Girts. — Oh  my !  who 's  .to  push  the  perambulator 
now? 

The  LuUionist's. — A  fall  of  live  again  to-day,  by  Jove !  What 
game  's  to  be  played  next  '•: 

The  Army  Contraotor't. — Here's  luck!  Bring  up  those  jackets 
which  were  cast  in  the  Crimean  War,  and  the  saddles  we  could  not 
get  rid  of  in  '72. 

The  Tailor's.— Confound  it !  Dun  those  boys  at  once,  before  their 
regiments  are  ordered  off. 

The  Man's  who  imagines  the  British  Empire  consists  of  London 
and  the  adjacent  prorinces. — What  has  England  got  to  do  with  it  ? 

The  Parson's. — Ah !  my  Christian  friends,  there  will  be  no  peace 
as  long  as  war  continues ! 

The'  Old  Maids.  Isn't  it  dreadful!  We  might  be  invaded  and 
carried  off  by  the  Russians  against  our  will ! 

The  Policeman's.  Bravo  !  Robert  '11  have  it  all  his  own  way  when 
them  lobsters  goes  on  duty ! 

The  Xetesboy's.  Spesh-hurl  Edish-hurn !  Hentry  of  the  Roosh- 
hurn  Harmies !  Hor-furl  Slor-hor-tur— !  Dish-hurn !  ! ! 


A  TERRIBLE  BLOW. 

A  TELEGRAM  from  Washington  announces  that  the  United  States 
have  experienced  a  most  severe  blow.  It  is  well  known  that  our 
American  Cousins  are  accustomed  to  sensations  and  "big  things" 
generally.  Niagara  may  "  stun  with  thundering  sound,  and  the 
Mississippi  steamboats  may  blow  up  at  convenient  periods.  The 
Mammoth  Cave  of  Kentucky  may  be  awe-striking,  and  Politics  may 
be  red-hot,  and  revolvers  protruding  from  many  pockets.  All  these 
things  our  Cousins  have  long  been  accustomed  to,  and  apparently 
enjoyed ;  but  mark  the  sequel.  They  were  not  accustomed  to  MR. 
O'CONNOR  POWER,  M.P.,  nor  to  MR.  PARNELL,  M.P.,  who  visited  the 
United  States  to  present  an  address  to  the  PRESIDENT  on  behalf  of 
the  Home-Rule  Party.  Consequently  the  SECRETARY  OF  STATE  de- 
cided that  the  address  must  be  presented  through  the  British 
Minister  in  the  usual  way.  With  a  ruthlessness  which  cannot  be 
sufficiently  commented  upon,  MR.  POWER  and  MR.  PARNELL  have 
decided  not  to  present  the  address  at  all !  Of  course,  America  is  a 
large  country,  and  her  resources  are  large,  but  whether  she  will 
recover  from  the  shock  which  has  visited  her,  Time  alone  can  show. 


About  the  Measure  of  It. 

M.P.  (addressing  his  Constituents  during  the  Receis}. 
men,  scan  the  Continent  of  Europe,  &c.,  <£c." 
Enthusiastic  Schoolboy  (in  reply)— 


"  Gentle- 


Contur|baban 


tur  COn|st4nti|nop81Itani|| 
bag  |  sollici|tadmi|bas.|| 
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THE    NEXT    ARTICLE-IN    THE       GOLDS." 

(Translated from  the  Russian  by  Mr.  Punch's  Private  Medium.) 


THE  time  has  arrived  for  speaking  boldly  and  plainly  to  the  half- 
civilised  barbarians  who  dwell  in  England,  the  land  of  fogs  and 
slaves.  As  this  paper  is  addressed  to  the  educated  classes  of  the 
most  intellectual  country  in  the  world,  it  will  he  unnecessary  to  say 
a  word  ahout  the  cruelties  and  "  outrages  "  of  Great  Britain.  Who 
has  not  heard  of  the  daily  wife-sale  in  Smithfield,  of  the  wretched 
hirelings  who  are  forced  to  gorge  raw  meat  to  amuse  a  senseless  and 
sensual  country  (in  England  these  degraded  wretches  are  called 
"  Beef -eaters  "),  of  the  frightful  terrors  of  that  home  of  murder  in 
Baker  Street  so  gloomily  described  as  "  the  Chamber  of  Horrors." 
of  the  cowardly  injustice  of  the  "  Habeas  Corpus  Act,"  and  all  the 
loathsome  "customs"  (as  the  rites  would  he  called  in.  Africa)  of 
"  Magna  Charta  ?  "  Which  of  our  readers  has  not  heard  of  'all  these 
blemishes — nay,  plague-spots — upon  the  civilisation  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  ?  Why  should  we  ask  for  an  answer  when  no  reply 
is  sure  to  be  forthcoming  ?  No,  then  let  us  address  ourselves  to  the 
subject  we  have  in  hand  and  at  heart. 

First,  then,  let  us  say  that  that  august  nohleman,  PBINCE  GOBT- 
CHAXOFF,  has  never  been  bribed.  Although  this  accusation  has 
never  been  made  by  the  British  Press,  there  are  ample  proofs  to 
establish  the  fact  that  the  Editors  of  the  leading  English  journals 
imagine  that  his  Highness  has  been  guilty  of  peculation.  They  do 
not  say  so,  hut  they  must  think  so.  They  know  what  DISBAELI- 
BEACONSFIELD  is  like,  they  know  his  combinations  and  trickiness, 
and  they  must  believe  that  the  noblest  of  men  and  the  purest  of 
patriots— in  a  word,  GOBTCIIAKOFF— has  been  formed  in  the  same 
mould.  Nothing  could  be  more  disgraceful,  nothing  could  be  more 
dastardly,  and— English!  But  as  this  thought  must  be  in  their 
minds,  it  shall  be  our  duty  to  expose  their  callous  brutality. 

The  events  of  the  Franco-German  War  must  still  be  fresh  in  the 
minds  of  every  one.  It  will  be  remembered  that  Russia,  with  a 
nobleness  and  bravery  (which  must  fill  every  cultivated  mind  with 
feelings  of  the  strongest  admiration),  preserved  a  strict  neutrality- 
she  sided  neither  with  the  French  nor  the  Germans.  Probably  the 
English  Journalists  believe  that  PEINCE  GOETCHAKOFF  received  a 
present  of  2,000,000  roubles  from  BISMABCK  on  the  one  side  and 
GAMBETTA  on  the  other.  No  grosser  calumny  could  be  imagined  by 
the  mind  of  man.  Let  BISMABCK  and  GAMBETTA  be  questioned,  and 
they  will  assert  that  PEINCE  GOBTCHAKOFF  did  not  receive  more 
than  two-thirds  of  the  sums  that  have  been  mentioned.  If  they 
deny  this,  let  the  Foreign  Offices  of  Berlin  and  Paris  be  searched, 
and  then  our  Prince's  patriotism  will  be  proudly  established  by  the 
discovery  of  the  receipts  ! 

The  story  that  PEINCE  GOETCHAKOFF  offered  DISBAELI-BEA- 
CONSFIELD  £5,000  for  a  third  share  in  his  (supposed— mark  the  word 
—supposed)  profits  on  the  Suez  Canal  Scheme  is  utterly  false.  The 
offer  (it  was  £6,000)  was  made  to  the  Premier's  Private  Secre- 
tary, who  kicked  the  Prince's  emissary  out  of  Downing  Street !  On 
the  most  reliable  information  it  has  now  been  ascertained  that 
DISBAELI-BEACONSFIELD  did  not  make  a  miserable  shilling  by  his 
diplomacy ;  and  as  for  his  Secretary's  kick,  all  we  can  say  is  this— 
it  will  long  be  remembered  by  posterity ! 

And  now  we  come  to  the  story  of  the  Prince  seeking  twenty-five 
Generals'  commissions,  thirty-six  Military  orders,  and  two  hundred 
and  eighteen  Patents  of  nobility.  Well,  of  course,  all  our  readers 
are  familiar  with  the  facts  of  the  narrative ;  therefore  it  would 
merely  be  repetition  to  repeat  them.  We  assert  with  the  greatest 
possible  indignation,  however,  that  many  of  the  minor  details  have 
been  considerably  exaggerated. 

Everybody  is  aware,  too,  that  our  August  Chancellor  has  received 
for  various  services  at  various  times  28,000,000  lire  from  KOTO 

i070?!  EMMANTTEL  (paid  in  paper  money,  and  therefore  not  very 
valuable),  4,000,000  florins  from. the  present  EMPEBOB  OF  ATJSTBIA, 
and  25,000  francs  from  the  Swiss  Confederation.  But  were  not 


these  sums  presents  ?  And  if  he  is  always  asking  for  douceurs 
from  the  KINO  OF  THE  BELGIANS,  His  Majesty  of  Sweden  and 
Norway,  the  Monarch  of  Denmark,  the  KINO  OF  SPAIN,  and  the 
EJIPEEOE  OF  CHINA,  does  he  always  get  as  much  as  from  his  august 
position  he  might  naturally  expect  to  obtain  ?  Let  the  mean- 
spirited  potentates,  who  have  only  sent  half  the  sum  demanded, 
reply  to  this  home-thrust ! 

And  now  having  answered  the  charges  of  the  English  Journalists 
(charges  that  were  rather  cowardly  thoughts  than  dastardly  asser- 
tions), we  throw  ourselves  upon  the  generosity  of  our  supporters. 

To  our  Customers. — Oar  Collector  calls  daily  (when  desired)  for 
orders.  As  arranged,  he  will  bring  the  receipted  bill  (made  up  to 
to-day's  date)  to-morrow  morning  to  His  Highness  the  PEINCE 
— FF.  Will  His  Highness  (if  he  should  happen  to  be  out) 
kindly  leave  the  money  with  His  Highness's  Secretary.  The  proofs 
of  next  week's  article  have  been  sent  as  usual  to  the  Chancellerie 
for  revision. 

DREAM  POEM  A  LA  SWINBURNE. 
(After  a  Supper  of  Pork  Cliops.) 

SOFT  is  the  smell  of  it,  sweet  the  sad  sound  of  it, 
Mournfully  mingled  on  yon  mountain's  top, 

Grateful,  and  green,  and  caressing  the  ground  of  it, 
Calm  as  a'calyx,  and  deep  as  a  drop. 

Ah !  the  enlivenment,  dark  as  the  distance ! 

Ah !  the  allurements  that  lavish  and  lave  ! 
Is  there  no  sound  but  the  sun's  sweet  insistance, 

Night  in  the  forest,  and  noon  on  the  wave  ? 

Fierce  as  a  festival,  fragrant  and  fading- 
Grim  as  the  grandeur  that  dreams  of  a  day — 

Is  there  no  balm  in  Love's  lavish  unlading, 
Born  in  the  brightness,  and  grieving,  and  gray  ? 

Lo !  in  the  glimmering,  sweet  Aphrodite, 
Ghastly  and  g_racious,  and  groaning  and  grave, 

Brilliant  in  banishment,  mournful  and  mighty, 
Soft  as  the  samite  that  sinks  in  the  wave ! 

Light  are  the  longings  that  listen  and  linger : 
Ah !  the  sick  kingdoms  that  grapple  and  groan! 

Red  as  Republics  that  point  the  far  finger, 
Or  hail  the  horizon,  aghast  and  alone. 

Sinks  in  the  distance  the  Dream  and  the  Dreaming, 
Leaves  the  wide  world  to  its  pining  and  nain ; 

From  the  great  Universe,  lo  !  in  the  gleaming. 
Blazes  the  bandersnatch,  faithless  and  fain ! 


Tea  and  Spirits. 

A  TEADEALEB  in  a  leading  thoroughfare  of  the  City  announces 
the  first  arrival  from  the  "  Tea  Harvest,"  of  the  "  New  Crop,"  per 
steamers  Glenartney  and  Glenearn.  Breathes  there  the  Scotchman 
who  can  brook  these  denominations  for  steamers  conveying  cargoes 
of  Tea  ?  What  next  ?  Another  arrival  of  Tea,  perhaps,  per  steamer 
Glenliyat,  which  would  naturally  create  in  the  Scottish  mind  a  horrid 
confusion  between  the  "Tea  Spirit  Robur,"  and  the  Spirit  of  the 
3-len,  Sister  Spirit  to  the  Spirit  of  the  Mountain,  otherwise  Moun- 
tain Dew,  in  short,  Whiskey. 


Mr.  Tennyson  on  the  Eastern  Question. 

(Dedicated,  without  express  permission,  Lt>  Servia.) 

'Tis  better  to  have  fought  and  lost, 
Than  never  to  have  fought  at  all. 


AN  OLD  WOMAN'S  OPINION. 

MRS.  GAMP  expresses  her  decided  opinion  that  howsumdeyer  much 
jhere  may  be  to  say  agin  BENJAMIN  BEACONSFIELD,  still,  in  belyin' 
of  him  for  a  Premier  with  a  stookjobbin'  policy,  leastways  that  there 
Editor  of  the  Rooshan  Golosh  have  put  his  foot  in  it. 


ME.  GLADSTONE  wanted  a  General  Election — well,  Ministers  have 
gone  to  the  Country. 


SOBS   HOBATIANA    (for  Russia).' — "  Fortiter  occupa  Portion." 
Lib.  i.,  Ode  xiv. 
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TOO    SERIOUS    FOR    JOKING. 

Smith  (frivolous  Joker).    "THE   ' MURPHIES'   COME  UP  RATHEII   BADLY,  EH, 


Sroim  (serious  Gardener).  "On,  MIDDLING." 

Smith.  "  I  FIND  THE  CROP  WILL  BE  TEN  PER  CENT.  UNDER  THE  AVERAGE 
THIS  YEAR  ! " 

Brown.  "How  DO  YOU  COMB  AT  THAT?    THKV  ARE  NOT  GOT  UP  YBT." 

Smith  (prodding  B.  with  Aw  Umbrella).  "BY  TRYING  'EM,  BY  TIIE  TEN-TATA - 
TIVB  PROCESS,  MY  BOY  !  Twio  J"  ! !  [Brown  has  to  go  in  and  take  something. 


TI1H  I'AKADISE  AT  THE  1'OU;. 
(A  Fool'i.) 

THE  Northern  Pole  has  no  punch-bowl 

Inside  of  its  frozen  rim, 
No  open  sea,  as  'twas  said  to  he, 

Where  the  sprat  and  mackerel  swim : 

No  Paradise  walled  round  with  ice 

Which  Arctic  lights  illume  ; 
Where  (rales  smell  nice  with  balm  and  spice, 

And  the  rose  and  the  citron  bloom. 

No  haven  of  rest  for  the  rock-built  nest 

Of  the  gannet  and  the  gull, 
Much  less  any  brake  whence  trill  and  shake 

Are  poured  by  the  sweet  bul-bul. 

There  absolute  Cold,  in  high  stronghold, 

A  Despot  reigns  alone. 
No  living  thing  can  that  old  King, 

Jack  i  rost,  brook  near  his  throne. 

51  ill  snow  on  his  chair  he  bits,  as  it  were 
The  Prince  on  a  Twelfth-Cake,  crowned, 

With  a  frozen  wall  that  blocks  out  all, 
Four  hundred  miles  around. 

Too  daring  wights  from  afar  he  smites. 

Beware  lest  he  nip  thy  nose, 
Or  turn  thee  back  from  thy  doleful  track, 

Adventurer,  minus  toes ! 

Hurrah  for  the  bold  who  braved  the  cold, 

In  hard  and  perilous  tight 
With  that  fell  foe,  to  far  down  below 

The  zero  of  Fahrenheit. 

But  now  you  know  that  the  Pole  's  no  go, 

In  a  region  you  can't  explore, 
Let  lives  be  cost  and  money  dead  lost 

In  a  vain  attempt  no  more. 


Mrs.  Gamp  on  the  Arctic  Expedition. 

"  S.UBEY,"  says  MRS.  HARRIS  to  me,  "'ow  comes 
it  as  these  Diskivery  Ships,  which  was  to  have  brought 
the  North  Pole  to  tne  British  Museum,  has  been  gone 
and  come  back  without  it  ?  " 

"  MRS.  'ARRIS,"  savs  I,  "I  suppoge  they've  been*  and 
corned  back  from  regions  only  known  to  theirselves." 


A  NEW  PHASE  OF  Smart! ALISM.—  Treadmill-turning 


POETICAL  LICENCE. 

TIIK  following  Advertisement  telling  of  the  lavish  liberality  of 
Oriental  Princes  appeared  not  many  days  ago  in  the  columns  of  the 
Times  : — 

TO   I'ori'S.  &c.—  WANTED,  A  LIBRETTO  for  an  opera  in  Italian. 
The  subject  must  be  tragic.     £20  will  be  given  for  if  approved  of. — 
Prince  Duleep  Singh,  Carlton  Club,  Pall  Mall,  London. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that  the  notice  to  "  Poets,  &c.," 
must  have  produced  hundreds  of  answers.  Will  His  HIGHNESS 
PRINCE  DULEEP  SINGH  be  good  enough  to  say  if  the  following  were 
amongst  the  number. 

Working  JUan's  Literary  Institute,  Hammersmith. 
MR.  JOHN  JONES,  bricklayer,  presents  his  compliments  to  MR. 
DULEEP  SINGH,  and  begs  to  say  that  should  he  be  thrown  out  of 
work  this  Christmas  he  will  be  glad  to  think  of  MB.  SINGH'S  offer. 
At  present  his  wages  are  too  good  to  allow  of  his  entertaining  ME. 
SINGH'S  obliging  proposal. 

Sen-ant's  'A!/,  2,473,  Orosrenor  Square. 

JOHN  THOMAS  SMITH,  ESQ.'S  respects  to  PRINCE  DULFKP  SIN-MI, 
and  I  wouldn't  undertake  the  job  under  £25.  What  with  my  gen- 
tleman's clothes  to  brush,  and  the  tidying  up  of  the  pantry,  JOH.Y 
TnoMAS  SMITH,  ESQ.,  ain't  got  much  time  on  'is  'ands  for  what  I 
may  call  literatoore.  Thank  you  all  the  same. 

Grub  Street,  E.C. 

MR.  SHAKSPEARE  DANTE  MILTON  SNOOKS  presents  his  compliments 
to  PRINCE  DULEEP  SINGH,  and  regrets  that  his  appointment  as  Poet 
Laureate  to  the  eminent  firm  of  MESSRS.  SHADRACH,  MESHACH,  AND 


ABEDNEGO,  the  celebrated  Merchant  Clothiers,  prevents  him  from 
accepting  the  Prince's  esteemed  proposal.  MR.  SHAKSPEARE  DANTE 
MILTON  SNOOKS  takes  the  liberty  to  suggest  that  from  the  nature  of 
the  Prince's  offer,  he  imagines  that  the  terms  of  MESSRS.  8.  M.  AND 
A.  will  exactly  suit  the  views  of  his  Highness.  The  Indian  Gent 
Suit  (as  advertised),  from  £1  2«.  6rf.,  trousers,  coatee,  and  Test 
complete. 

Ilanwell  Lunatic  Asylum, 
YOT/E  HIGHNESS,  Dangerout  Ward. 

I  shall  be  very  glad  to  undertake  the  work  you  propose,  for 
the  rate  of  remuneration  you  suggest. 

Your  very  obedient  servant, 

A  LITERARY  MAN. 

P.S.— I  would  have  called  upon  you  in  person  had  I  been  able  to 
effect  my  escape. 

85,  Fleet  Street,  E.C. 

Mr.  Punch  presents  his  compliments  to  PRINCE  DCLEEP  SINGH. 
As  His  Highness  has  hitherto  maintained  the  character  of  a  very 
sensible  Gentleman,  Mr.  Punch  trusts  that  the  advertisement  to 
which  he  has  called  attention  is  merely  a  silly  hoax. 


Suspicious. 

CAN  this  advertisement,  from  the  11'iifan  Observer,  have  anything 
to  do  with  the  "  Cow  with  the  iron  tail ''  ? 

THE  WIGAX  COAL  &  IKON  CO.,  Limited,  beg  to  announce  that 
they  have  commenced  to  deliver  SIILK,  by  Cart,  from  their  Brimelow 
Farm. 
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GREAT    STEP    IN    SPIRITUALISM! 

(By  Psycho  Brake.) 


PIB.ITUALISM  ,is  often 
objected  to  on  the 
ground  that  spiritual 
messages  are  usually 
trivial,  silly,  and  un- 
grammatical.  It  is 
said  that  the  familiar 
spirits  of  Spiritualists 
are  in  general  more 
than  familiar  in  their 
familiarities,  being 
vulgar.  This  is  quite 
true.  I  have  dis- 
covered why.  As  the 

law  of  gravitation  was  revealed  to  NEWTON, 
so,  to  compare  mundane  matters  with  things 
spiritual,  was  that  higher  revelation  made  to 
me.  An  apple  fell  upon  NEWTON'S  head,  and 
knocked  gravitation  into  it :  a  spirit  touch  on 
the  seat  of  intelligence  put  a  grander  idea 
into  mine. 

There  are  those  who   deny  the  story  of 
NEWTON  and  the  apple.    Perhaps  they  douht 
the  reality  of  WILLIAM  TELL  and  his  apple 
too.    The  discovery  I  have  made  will    be 
questioned  and  scoifed  at  hy  none  hut  such 
inveterate  sceptics  as  those. 
What  is  that  discovery  ? 
The  singular  and  startling  fact  that  the 
spirits    from  whom   or  rather  from  which 
those  lower  communications  come,  are,  in 

fact,  the  spirits  of  lower  animals,  mostly,  though  not  always,  those  of  domestic  pets.   It  is  these  latter  that  announce  themselves  as  Annie, 
Minnie,  Titsy,  Joey,  and  so  forth. 

One  evening  a  few  weeks  ago.  at  our  usual  friendly  seance,  after  the  accustomed  tippings,  and  raps  which  were  loud  and  frequent,  a 
sound  of  scratching  upon  the  table  was  heard,  and  immediately  the  touch  of  something  light  and  velvety  came  on  my  head.  My  nose, 
at  the  same  time,  was  gently  scratched.  The  Spirit  gave  by  the  alphabet  the  name  of  Tibbie.  No  party  in  our  circle  remembered  to 
have  lost  any  relative  known  by  that  endearing  appellation ;  but  the  pat  on  the  head  reminded  me  that  it  had  been  the  name  of  a 
favourite  tom-cat  which  had  recently  departed  this  life.  A  rapid  train  of  meditation  concluded  in  the  surmise  that  feline  spirits  might 
possibly  exist,  and  our  unseen  visitant  be  one  of  them.  On  inquiry,  this,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  present,  proved  to  be  really  the  case. 

On  subsequent  investigation  we  found  that  communications  purporting  to  be  derived  from  deceased  friends,  are  often  really  made 
by  dogs  and  cats  that  were  allowed  in  their  lifetime  to  lie  under  the  family  table,  or  at  the  family  hearth,  and  so  to  obtain  a  knowledge 
of  family  affairs,  often  imperfect ;  whence  the  spirit  misstatements  so  remarkably  common. 

The  generality  of  the  tricksy  and  mischievous  spirits  we  ascertained  to  be  those  of  monkeys,  mostly  from  the  Zoological  Gardens.  A 
tiger  once  gave  the  name  of  Nero,  and  a  spirit  calling  itself  Dr.  Johnson  turned  out  to  have  been  in  life  an  elephant.  The  customary 
untruthfulness  of  Spirits  is  beautifully  accounted  for  by  the  moral  deficiency  natural  to  the  inferior  creatures,  whose  faculties  are 
nevertheless  in  course  of  expansion  and  development  in  spirit-life.  We  received,  however,  some  very  friendly  greetings  from  departed 
dogs,  particularly  a  poodle  naming  himself  Walker,  who  afforded  us  much  reliable  information. 

On  one  occasion  the  spirit  of  an  animal  claimed  to  be  that  of  a  living  writer  distinguished  by  his  enmity  to  Punch.  It  was  the 
spirit  of  a  jackass. 


NOVEMBER  11,  1876.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


201 


A    VOCATION. 

Yowig  Qcniits  (gazing  with  complacency  at  his  Mother's  Portrait,  to  which  he  hat  just  added  the  last  finishing  touch).  "  WHAT  WE  REALLY 
WANT,  MOTHER,  TO  REGENERATE  ART   AND   RESTORE   IT  TO  ITS  FORMER  HIOH  POSITION,  is  THAT  A  MAN  SHOULD  ARISE  AMONGST  us 

WHO  SHOULD   COMBINE    THE  LOFTIEST  AlMS  WITH    ABSOLUTELY    UHUXITSD  POWER!— AND    I   11U3T    SAY,    MOTHER,    I    CAN'T     SEE     WHY  / 
SHOULD  NOT  BE  THAT   MAN  !  " 

Fond  and  foolish  Mamma.   "I'M  SURS  YOU  MIGHT,  ALGERNON,  l»  YOU  TRIED/" 


What  a  cheering  thought  is  that  of  the  improvement  and  amelio- 
ration of  the  spirits  of  animals  occurring  in  the  spirit-sphere! 
There,  even  an  Ass  learns  to  spell,  however  imperfectly.  The  cry  is 
still  "  Excelsior  !  "  As  Man,  ascending  proportionately  in  the  scale 
of  Being,  to  what  an  immeasurable  altitude  may  a  Spiritualist,  like 
me,  expect  to  rise  above  a  donkey ! 


"WILLS  OF  THEIR  OWN." 

(Not  from  the  Illustrated  London  News.) 

THE  Will  and  testament  of  HORATIO  GROWLEE,  of  Grumpy  Hall, 
dated  November,  1846,  has  been  proved  under  £200,000,  whereby  he 
bequeaths  his  property  in  equal  shares  to  his  brothers  JOHN  and 
JAMES.  By  a  codical  dated  August,  1854,  he  revokes  his  bequest  to 
JOHN,  on  the  ground  that  the  latter  has  married  a  wife  with  a 
squint.  By  a  codicil  dated  January,  1861,  he  leaves  all  his  property 
to  the  Eariswood  Asylum  for  Idiots,  with  the  intent  of  thereby 
equitably  providing  for  his  brothers  and  their  families.  A  codicil 
dated  June,  1867.  contains  mere  personal  abuse  of  his  relations,  as 
do  codicils  dated  May,  1870,  and  July,  1872.  A  codicil,  dated 
September,  1875,  leaves  all  his  property  to  his  Cook,  "  the  only 
woman  he  ever  knew  who  could  make  a  leg  of  mutton  last  from 
Sunday  to  Saturday."  It  is  probable  that  this  Will  will  be  disputed. 

The  Will  of  HANNAH  MARIA  SARAH,  relict  of  JOHN  POODLES,  dry- 
salter,  dated  June,  1870,  has  been  proved  under  £90,000.  Testatrix 
leaves  to  her  four  sons  £50  each,  and  to  each  of  her  seven  daughters 
£100,  and  bequeaths  the  remainder  to  the  founding  of  a  hospital 
for  lost  dogs  and  cats. 

The  Wm  of  PATRICK  O'FLANAGAN,  dated  "either  July  or 
August,"  1872.  has  been  proved  under  £300.  By  it  £5000  are  left 
to  the  British  Museum,  to  purchase  the  ancient  sculptures  of  Ire- 
land ;  £10,000  to  the  National  Gallery,  to  encourage  Irish  Art,  and 
£10,000  to  the  Zoological  Society,  to  form  and  maintain  a  collection 


of  Irish  wild  beasts.  The  testator  leaves  all  his  kingdom  of  Tip- 
perary  to  his  brother-in-law,  AUGUSTUS  O'LEAKY,  "hereby 
apologising  for  having  broken  the  latter's  head  at  Clonmel  Fair  " — 
and  also  the  ancient  regal  Crown,  "  when  that  thief  LANAGAN  brings 
it  back."  By  a  codicil  of  a  later  date,  testator  bequeaths  so  much  of  bis 
stock  of  blue-stone  whiskey,  "  as  may  not  be  consumed  at  the  time 
of  his  death,"  to  his  cousins,  on  the  condition  that  "  they  do  not 
make  beasts  of  themselves  at  his  funeral." 

The  Will  of  LYCURGUS  SOLOMON,  Journalist,  dated  March,  1874, 
has  been  proved  under  £800,  which  sum  has  been  left  to  establish 
an  Asylum  for  Indigent  Authors.  To  FITZMORRIS  BELVIDERE, 
Actor,  is  left  the  critique,  wherein  Testator  declared  that  the  afore- 
said FTTZMORRIS  BELVIDERE  was  "the  very  worst  Actor  that  had 
ever  tried  to  bring  SHAKSPEABE  into  contempt."  To  MONTMORENCY 
ST.  JOHN,  Dramatist  and  Actor,  is  left  the  critique,  wherein  Testator 
declared  that  the  aforesaid  MONTMORESCT  ST.  JOHN  was  "  as  little 
capable  of  acting  the  part  of  a  Gentleman  as  he  was  of  describing  one." 
To  GEOHGIN A  LA  ROSE,  Novelist,  is  left  the  critique,  wherein  Testator 
declared  that  the  aforesaid  GEORGINA  LA  ROSE  had  better  cease 
staining  her  fingers  with  ink,  and  devote  what  little  intellect  she  is 
endowed  with  to  the  making  of  slippers,  or  the  turning  of  a 
mangle."  To  the  Managers  of  the  different  Metropolitan  Theatres 
are  left  several  unacted  Tragedies,  and  to  the  various  Publish- 
ing Firms  of  London  axe  bequeathed  some  hundredweights  of 
manuscript. 


1869. 

JACK, --ir- 

BILL,  the  "TICKER,"  which  he  "bunged  from  the  old  cove  on 
Denmark  Hill ;"  and  to  his  "  Leary  Bloke,"  BOB,  his  unexpired 
Ticket-of-Leave.  

Two  GATES  TO  THE  EAST  WHICH  REQCTRE  LOOKISG  AFTER.— 
Constantinople  and  Temple-Bar. 
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THE     LAST    TRIBUTE    OF    RESPECT. 


)UND  trumpets,  and  roll  drums,  for 
this  Lord  Mayor's  Show  above  all 
its  predecessors.  Besides  SAN;- 
GEH'S  Elephants  and  the  PRIME 
MINISTER'S  speech,  and  the 
presence  of  the  Arctic  heroes  at 
the  Banquet,  .Lord  Mayor's  Day 
will  this  year  possess  another 
source  of  interest,  and  that  of  a 

deeply  pathetic  character.  There  is  a  mournful  probability  that  this  is  the  last 
time  the  great  State  Civic  Procession  will  pass  beneath  Temple  Bar.  Such 
being  the,  case,  it  has  very  properly  been  resolved  to  treat  the  venerable  barrier 
with  every  possible  mark  of  respect.  The  Joint  Committee  to  whom  has  been 
entrusted  the  painful  duty  of  making  suitable  arrangements  on  this  melancholy 
occasion,  have  issued  the  following  programme : — 

On  the  9th  of  November,  Lord  Mayor's  Day,  Temple"  Bar,  which  the  utili- 
tarian spirit  of  the  age  has  doomed  to  a  speedy  destruction,  will  be  draped  in 
black,  with  the  word  "  Farewell"  inscribed  in  silver  letters  on  the  facade. 

The  windows  of  CHILD'S  Bank  will  be  carefully  closed,  and  a  black  flag 
hoisted,  bearing  the  motto — "  For  the  last  time." 

When  the  procession  arrives  at  the  Bar,  the  military  escort  will  present 

arms,  and  the  various  bands  will  play  a  solemn  Funeral  March. 

The  Banners  of  the  City  Companies  will  be  lowered  and  furled. 

The  Bells  of  the  City  Churches  will  cease  ringing. 

The  Lord  Mayor  will  rise  up  in  the  State  Coach  and  say  a  few  appropriate 

words. 

The  Sheriffs  will  hide  their  emotion  in  their  pocket-handkerchiefs. 
The  Aldermen  and  Common  Councilmen  will  deposit  wreaths  of  Immortelles 
all  round  the  base  and  on  the  tops  of  the  gates. 

At  the  Banquet  in  the  evening,  touching  allusions  will  be  made  by  the  Prime 
Minister  and  other  Speakers  to  the  only  drawback  to  the  festivities  of  the  day. 
The  Waiters  will  be  affected  to  tears.  The  late  Lord  Mayor  will  recite  his 
"  Elegy  on  Temple  Bar."  Many  of  the  guests  will  go  home  and  dream  of  the 
dear  old  Bar  transported  to  the  Embankment,  or  South  Kensington  Museum,  or 
Salisbury  Plain. 

Physicians  and  Feemales. 

WoMEir  are  now  eligible  for  the  licence  of  the  King  and  Queen's  College  o: 
Physicians,  Dublin,  and  other  licensing  medical  bodies  are  expected  likewisi 
to  admit  candidates  of  the  gentler  sex.  There  are  some  amongst  the  brother 
hood  of  Physic  who  contemplate  the  admission  of  sisters  with  disfavour.  Le 
us  hope  this  does  not  arise  from  a  feeling  of  mean  jealousy  and  a  fear  o 
competition  with  women  such  as  that  which  possesses  trades-unionists.  Wha 
medical  man,  that  is  a  man,  can  be  afraid  of  a  medical  woman  ?  Breathe 
there  the  physician,  in  any  considerable  practice,  who  apprehends  that  th 
rivalry  of  females  could'ever  possibly  diminish  his  fees  ? 

ONE  Pole  Kussia  will  never  succeed  in  coercing — the  North. 


WELCOME  BACK ! 

(A  Home- Coming  Hail  to  our  Arctic  Explorers.) 

"  When  commiserated  with  on  their  frost-bitten  cheeks  and 
fingers,  LIEUTENANT  KA-WSON  jovially  replied, '  Well,  at  last  we 
feel  that  the  cheers  from  Southsea  Beach  have  been  fairly 
earned.'  " — Story  of  the  Expedition. 

WELL  earned  indeed !    And  as  our  cheers 
Rang  high  and  hopeful  in  your  ears, 
When  echoing  from  white  Albion's  shore, 

Went  forth  our  Vale, 
So,  hailing  your  return,  they  rise, 
As,  clear  through  chill  October's  skies, 
In  Ave  glad  old  England's  roar 

Greets  you  right  gaily ! 

From'Ancient  Ice-Sea's  silent  lip, 

From  bergs'  and  floes'  death-dealing  grip, 

Our  Arctic  Argonauts  return, 

Though  foiled,  sp_oil-laden. 
On  many  a  coming  winter  night 
Tales  of  their  long  and  well-waged 'fight 
Shall  make  eyes  glitter  and  cheeks  burn 
^  Of  youth  and  maiden ! 

Northward,  where  earth  no  longer  lifts 
Her  barren  rock  through  deep-down  rifts 
Of  the  Ice-realm,  they  pushed  their  quest, 

Elate,  undaunted! 

Northward,  where  neither  Polar  Bear 
Ventures  to  make  his  lonely  lair, 
Nor  Seal  his  bed,  nor  Knot  her  nest, 

Mid  wastes  death-haunted ! 

All  through  that  six-months'  Arctic  night, 
Whose  watches  are  slow  weeks,  whose  light 
Is  the  rare  moonshine,  they  withstood 

Their  Frost-foe  stoutly ; 
And  with  the  first  reluctant  gleam 
Of  the  pale  Spring's  returning  beam, 
Hope's  fitful  light  of  promise  wooed 

Once  more  devoutly. 

In  vain !    Those  grim  Ice-ridges  rose 
Phalanxed  athwart  the  frozen  floes : 
The  Polar  Sea's  stern  outworks  mocked 

Their  best  endeavour. 
And  hack,  with  steps  now  fain  to  lag, 
They  turned ;  but  left  the  old  Country's  flag 
On  the  Globe's  northmost  bastion,  locked 

In  ice  for  ever ! 

"The  pole  impracticable  ?  "    Well 
Another  day,  perhaps,  may  tell 
Another  tale.     'Twill  ne'er  deny 

The  meed  now  given. 
Skoal .'  to  our  Northmen — NARES'S  band ! 
Though  from  that  white  and  wondrous  land 
To  wrench  its  heart  of  mystery 

In  vain  they  've  striven. 

Welcome !    Well  done !    Whoe'er  they  be 

Who  o'er  that  Pahcocrystic  Sea 

Win  farther  Pole-wards,  none,  be  sure, 

Can  faineants  find  you : 
Though  lubbers  funk,  and  prigs  deride, 
BULL  hails  his  Arctic  lads  with  pride, 
And  prays  good  rest  to  the  brave  four 
You  left  behind  you ! 


AWFUL  THOUGHT. 

SCHOOL-BOARDS  are,  we  know,  a  necessary  x~ 
paniment  of  our  condition  here,  but  who  would  have 
dreamt  of  their  necessity  hereafter?  Yet  it  is  plaii 
that  "  ALLIE  "  (Mas.  SLADE),  who  spells  "  shown  " 
"  shone,"  would  not  pass  in  our  dictation  standard. 


THE .Standard  announces,  in  its  largest  type.  "TheLas 
Conspiracy  in.  Spain."    We  are  delighted  to  hear  it. 


THE  Great  Duke  asserted  that  an  Army  fought  on  it 
Stomach.  The  Servians  evidently  have  no  stomach  to 
fight  on. 
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A    COLD   RECEPTION 


(ARCTIC    REGIONS,    1875.) 


VAUL— NOVEMBER  11,  1870. 


A   WARM   WELCOME. 

(PORTSMOUTH,   1876.) 
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THE    YOUNG    MEDIUM'S    CATECHISM. 

HIT  is  your  Name? — 
That  is,  like  tin; 
Spirits,  immaterial. 

Where  do  you  come 
from  ? — America  ge- 
nerally. 

Where  do  you 
practise  ? — In  Europe 
especially. 

What  are  your 
Properties  ?  —  A  Ta- 
ble, a  Chair,  and  two 
pair  of  Hands. 

What  do  you  most 
confide  in?  — ('lurk, 
Chatter,  and  Chance. 

What  are  your  three  (Treat  Pov, 
—The  Conjuror,  th<>  Carpenter,  and 
the  Confederate. 

What  are  your  Spirits'  nam< 
Aplomb,  Aptitude,  and  Adroitness. 
How  revealed  ?—  In  Taps,  Raps, 
and  Slaps. 

Where  do  the  Spirits  hatch  their 
plots  ? — In  a  Mare's  N 

What  are  your  best ,  support  ?  — 
The  lies  of  Fools  and  the  folly  of 
Liars. 

Who  are  your  best  Supporters? 
— One-sided  Scientists,  no-sided 
Religionists,  and  lop  -  sided  Old 
Women. 

What  Senses  do  you  trust  to?— 
ooth  Tongue,  a  quick  Eye,  and 
a  sharp  Ear. 

What  Limbs  'i — A  small  Hand  and 
a  supple  Leg. 

Where   do  you  expect  to  go  to? 

— That  depends  on   circumstances,  which,  not  being  Spirits,  are 
beyond  my  own  control. 
In  Adversity  ?— To  Gaol. 
In  Prosperity  ? — To  St.  Petersburgh. 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  MAN. 

A  Visit  to  the  Prince  of  Wales's,   with  a  Short  Disquisition  on 
French  and  English  Audiences,  and  a  few  words  on  the  present 


SIR,  —  Peril,  at"  the  Prince  of  Wales's,  has  long  since  been  suffi- 
ciently discussed  by,  competent  critics,  and  has  undoubtedly  made  a 
considerable  impression  on  what  is  called  the  "  play-going  public." 
Your  Representative's  esteemed,  but  somewhat  harem-scarum 
friend,  PEOGUL  BET,  being  in  an  undecided  state  of  mind  as  to 
whether  he  shall  return  to  Constantinople  or  not  —  an  Eastern  ques- 
tion which  will  be  decided  for  him  affirmatively  or  negatively  by  a 
peaceful  or  warlike  solution  —  (and  if  there  is  peace  I  may  sing  of  my 
Oriental  chum,  "  Ho  will  return,  I  know  him  well  "  —  while  if  there 
is  war  he  will,  stay  where  he  is  at  his  house  in  Tyburnia,  and 
become  the  Bulbul  of  Bayswater)  —  my  friend,  I  say,  being  in  this 
feverish  condition,  is  no  companion  for  Your  Representative,  on  an 
occasion  when  a  cool  head,  calm  judicial  acumen,  and  a  mind  free 
from  bias  or  prejudice,  are  in  requisition,  as  they  are  when  anyone 
interested  in  the  well-being  of  the  Drama  visits  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  Theatre,  to  witness  the  performance  of  any  piece  produced 
under  the  management  of  MR.  and  MRS.  BANCROFT.  By  this  time 
every  one  knows  that  Peril  is  "  adapted  for  the  English  stage  from 
M.  \ICTORIKN  SAUIIOD'S  Nos  Intimes"—  I  quote  the  Playbill—  but, 
as  the  qualification.  "  for  the  English  stage"  implies  so  much,  I 
would  prefer  to,  consider  the  Play  on  its  own  merits  as  a  production 
of  the 

"  HOWE,  Brothers,  ROWB," 

written  under  a  censorship  far  stricter  than  that  of  the  official 
Licenser  of  Plays.  "  Adapted  for  the  English  stage,"  is,  in  effect, 
an  apology  for  the  adaptation;  for  when  so  "strong"  a  piece  as 
Not  Intimes  is  submitted  to  the  process  of  adaptation,  it  must  be 
considerably  weakened  before  it  can  be  considered  as  food  lit  for 
such  babes  as  an  English  audience  is  supposed,  by  competent 
authorities,  to  be  ;  that  is,  as  compared  with  a  French  audience. 

There  is,  I  admit,  a  vast  difference  between  an  English  and  French 
audience  witnessing  the  same  play.  An  English  audience—  as  it 
appears  to  me—  looks  on  at  the  action  of  a  play  as  at  realities,  while 


a  French  audience  regards  it  as  representing  probabilities — or,  as 
Puff  says  in  The  Critic,  "  Things  just  so  strange  that,  though  they 
never  did,  they  might  happen  "—which,  if  seasoned  with  sufficient 
wit  by  the  Author,  and  artistically  rendered  by  the  Actors,  are 
quite  good  enough  for  them  pour  passer  le  temps.  As  to  anyone  in 
a  French  audience  being  either  better  or  worse  for  <"f'»>'fg  at  far 
"stronger"  plays,  I  aon't  believe  it  for  a  mom ••'.  ire  we, 
pharisaically,  to  hold  up  our  hands  in  horror,  and  thank  Heav  n  that 
an  English  audience  is  not  as  a  French  audience,  because  the  latter 
only  consider  as  an  artistic  question  what  we  will  insist  upon  con- 
fusing with  one  of  morality  ?  Am  I  a  poisoner,  or  an  intriguer, 
a  plotter,  and  a  man  of  mystery,  because  I  prefer  beguiling  my 
leisure  with  the  works  of  Mil.  WILKIE  COLLINS  and  M.  OkuoiiiAU  to 
those  of  DH.  CUMMINO  ?  No;  if  highly  flavoured  bisque  is  too  strong 
tor  Knglish  stomachs,  don't  water  it,  and  make  it  into  a  compara- 
tively tasteless  mess,  but  simply  ignore  it  altogether, — have  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  I  confess,  for  my  part,  I  am  for  giving  the  English 
dramatist  a  range  as  unlimited  as  is  possessed  by  his  French 
i-anfriri',  because  I  feel  sure  that  he  would  use,  and  not  abuse,  such 

Peri/,  however,  has  not  been  "  freely  adapted,"  it  has  been  "drawn 
mild."  The  "peril"  is  very  slight;  I  was  scarcely  "rippled"  by  it. 
I  did  not  see  that  MBS.  KENDAL  was  at  any  moment  in  great  danger 
from  the  advances  of  that  audacious  little  Don  Juan,  MR.  SUGDEN. 
In  fact,  the  perilous  situation  was  on  the  whole,  just  the  one  on 
whi'-h  the  success  of  the  piece  seemed  least  of  all  to  depend. 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  how  admirably  the  piece  has  been  put  on 
the  Stage !  Fortunate  is  the  Author  or  a  Comedy  who  can  find  it 
produced  with  such  attention  to  even  the  very  slightest  detail. 

That  the  Management  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  cast,  one 
glance  at  the  playbill  is  sufficient  to  show.  Given  the  Piece  at  it 
is,  and  the  acting  is,  on  the  whole,  excellent  all  round.  But  I  cannot 
help  asking  what  is  the  character  Mas.  KENDAL  is  expected  to 
portray !  Does  Lady  Ormond  love  her  husband  ?  Yes  or  no  ?  If  the 
First  Act  means  anything — no,  decidedly.  Does  she  love  Charley 
Bradford  t  Well — I  should  say  no.  But  she  is  supposed  to  like  him 
considerably,  or  else,  at  all  events,  she  wouldn't  go  such  lengths  of 
flirting — or  more  than  flirting — with  him.  Yet.  after  all  these 
glances,  and  sighings,  and  hand-pressings,  when  the  natural  conse- 
quence follows,  and  he  declares  his  love,  is  she  "only  pretending" 
when  she  refuses  to  understand  him  ?  This  Scene  is  to  me  inexpli- 
cable. Or  are  we  supposed  to  be  witnessing  the  result  of  the  growth 
of  a  gradually  overpowering,  mastering  passion,  carrying  them  both 
onward  with  such  irresistible  force,  that,  to  quote  Mr.  Mildmay  in 
Still  Waters,  "  A  Welsh  river  after  a  flood  is  a  fool  to  it "  ?  No. 
Does  she  herself  give  the  explanation  of  the  whole  difficulty  when, 
pressing  her  hands  to  her  forehead,  she  exclaims  that  "  she  doesn't 
know  what  to 'think,  and  wishes  she  could  stop  thinking  "  ?  Is  she 
a  mild  sort  of  Frou  Frou  f  The  character  seems  to  me,  as  somebody 
says  in  Hard  Times,  "  All  a  muddle,"  and  MRS.  KENDAL  herself 
does  not  appear  to  be  quite  satisfied  as  to  "  what  they  (the  adapters) 
meant  by  it." 

The  others  of  the  dramatis  persona  are  all  distinct  characters. 
MR.  BANCROFT  is.  down  to  the  ground,  the  middle-aged  English 
Baronet,  honourable  and  loyal,  preferring  country  to  town  life, 
thoroughlyjhearty  and  consistently  phlegmatic.  The  only  fault  Ic  ould 
find  with  Dr.  Thornton  (MR.  KENDAL)  was  that  he  seemed  to  metobe 
a  trifle  too  old  for  the  lover  of  so  young  a  girl  as  Lucy  Ormond  (Miss 
BPCKSTONT;).  The  Crossley  Seeks  (Ma.  KKMJII.I:  and  MRS.  LEIGH 
MUIIRAY)  are — granting  the  hypothesis  that  such  people  would  have 
been  Sir  George  Ormond's  guests — undeniably  weliplayed.  The  boy 
Percy  ("  MB.  —it  surely  should  be'  "  MASTER  "— W.  YOUJTOE— and 
he  looks  what  his  name  implies)  is  the  best  boy  I  've  seen  for  some 
time,  quite  "a  model  boy.  To  omit  "Kemp,  the  Butler,"  would 
be  an  injustice  to  MR.  GLOVER  -  and  to  the  Management.  The  Chief 
Butler  in  PHARAOH'S  household  couldn't  have  been  more  perfect — 
and  he  must  have  had  a  very  good  character  from  his  last  place. 
(By  the  way,  which  was  hung,  the  Butler  or  the  Baker  ? — however, 
it  is  of  no  importance  now.)  And  last,  but  far  from  least,  is  the  Sir 
Woodbine  Orafton  of  MR.  ABTHTJB  CECIL,  which  is  in  nearly  all 
respects  admirable.  But  if  there  is  one  touch  of  nature  in  his  per- 
formance more  than  another  which  makes  the  whole  audience  kin, 
it  is  his  "  business"  (to  speak  technically)  in  the  commencement  of 
the  Second  Act, — so  characteristic  of  an  utterly  selfish  man  in  a 
country  house,  when  he  has  a  chance  of  'disappearing  with  the 
morning  newspapers.  If  it  is  a  very  little  overdone,  if  it  has  just  a 
touch  of  the  Palais  Royal  hand  in  it,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
some  exaggeration  is  absolutely  necessary  on  the  stage,  and  it  really 
is  not  until  Sir  Woodbine  has  surreptitiously  collared  his  fourth  or 
fifth  newspaper  that  the  audience  begin  to  enjoy  the  humour  of  the 
scene. 

There  are.  few  theatres  where  so  enjoyable  an  evening  can  be 
passed  as  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's.  The  piece  is  mis-named  Peril, 
it  should  have  been  The  Hare  and  Many  Friends — but  perhaps 
there  were  professional  reasons  against  this.  Yet  surely  if  this  were 
so,  then  for  the  ROWE  BROTHERS  to  make  MR.  BANCROFT  at  the  end 
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UNDER    TORTURE. 

WE  KNOW  WHAT  IT  WAS   IN  THE  TIMES  OF  THB   INQUISITION   IN   THE   WEST  TO  BB    "POT  TO  THE   QUESTION,"   BUT  THAT  WAS  NOTHING 

TO  BEING  PUT  TO  THE    "EASTERN  QUESTION"   NOWADAYS  AT  DINNER  !  ! 


of  the  piece  bring  in  a  little  Hare,  shot,  was  rather  against  Court 
etiquette — wasn't  it,  my  brothers,  my  first  HOWE,  and  second  ROWE? 
By  the  bye,  I  have  seen  the  sliding  roof  at  the  Canterbury  Hall. 
ME.  VILLAES,  the  energetic  proprietor,  appeared  twice  on  the  stage 
to  announce  the  sliding  back,  and  then  again  the  back-sliding.  It 
was  a  very  moving  sight.  This  new  place  of  entertainment  is  well 
worth  seeing,  specially  for  those  who  enjoy  Ballet.  MLLE.  PITTEBI — 
or  Prr-TiERY,  as  the  groundlings  will  call  ner — is  premiere  danseuse, 
and  the  coryphees  set  off  MR.  ALFRED  THOMPSON'S  costumes  to  the  very 
best  advantage.  There  is  a  wonderful  LookingGlass  Illusion  as  you 
enter,  and  cool  grots  wherein  to  sup.  The  Hall  was  crowded,  as 
some  rumour  had  got  about  that  the  Primate  of  All  England  (which 
sounds  like  a  set  of  cricketers)  was  coming  to  visit  the  Canterbury. 
Of  course  it  was  a  canard  sauvage,  but,  Sir;  Your  Representa- 
tive had  a  real  treat  on  the  night  of  his  visit  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales' s,  for  there  he  saw  in  a  stage  box  LORD  BEACONSFIELD  and 
his  party  !  Fancy  what  a  size  the  box  must  have  been ! 
I  remain,  Sir,  as  usual, 

YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE. 

P.S.— To-night  I  don't  know  where  you  would  like  to  be  repre- 
sented. I  am  divided  between  Jant  Shore  and  The  Battle  of 
Waterloo.  MR.  WILLS  is  not  the  author  of  the  ballad,  "  My  Pretty 
Jane,  My  Pretty  Jane,  Oh  Never  Look  so  Shy,"  which  does  not 
apply  to  Jane  Shore.  It  would  not  be  a  bad  advertisement,  "  My 
Pretty  JANE  (SHORE),"  &c.,  then,  "  Meet  Me,  Meet  Me  in  the  Even- 
ing," when  the  doors  are  open  at  seven  o'clock  precisely,  and  orders 
not  admitted  after  half-past.  How  would  that  do  for  WILLS'S 
mixture  ? 

HOT  WATXR  is  to  be  produced  at  the  Criterion.  Crowded  houses 
cannot  be  expected,  for  no  one  yet  ever  found  any  difficulty  in  get- 
ting in  to  hot  water. 

CKnroLDre  may  be  "  out,"  but  our  shins  are  painfully  aware  that 
Hoops  are  "  in." 


MOUNT  PUNCH. 

MR.  PUNCH  is,  with  reason,  proud  of  his  name,  but  never  was  so 
proud  of  it  as  now  that  British  heroism  and  enterprise  have  joined 
to  affix  it  to  a  mountain  on  the  edge  of  that  ice-world  from  which 
even  British  pluck  has  turned  back  baffled.  He  has  just  received 
from  Portsmouth  this  flattering  communication : — 

SIR,  Portsmouth,  November  ith,  1876. 

We  have  the  honour  to  inform  you,  for  communication  to  your  Con- 
tributors, that  in  consideration  of  your  world-famous  services  to  the  cause  of 
wholesome  mirth,  innocent  laughter,  and  general  good-fellowship,  to  which 
all  Arctic  Voyagers  are  so  deeply  indebted  for  the  spirit  that  alone  enables  them 
to  resist  the  cold  and  darkness  of  a  six  months'  night,  and  all  the  other  hard- 
ships of  Arctic  enterprise,  we  have  unanimously  agreed  to  give  the  honoured 
name  of  Mr.  Punch  to  one  of  the  principal  mountains  to  the  northward  of 
Mount  Hall.  This  mountain  is  the  first  on  whose  face,  for  two  days  before 
we  saw  the  sun,  we  observed  the  warm  glow  that  foretold  the  coming  spring 
time,  and  seemed  to  us  like  a  greeting  from  our  Southern  home. 

We  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  obedient  servants, 

THE  OFFICERS  AND  MEN  OF  THE  ARCTIC  EXPEDITION 
(On  board  the  "  Alert "  and  "  Discovery  "). 

To  the  Editor  of  Punch. 


LA  PIETA  DI  PIO. 

THE  POPE  the  other  day,  in  the  spirit  of  forgiveness,  was  pleased 
to  sing  a  Requiem  for  the  souls  of  all  his  enemies,  who,  whilst 
living,  were  chiefly  instrumental  in  depriving  him  of  his  temporal 
power.  These  included  not  only  NAPOLEON  THE  THIRD,  who,  to  the 
best  of  his  ability,  had  befriended  His  Holiness  in  keeping  the 
Italians  out  of  Rome,  but  comprised  also  COUNT  CAVOUK,  by  whom 
as  much  as  possible  had  been  done  to  despoil  him  of  his  dominions. 
The  list  of  his  defunct  enemies  comprehended  others  supposed  to 
have  incurred  the  "greater  excommunication,"  and  among  them 
MAZZINI,  who  whilst  living  was,  one  would  think,  a  sheep  as  far 
astray  from  the  Papal  fold  as  even  the  ARCHBISHOP  OF  CANTERBURY. 
Not  only,  then,  whilst  there  is  life  there  is  hope  for  heretics  and 
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'THE  SLEEPING  BEAUTY." 

"  NERVOUS  ?  OH  DEAR  NO  !  I  ONLY  ACTED  owes  IN  PRIVATE  THEATRICALS 
MR.  JONES,  AND,  ALTHOUGH  IT  WAS  AN  IMPORTANT  PABT,  1  HAD  NOTHING  TO 
SAY  ! " 

"  REALLY  ?    WHAT  WAS  THE  PART  ? " 
"CAN'T  rou  Gutssl"  11 


ARCTIC  DIFFICULTIES. 

THE  welcome  return  of  the  heroic  Arctic  Explorers 
affords  Society  a  fresh  topic  of  conversation  for  the  time. 
The  Expedition  having  come  back  rather  unexpectedly, 
it  is  to  be  feared  that  Society  is  not  sufficiently  well 
prepared  for  the  demand  thus  suddenly  made  upon  its 
stores  of  knowledge.  Let  us  supply  a  few  simple  tests 
and  institute  a  new  kind  of  "  Polo." 

Does  Society  know  what  is  meant  by  the  North  Pole,  and 
where  the  North  Pole  is  ?  and  what  is  likely  to  happen 
to  those,  if  any,  who  may  reach  it?  what,  when  tticy 
had  got  there,  would  be  the  state  of  the  case  as  to  the 
compass,  and  the  stars,  and  the  degrees  of  latitude  and 
longitude,  and  things  in  general  ? 

Does  Society  know  what  is  the  latitude  of  the  North 
Pole,  and  generally  what  is  understood  by  the  tern 
"  latitude,  and  wherein  it  differs  from  longitude,  and 
why  both  are  so  called  ? 

What  does  Society  understand  by  "  Lat.  83  dec-. 
7min.  N.1;? 

Can  'Society  say  why  such  repeated  efforts  have  been 
made  to  reach  the  North  Pole  ? 

Does  Society  know  the  difference  between  the  North 
Pole  and  the  South  Pole,  and  whether  it  is  very  hot,  or 
very  cold  at  the  latter  place  ? 

What  does  Society  know  about  Greenland,  Baffin's 
Bay,  the  "  Palseocrystio  Ocean,"  Zero,  Freezing-point, 
the  Esquimaux,  and  Pemmican  ? 

Can  Society  name  any  three  great  Arctic  Explorers, 
living  or  dead,  besides  the  Commanders  of  this  last 
Expedition  and  SIB  JOHN  FRANKLLTT  ? 


THE  DOUBLE  EVENT. 

REMEMBER,  remember, 

The  Ninth  of  November ! 
Birthday  at  Sandringham  Hall — 

Speechifications, 

Illuminations, 
Dinner,  and  supper,  and  ball. 

Remember,  Remember, 

The  Ninth  of  November ! 
Lord  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  for  hosts*- 

Church-bella  a-ringing, 

Glee- singers  singing, 
Turtle,  and  Turbot,  and  Toasts ! 


DR.  SLADE'S  SETTLED.—"  Qui  facit  per  ALLii-(um  !) 
facit  per  se." 

A  POET(E)  ADMIRAL.— HOBAHT  PASHA. 


excommunicated  wretches,  if  after  their  death  the  POPE  neverthe- 
less considers  them  not  past  praying  for,  and  even  has  the  charity, 
in  fact,  to  pray  for  them.  We  are  irresistibly  reminded  of  another 
illustrious  martyr  to  misrepresentation,  equally  magnanimous. 
"  Charity,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Pecksniff,  "  when  I  take  my  chamber 
candlestick  to-night,  remind  me  to  be  more  than  usually  particular 
m  praying  for  Mr.  Anthony  Chuzxlewit,  who  has  done  me  an  in- 
justice ?  ''  Could  he  not  good-naturedly  go  a  little  further  in  for- 
getting a  quarrel,  and  manage  to  make  it  up  with  the  existing 
Italian  Government  ?  

A  JOKE  FOR  A  JOKER, 

Prut  SIK  WILFRID, 

OK  course  you  have  read  nil  about  the  Arctic  Expedition  ; 
particularly  the  interesting  narrative  given  by  the  REV.  MB.  HOD- 
SON,  Chaplain  of  the  Discovery.  In  October  of  last  year,  when, 
Winter  began,  during  which  season  that  vessel  wintered  in  "  Dis- 
covery Harbour,"  and  the  thermometer  fell  to  many  degrees,  at  one 
time  70°,  below  zero  ;  then,  according  to  the  statement  of  that 
Reverend  Gentleman— what  do  you  think  ?  Why,  actually— 

"The  men  had  an  extra  glass  of  grog  served  out  to  them,  a  walk  of  a  mile 
in  length  was  made  in  the  ico  by  scraping  away  the  snow,  and  this  walk  for 
exercise  was  kept  clear  during  the  winter." 

Fancy— as  if  their  walking  exercise  would  not  have  been  amply 
sufficient,  at  least  with  the  accompaniment  of  a  cup  of  tea  or  coffee, 
to  keep  the  men  quite  warm  enough— the  excessive  absurdity  of 
serving  out  to  them  not  merely  a  glass,  but  absolutely  an  extra 
glass  of  grog !  Hence  it  appears  that,  ordinarily  in  the  Arctic 


ness  only  knows  how  strong  it  was.  Here  is  an  enormity  'for 
which  pray  do  not  forget,  the  next  time,  you  harangue  a  Tee- 
total "Permissive"  Meeting,  to  denounce  the  Admiralty.  And 
here  is  a  joke  for  you  to  let  off,  after  your  manner,  upon  that  occa- 
sion. Say  that  the  only  shadow  of  excuse  to  be  made  for  a  crew 
drinking,  or  being  suffered  to  drink,  grog,  at  a  place  above  81°  North 
latitude,,  is  that  jthe  climate  those  topers  were  in  is  not  a  tem- 
perate one.  This,  as  a  bit  of  anti-drinK  fun,  will  be  said  to  be  so 
like  your  dry  humour. 

Ever  yours,  my  dear  SIR  WILFBED,    M 


Sic   Vos  Non  Vobis. 

ITALY  has  set  up— and,  indeed,  established— the  claim  of  AITDBEA 
CESALPINO,  of  Arezzo,  one  of  her  most  famous  men  of  science  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  to  the  great  discovery  of  the  circulation  of  the 
blood  1  So  England  must  be  content  to  view  HABVEY'S  claims  to 
the  discovery  as  mere  HABVEY'S  Sauce ! 


PEN-SLIP  OR   LANDSLIP? 
pt  propot  of  the  Report' d  Crack  in  Chehta.) 

LET  us  hope  it  is  the  report,  not  the  Embankment,  that  is  deficient 
in  foundation. 
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CHAIRING    THE    CELT. 

ow  all  Brither  -  Scots 
should  join  in  gratitude 
to  the  excellent  and  en- 
thusiastic PEOFESSOE 
BLACKIE  for  his  ser- 
vices in  raising  between 
nine  and  ten  thousand 
pounds  towards  the 
endowment  of  a  Pro- 
fessorship of  Celtic  in 
Edinburgh  University. 

Considering  that  Edin- 
burgh is  the  capital  of 
Scotland,  and  that  more 
than  halt'  of  Scotia  is  land 
of  the  Gael,  it  is  little  to 
the  credit  of  the  modern 
Athens  that  it  should 
have  left  this  work  to  a 
Lowland  Professor. 
Surely  a  Celt  ought  to 
have  been  found  ready  to 
set  the  Celts  on  fire  at 
home  and  abroad,  for  the 
due  upholding,  fitting, 
and  filling  of  a  Celtic 
Chair.  But  if  too  much 
have  been  laid  on  PKO- 
FKSSOR  BLACKIE,  as  the 
stoker  and  poker  of  Celtic 

sentiment,  and  the  raiser,  not  only  of  the  needful  fire,  but  the  still 
more  needful  funds,  for  this  endowment,  it  is  pleasant  to  know  that 
JOHN  HIELANDMAN  all  over  the  world,  in  Canada,  the  United  States, 
North  and  South  America,  Ceylon,  India,  Singapore,  has  shown 
that  wherever  be  his  body,  his  "  heart 's  in  the  Hielands,"  by  his 
liberal  response  to  the  cry  for  funds  for  the  Celtic  Chair.  So  it 
becomes  what  such  a  chair  should  be,  a  chair  resting  on  Highland 
enthusiasm  and  Highland  contributions  as  its  legs,  on  Highland 
poetry  and  Highland  patriotism  as  its  arms,  and  the  world-wide- 
spread Highland  nationality  as  its  broad  and  firmly-woven  seat. 
PADDY,  we  need  not  remind  our  readers,  is  as  Celtic  as  JOHN 

HlELANDMAlT. 

JOHN  BULL,  too,  if  Saxon  in  warp,  has  a  Celtic  woof  worked  into 
his  national  web,  which  furnishes  some  of  the  brightest  threads  in 
the  fabric.  Why  should  not  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  Dublin, 
have  their  Celtic  chairs  as  well  as  Edinburgh  ? 

Now  the  first  blow  has  been  struck  to  such  a  handsome  tune  by 
BLACKEE'S  strenuous  hand,  let  us  hope  it  may  be  followed  up,  and 
that,  South  of  the  Tweed,  for  the  silly  attempt  to  cry  down  the 
language  and  literature  of  Wales— our  own  Celtic  Sister — may  be 
substituted  the  more  intelligent  recognition  of  the  value  of  both,  to 
those  who  dig  about  the  roots  of  speech,  and  track  the  streams  of 
letters  up  to  their  fountain  heads. 

Meanwhile  the  gallant  Professor  has  striven  on  behalf  of  his 
Celtic  Chair,  not  only  by  means  of  speech,  subscription-list,  solicita- 
tion, meeting,  and  manifesto  ;  he  has,  besides,  written  in  furtherance 
of  his  long-cherished  and  now  happily  obtained  object,  a  genial, 
glowing,  and  original  book,  The  Language  and  Literature  of  the 
Scottish  Highlands,  showing  the  place  of  the  Celtic  in  the  family  of 
tongues,  and  some  of  its  leading  affinities  and  principles  of  structure, 
with  a  sketch  of  the  history  and  characteristics  of  its  bards  from  the 
Middle  Ages  to  our  own  time,  including  a  succinct  and  sensible 
summary  of  the  Ossianic  Controversy,  in  which  the  son  of  FINGAL 
and  JAMES  MACPHERSON  are  very  fairly,  as  it  seems  to  us,  set  each 
on  his  own  bottom. 

Let  those  who  have  yet  to  learn  the  fire  and  flow  of  Gaelic  verse 
read  ALEXANDER  MACDONALD'S  Song  of  the  Birlinn,  or  GALLEY  OF 
CLAN-RANALD  and  DUNCAN  BAN'S  Ben  Dorain,  consecrated  to  the 
glory  of  the  red-deer  and  the  stalking  thereof.  The  one  was  only  a 
village-schoolmaster,  the  other  an  Argyllshire  gilly ,  and  at  his  highest 
a  Sergeant  of  the  Edinburgh  Guard.  But  both  are  Poets  by  the  gift 
of  God.  The  Professor  has  done  justice  to  their  glowing  Gaelic  in 
his  strenuous  Saxon.  And  the  volume  is  one  that  all  should  read 
who  want  to  learn  why  the  Professor  loves  the  Celts,  their  language, 
and  their  literature,  and  to  understand  and  help  the  movement  for 
the  ^endowment  of  a  Celtic  Chair— nay,  rather  of  a  set  of  Celtic 
Chairs,  for  the  furnishing  of  a  room  now  vacant  in  our  University 
Buildings  alike  in  Englau.l,  Scotland,  and  Ireland. 


QUOTATION  FROM  PARNELL. 

GENERAL  GRANT'S  refusal  to  receive  the  Irish  address  has  quite 
upset  the  balance  of  POWER. 


COMING  EODND. 

(From  Sairey  Gamp,  of  Shoe,  Lane,  to  Betsy  Prig,  of  Peterborough  Court.) 

DEAR  BETSY, 

THIS  'ere  comes  a  'oping  as  'ow  you  are  well.     It 's  a  wale  ; 
And  old  women  like  us  needs  our  comforts — I  hopes  we  may  ne'er 

/>       i    )  ^     >i    i  f    mm 

find  em  fail ! 
Which  you  '11  praps  be  surpriged  at  this  letter,  as  well  to  my  PRIG 

'tis  beknown 
For  some  time  we  ain't  hit  it  together,  but  each  on  us  monthlied 

alone. 

But  now  as  you  've  turned  np  that  WILLYUM— ah  !  BETSY,  'ow  could 

you,  my  dear, 
Put  up  with  that  party  so  long  ?  Tes.  I'd  miss  him!  But  there  ! 

there  's  no  tear 
As  ho  '11  step  in  betwixt  us  agin,  which  his  last  games  with  that 

there  old  Turk 
Must  have  jest  about  doubled  'im  hup — as  I  'm  sure  is  a  'appy  day's 

work. 

The  artful  and  bragian  traitor  !    As  wanted  to  bustle  my  BEN  ; 
Which,  BETSY,  you  knowed  him  as  sich,  but  he  's  took  a  new  title 

since  then. 
Ah,  you,  BETSY  PRIG — Lord:  forgive  ycr  ! — did  use  for  to  chiwey  my 

pet, 
Wliich,  now  he 's  so  hup,  is  a  thing  as  I  'm  sure  you  must  greatly 

regret. 

But  WILLYUM  !  the  warmint !     Oh,  BETSY,  that  man  puts  me  clean 

off  my  'ead, 
With  his  speeches,  and  -pamphlets,  and  stuff,  as  is  things  I  despise 

and  yet  dread. 
But  now  you  are  down  on  'im  proper,  it  comforts  my  soul,  BETSY 

PRIG. 
Let  'im  have  it,  my  dear,  hot  and  strong,  till  he  trembles  like 

thingemagig ! 

Which  you  soaped  him  too  long ;  as  perhaps  he  warn't  grateful. 

Ah!  few  on  'em  is. 
Why  there 's  even  my  BEN — but  no  matter  !    You  rounded  a  bit,  as 

he  riz  : 
And  now— well,  my  gingham 's  a  good  'nn,  my  pattens  is  things  as 

strikes  terror ; 
But  your  nasty  sly  pokes  in  his  ribs  is  jest  lovely,  my  dear,  and  no 

error ! 

Then  your  lovo  for  the  Turk  is  that  touching  it  oftentimes  moves 

me  to  tears. 

If  he  only  had  wings  he  'd  be  fit,  like  a  Syrup,  for  upperer  speers. 
While  as  for  them  Scurvy  'uns,  ancetrer,  your  SAIREY  sez,  "  Sarve 

'em  all  right !  " 
And  when  BETSY  sez  ditto  to  SAIEEY,  I  feel  I  must  bust  with  delight. 

Them  Ilooshuns  is  Hogres  owdashus.     Oh,  BETSY,  I  shakes  in  my 

shoes 
When  I  thinks  of  the  knouts,  Ultimatums,  and  other  wile  'errors 

they  use. 
Da  slang  'em,  my  dear.    You  're  a  good  'un  at  Bouncers  with  lots  o' 

b?g"Caps." 
And  it  does  my  heart  good  but  to  hear  you  a  slogging  them  Musky- 

wite  chaps. 

But  wotever  you  do,  my  dear  BETSY,  don't  give  that  ere  WILLYTTM 

no  peace. 
Your  Mop  and  my  Pattens  must  squelch  him,  or  drive  him  to  Rome, 

if  not  Greece. 
Though  you  loved  him  and  nussed  him  so  long,  chuck  him  up,  he  's 

a  dead  'un,  you  know  ; 
As  my  friend  MISSIS  P.  M.  G.  HAERIS,  assured  me  o'  that  long  ago. 

And,  BETSY,  let  bygones  be  bygones !     Though  doing  uncommonly 

well, 
Old  SAIREY  yet  yearns  for  her  pardner.    Drop  in,  dear,  and  pull  the 

top  bell. 
The  tea-pot  and  srimps  shall  be  ready.    Our  sperrits  two  'ot  withs 

won't  damp, 
And  a  chat  o'er  old  times  with  her  BETSY  will  comfort 

Your  own         SAIEET  GAMP. 


ONE  of  the  latest  additions  to  our  Fleet  is  the  Bacchante.     It  is 
feared  that  she  will  be  a  wet  ship  and  generally  half-seas  over. 

*»*  MR.  PUNCH  woxild  be  glad  to  hear,  confidentially,  from  hia  Contri- 
butor, "D.  Bi." 
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"SAILING  DIRECTIONS." 

Old  Gent  (in  the  vicinity  of  the  Docks).    "CAN  YOU  DIRECT  MB  TO  CHARINO 
CROSS  ? " 

Anr>'.,if  Mtrincr.    "CHARIN*  CROSS?      Llt's   SEE,  "WIND  "8  ABOUT   NOR'-WE8T  BY 
NOTHB,—  YOU  KEEP  THE   StTN  ON  YOUE  WEATHEE   BOW,  AND  YOU'LL  JlST   ABOUT 

FETCH "  [Old  Qtnt  hurries  a/. 


1>.KI>ALUS  AND  HIS  IHiNKKY. 

A  CERTAIN  Flying  Machine  was  lately  said  to  have! 
been  taken  over  hy  its  inventor,  a  British  Dii-dalus,  to; 
PRINCE  BISMARCK,  that  he  might  insprrt  it  in  order  to  sea 
whether  it  was  capable  of  employment  for  military  pur- 
poses. This  is  a  question  which  may  be  imagined  to  be 
rather  more  in  MOMKK'S  way.  It  could  not,  however, 
if  the  account  of  the  Morning  Post's  Berlin  Corre- 
spondent is  correct,  have  been  solved,  at  least  up  to 
within  a  few  days  ago,  by  either  the  Statesman  or  the 
Warrior.  But  there  may  be  some  mistake  in  the  state- 
ment that : — 

"  MR.  RALPH  STOTT,  the  aeronaut  from  Dover,  who  ha* 
lately  made  himwlf  hern  an  object  of  much  diecuuinn  by  hi* 
(lying  machine,  has  suddenly  resorted  to  every  possible  excuse 
and  subterfuge  to  disengage  himtii'lf  from  the  obligations 
cntiTcd  into.  Hia  ascent  (fixi'd  for  to-day)  before  certain  delegates 
of  the  War  Office,  as  well  u  subsequent  public  representations, 
is  revoked,  because  Government  refused  to  pay  him  immediately 
a  sum  of  £1000." 

If  this  is  true,  then  it  may  be  said  that  our  Daedalus 
refused  to  go  up  because  the  Prussian  Government  would 
not  come  down.  In  that  case  let  us  admire  the  pru- 
dence displayed  on  both  sides,  especially  on  the  side  of 
the  Prussian  Government.  Now  if  the  situation  of 
the  parties  remains  the  same,  Daedalus,  for  his  part, 
presents  a  resemblance  to  that  other  British  artist,  the 
athlete  who  was  accustomed  to  divert  the  public  at 
country  fairs  by  the  performance  of  balancing  a  donkey 
at  the  top  of  a  ladder  on  his  chin  for  a  consideration 
subscribed  by  the  by-standers  to  a  certain  amount,  of 
which  he  used  to  stand  out  for  the  completion,  crying  in 
the  meanwhile  "Twopence  more,  and  up  goes  {he 
Donkey !  "  But  when  the  twopence  had  been  subscribed, 
up  the  Donkey  went.  Will  the  parallel  hold  good  to 
that  extent  ?  Let  the  thousand  pounds  for  the  ascent 
of  Daedalus  be  paid  him,  will  the  Flying  Machine  go  up? 
If  the  Prussian  Ministry  will  try  'he  experiment  of 
handing  him  over  the  money — we  shall  see. 


A  Rectification. 

*  MR.  PUNCH  is  always  sorry  to  make  any  mistake  in 
his  assignments  of  artistic  credit.  It  seems  that  MR. 
GLOVER^  part  in  Peril  is  Kemp  the  Gardener,  not 
Meadows  the  Sutler,  as  Onr  Representative  Man  averred 
last  week.  The  Butler's  part  is  sustained  by  MR. 
NEWTON,  who  has  written  to  call  Mr.  Punch's  attention 
to  the  fact. 


OUR  MAYORS. 

FOLLOWING  a  practice  which  is  as  old  as  the  time  from  whence  it 
dates,  and  has  never  been  interrupted  by  disturbances  at  home  or 
abroad,  by  European  wars  or  revolutions,  by  commercial  depression, 
or  depressing;  weather — we  publish  to-day  a  list  of  Mayors  who  have 
been  elected  to  wield  the  Sword  of  Justice  and  handle  the  carving- 
knife  of  hospitality,  to  take  the  chair  at  public  meetings  and  public 
dinners,  to  head  processions  and  subscription  lists,  to  distribute 
prizes,  inaugurate  exhibitions,  and  open  bazaars,  and  to  be  affable, 
wise,  bland,  benevolent,  courteous,  kind,  firm,  charitable,  impartial, 
generally  useful,  and  bountifully  hospitable  during  the  Municipal 
year  now  newly  commenced. 

There  is  a  breeze  from  the  country  blowing  about  some  of  these 
elections  this  time  which  is  pleasantly  fresh  and  rural.  Nottingham 
has  its  Bowers,  Hartlepool  its  Groves,  Coventry  its  Banks.  Ply- 
mouth boasts  a  Moore,  Tynemouth  a  Green.  There  is  a  Heywood  at 
Manchester,  a  Sherwood  at  Folkestone  (ought  to  have  been  at  Not- 
tingham), and  a  Greenhow  at  Llanidloos ;  Furse  at  South  Molton, 
iVwrs  at  Windsor,  a  Gill  at  Waketielcl,  a  Hare  at  Tamworth, 
and  Birchenough  at  Maeclesfield. 

There  are  some  strange  and  unaccountable  confusions  of  places  in 
the  list,  which  no  Topographical  Dictionaries,  or  Gazetteers,  or  Maps 
ami  Atlases  can  rectify  or  explain.  From  our  childhood  we  have 
known  that  Barnstaple  was  not  in  Wiltshire,  and  yet  Wiltshire  is 
now  in  Barnstaple.  Only  in  disordered  dreams  and  Municipal  elec- 
tions can  Galloway  be  at  Gateshead  ;  and  if  Bedford  is  in  Kidder- 
minster and  Melrose  at  York,  there  is,  after  all,  some  reason.to  hope 
that  there  may  be  an  excellent  dairy  of  green  cheese  in  the  moon. 

It  is  satisfactory  to  find  that  there  has  been  no  exclusive  prefer- 
ence for  one  nationality.  The  Mayor  of  Lancaster  is  Welch,  of 
Newcastle-on-Tyne  a  Scott. 

A  King  again  reigns  supreme  in  Hull,  a  Bishop  (not  for  the  first 
or  the  sixth  time)  in  Colchester,  and  an  Abbott,  in  Blandford— there 


is  a  Pugh  for  them  at  Carnarvon— and  at  Hertford  the  rights  of 
women  nave  made  such  enormous  strides  that  the  Mayor  of  that 
town  is  a  Nunn. 

The  Chief  Magistrate  of  Luton  may  not  he  a  King,  or  a  Bishop,  or 
even  an  Abbott,  but  he  certainly  is  a  Bigg  man,  and  with  him  may 
be  coupled  the  Mayor  of  King's  Lynn,  who  is  all  Thew. 

Most  capricious  are  some  of  the  municipalities  in  their  selections. 
Dewsbury  likes  a  Senior,  Maidstone  prefers  a  Youngman ;  Brighton 
chooses  a  Lamb,  Bolton  elects  a  Wolfenden ;  Oxford  flies  as  high  as 
an  Eaglestone,  Bury  is  content  with  a  Duckworth ;  Dorchester  trusts 
to  a  Lock,  and  Bradford  to  a  Ward. 

The  Mayors  of  Glastonbury  and  Leamington  are  both  Bright ;  they 
have  Tallents  at  Newark ;  and  the  leader  of  High  Wycombe  for  the 
next  twelve  months  will  be  a  Wheeler. 

Why  will  not  the  papers  give  the  surnames  of  the  new  Mayors 
in  all  cases  ?  Why  use  what  would  seem  to  be  undue  familiarity  in 
speaking  of  Abraham,  and  Absalom,  and  Gilbert,  and  Gyles,  and 
James,  and  Lewis,  and  Percival  and  Ralph  ? 

As  usual,  the  list  shows  a  variety  of  pursuits  and  callings,  com- 
prising a  Carter  and  a  Collier,  a  Fowler  and  a  Walker,  two  Turners 
and  (according  to  some  authorities)  a  Tanner,  a  Shipman,  a  Cooke 
(oh !  fortunate  Hanley),  and,  to  bring  the  roll  to  a  suitable  con- 
clusion, a  Baker. 

Mr.  Punch  has  reserved  to  the  last  a  Mayor  with  whom  he  feels 
himself  to  be  in  entire  sympathy — it  is  the  Mayor  of  Chard,  who  is 
Charley.  

Just  to  Set  Him  Going. 

DR.  LEGGE,  the  Oxford*  Professor  of  Chinese,  we  regret  to  hear, 
has  not  a  single  pupil.  How  is  this  ?  Won't  some  self-sacrificinsr 
undergraduate— there  should  be  no  lack  of  Chinamaniacs  at  Oxford, 
if  all  we  hear  of  the  taste  of  the  place  is  true— give  the  Professor  a 
Legge  up  ? 
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SHALL    BYRON    HAVE    A    STATUE? 


BEDE  BYRON  !  No.  "We  would  not  have  believed  that  BYRON  could 
have  begotten  such  an  emanation  ot  Art  so  variously  imbecile  and 
impotent.  But  the  designs  before  the  Committee  are  not  the  only 
abortions  or  the  worst  that  the  occasion  has  provoked. 

We  have  received  several  hundredweight  of  suggestions  on  paper 
and  in  clay  (it  would  be  difficult,  and  luckily  it  is  not  the  least  neces- 
sary, to  decide  which  are  the  heavier),  for  a  Byron  Monument. 
Having  formed  ourselves  into  an  Artistic  Committee,  and  examined 
the  rude 'and  undigested  mass  of  designs  and  suggestions,  we  subjoin 
a  few  of  the  latter,  which  seemed  to  combine  a  dash  of  the  amusing, 
with  their  various  forms  of  absurdity  and  impudence : — 

DEAR  PUNCH,  ** 

THERE  ought  to  be  a  Monument  to  BYRON,  and  I  believe  my 
design  to  be  the  best.  You  remember  the  ever-famous  lines  where- 
in the  great  poet  vaunted  the  superiority  of  hock  and  soda-water  as  a  pick-me-up  ?  I  cannot  say  that  I  altogether  agree  with  his  Lord- 
ship. Bottled  beer,  brandy  and  soda,  or  best  of  all,  milk,  soda-water,  and  a  dash  of  Curac,qa  constitute,  in  my  opinion,  the  most 
salubrious  morning  draught.  But  no  matter,  let  us  have  a  Statue  of  BYRON,  clothed  in  a  dressing-gown,  and  raising  a  huge  tumbler 
of  the  foaming  fluid  to  his  mobile  mouth !  If  the  sculptor  could  manage — and  I  know  several  who  could — to  give  a  certain  vagueness 
of  outline  to  the  poet's  features,  we  should  then  obtain  a  semblance  of  that  which,  as  you  doubtless  know,  always  follows  the  night's 
excesses,— the  jumps.  Merely  thinking  of  the  subject,  I  feel  thirsty  myself.  Yours  ever,  j)  j 

But,  «. 

WITHOUT  doubt  the  noblest  passage  in  LORD  BYRON'S  works  is  that  which  refers  to  "  thine  incomparable  oil,  Macassar."  Now, 
if  my  Lord  was  depicted  as  sitting  before  his  looking-glass,  with  a  hair-brush  in  one  hand,  and  a  bottle  of  hair-oil  in  the  other,  we 
should  not  only  possess  a  worthy  Memorial  of  a  great  poet,  but  a  pleasing  illustration  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  aristocracy 
during  the  earlier  part  of  this  century.  Nor  is  there  any  need  to  confine  ourselves  to  Macassar.  I,  Sir,  have  invented  an  oil  which  is 
far  superior.  Let  mine  be  sculped !  Yours  truly,  ROWLAND  McAssAR. 

P.S. — Bribery  is  beastly,  but  politeness  is  charming,  so  I  enclose  for  your  own  hyacinthine  locks,  a  dozen  bottles  of  my  celebrated 
Anathranpologicostium. 

PUNCH,  HI- 

WHY  should  there  be  a  Memorial  at  all  to  that  Atheistical,  Jesuitical,  debauched  poet  ?  Why,  Sir  ?  Answer  me  that  question. 
Are  you  aware,  or  are  you  too  deeply  sunk — aa  I  firmly  believe — in  the  slough  of  grovelling  ignorance,  to  know  that  there  is  still  the 
sum  of  £50,000  wanted  for  the  conversion  of  benighted  Borrioboolagha  ?  And  at  such  a  crisis  in  the  history  of  Christianity  do  you  mean 
to  say  that  a  statue  should  be  erected  to  a  profane,  not  to  say  profligate,  poet  ?  Bah !  EXETER  HATT. 

SIR,  IV. 

IF  you  will  have  a  statue,  I  hope  it  will  represent  that  noble  woman,  MRS.  BEECHER  STOWE,  throwing  dirt  with  both  hands  over 
th«  face  of  that  abandoned  nobleman.  Yours  obediently,  ^  HATEB  OF  POETRY. 

MY  DARLING  OLD  PUNCHY  WUKCHY,  V. 

Do  have  a  splendid  statue  to  that  dear  romantic,  handsome  wicked  Lord.    Was  he  not  a  god  ?  Let  it  be  the  finest  statue  in  the 
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THE    RIDING-SCHOOL. 

Riding- M 'osier  (to  Sub-Lieutenant,  who  has  come  a  Cropper).  "  Now  THIN,  SIR  I    WHO  TOLD  YOU  TO  DISMOUNT  1 "  ! 


wurld  .'  If  you  want  money,  I  am  sure  the  Government  is  spending 
too  much  over  their  stupid  old  guns  and  ships.  Make  LORD  DIS- 
RAELI, who  wrote  a  book  himself  on  the  greatest  poet  in  existence, 
give  you  as  many  millions  as  vou  like.  Or  you  could  sell  that 
stupid  poky  British  Museum.  Do,  do,  do  this  .' 
Yours  lovingly, 


Ora  DEAR  PUNCH,  ^' 

_  WHY  should  LORD  BYRON  be  added  to  the  victims  ?  He 
hated  ridicule,  and  you  wish  to  erect  a  statue  to  him  !  Take  warning 
by  our  fate.  Yours  always, 

WELLINGTON  (opposite  Apsley  House). 
NELSON  (Mastheaded,  in  Trafalgar  Square), 
YORK  (on  my  Column). 
ANNE  (in  front  of  St.  PauPi). 

ALBKRT  (Gibbeted  in  Holborn  Viaduct,  and  blushing, 
conscious  of  my  gilt,  in  Hyde  Park). 

MASTER,  *  "• 

IF  you  want  to  have  something  really  worthy  of  a  great 
poet,  you  must  get  more  money,  and  then  choose  your  sculptor—  the 
best  that  is  to  be  had.  Only  one  thing  is  certain,  he  will  not  be 
discovered  by  a  competition.  Avoid  cliques,  and 

Believe  me,  TOBY. 

Wonderful  Meteorological  Phenomenon. 
WK  extract  the  following  from  the  Scotsman  of  November  9th  :— 
"  Last  night,  between  eight  and  nine  o'clock,  there  were  several  peals  of 

thunder,  followed  by  dashes  of  lightning,  after  which  the  sky  became  a  little 

brighter." 

Our  sober  Southern  thunder  is  content  to  follow  the  lightning. 
Scotch  thunder,  it  would  seem  from  the  above,  takes  precedence  of 
the  electric  fluid.  Punch  takes  leave  to  call  the  attention  of  scientific 
men  to  this  inversion  of  the  Southern  order  of  things. 


THE  RUSSIAN  FLEET.— When  he  cuts  and  runs. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

A  Last  Peep — Police — Good  Signs— Companion— Banshees— Mac- 
beth —  the  Bethelt  —Anecdote  —  Schools  —  Roman  Matron  — 
Politeness— Irish  Pigs— Geese— Change  of  Scene— Glengariff 
Arrival— Landlady— Driver— The  Eccles— Climate— Dinner- 
Saxon  Characteristic — A  Tourist's  Advice  —  Inchigeelagh  — 
Peat-  Carrier! — Macroom — and  Off. 

On_  the  Road  from  Killarney. — Most  strikingly  situated  by  the 
roadside  high  up  the  hill,  BO  as  to  command  a  view  of  the  entire 
valley,  ii  the  Pa-lls  Barracks,  with  its  grenadier  of  a  Policeman 
posted,  as  sentinel  on  duty,  marching  up  and  down  with  bis  side- 
arms,  and  occasionally  halting  on  the  bridge  to  admire  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  views  in  the  whole  country.  From  here  I  get  my 
last  peep  at  Killarney. 

14  reverderci  mia  bella  ! 

By  the  way,  these  Police,  posted  up  in  the  hills,  must  have,  even 
in  piping  times  of  peace,  anything  but  a  luxurious  life  of  it.  How 
they  must  envy  their  Saxon  brother,  "  Policeman  X,"  in  Belgrave 
Square,  whose  beat  is  enlivened  by  the  smiles  of  Cooks  through  area 
railings,  by  gifts  of  cold  meats  from  the  larder,  and  by  an  occasional 
flirtation  with  bright-eyed  Housemaids.  The  Irish  Constabulary 
must  have  a  rough  time  of  it  in  a  "  difficulty ; "  but  they  seem  to 
be  respected  in  their  official  capacity  by  the  people. 

Good  signs  of  the  times.  (A'otid  between  Jiillarney  and  Glen- 
aariff.)— During  the  last  three  days,  in  the  course  of  my  drive,  I 
have  seen  three  deserted  P<5-lis  barracks.  Stern,  pitiless-looking 
buildings  they  are,  and  in  the  most  desolate  spots.  Let  us  hope  aU 
the  "  throuble  "  is  over,  past  and  gone,  forgotten  and  forgiven. 

Wild  country  between  the  last  point  where  a  glimpse  of  the 
Black  Yallsy  is  to  be  obtained  and  my  next  halting  place,  Glen- 
garifi. 

It  reminds  me  of  the  north  of  Cornwall.  Only  a  few  stone-built 
cabins  appear  here  and  there  at  intervals  in  the  valley  and  on  the 
hill-side.  Not  a  nice  spot  this  to  meet  an  east  wind.  Even  a  Banshee, 
more  or  less  accustomed  to  this  sort  of  thing,  would  find  it  uncom- 
mon lonely  and  shivering  here  at  night ;  and  as  to  goblins  and 
sprites  (I  know  what  a  sprite  is  from  long  acquaintance  with  him  in 
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pantomimes),  they  would  have  all  the  fun  taken  out  of  them,  were 
they  to  select  this  spot  as  a  play-ground,  or  night  nursery.  Most 
dreary.  Macbeth's  witches  from  Scotland  on  a  visit  to  some  friends 
here  would  be  compelled  to  dance  upon  the  heath;  and  energetically, 
too,  in  order  to  keep  their  toes  warm.  Few  and  tar  between  are  the 
cabins,  and  not  a  shebeen  did  I  come  across  for  miles.  Few  and  far 
.between,  too,  are  the  poor-looking,  white-washed,  barn-like  build- 
"ings,  with  a  rickety  cross  at  the  top,  denoting  the  Catholic  chapel, 
while  a  cottage  rather  larger  and  better-kept  than  those  of  the 
peasantry  on  the  route,  is  pointed  out  as  "  the  priest's."  Yes,  here 
he  is  up  in  the  hills,  a  shepherd  among  the  scattered  flock,  out  all 
weathers,  and  faring  no  better  than  his  own  poor.  The  appearance 
of  these  chapels  at  intervals  again  recalls  Cornwall  to  my  mind, 
with  its  neat,  trimly-built,  snug-looking  but  also  white-washed 
meeting-houses,  or  "Little  Bethels"  as  they  are  called.  The 
Bethels  are,  except,  of  course,  for  the  regular  services  invariably 
closed  ;  the  Catholic  chapels  are  generally  open  for  the  greater  part 
of  the  day,  service  or  no  service,  Sundays  and  work-days  alike. 

A  friend  of  mine  was  trying  to  explain  to  a  French  Lady  the 
nature  of  these  Wesleyan,  or  Independent,  places  of  worship  in  the 
north  of  Cornwall.  She  did  not,  or  would  not,  understand  him 
(very  perverse  these  foreigners  sometimes),  even  though  he  explained 
himself  in  the  most  admirable  French.  Madame"  said  he,  "les 
petites  maisons  que  vous  voyez  Id-bas  sont  motions  aux  rendezvous^." 
She.  stared  at  him,  and  smiled.  So  did  I.  "Permettez,  chere 
Madame,"  he  went  on,  a  little  nervously,  "a  ce  que  je  m'explique 
un  peu.  Quand  je  viens  de  dire  '  maisons  aux  rendezvous,'  je 
voudrais  dire  '  maisons  aux  rendezvous  de  MONSIEUR  WESLEY." 
"  Vraimentt"  was  all  that  polite  French  Lady  replied,  as  she 
binocle'd  the  houses  in  question,  and  turned  away.  If  she  ever 
writes  her  tour  in  England,  I  should  like  to  read  her  chapter  on 
Cornwall. 

A  cheering  sign,  which  I  have  before  noted  en  route,  is  the  crop- 
ping up  of  school-houses  in  the  most  desolate  regions.  The  little 
shoeless  scholars,  slates  and  books  in  hand,  may  be  seen  trudging  to 
and  fro,  the  big  ones  carrying  the  mites,  and  all  as  happy  as  .in- 
nocence aad  health  can  make  them.  Mrs.  Hibernia  may  step  out 
now,  "wBu-nigh  as  proudly  as  in  the  days  of  old,  when  students 
from  the  confines  of  civilisation  came  to  her  for  instruction  and 
final  polish,  and  pointing  to  her  little  ones  at  school/  may  say  with 
the  Roman  Matron,  "  These  are  me  jew'ls." 

Happy  Thought. — Which'very  expression,  "my  jewels'"  proves 
Cornelia  to  have  been  an  Irishwoman,  bless  her ! 

Politeness  is  the  rule  everywhere  in  Ireland.  Even  the  pigs  are 
polite.  The  Irish  pig  is  a  great  flaneur,  but  when  he  meets  a 


stranger  on  the  road  he  grunts  apologetically  (not  grumblingly  like 
the  Saxon  pig),  and  either  withdraws  on  one  side  to  let  you  pass,  or 
nods  at  you,  and  then  sidles  off  through  a  gap.  Sometimes,  when 
there  is  a  family  party  of  pigs  out  for  a  stroll,  one  of  the  loiterers 
will  look  round  at  you,  if  you  come  upon  him  suddenly,  actually 
squeak  with  delight,  and  scamper  off  to  join  the  rest,  as  joyously  as 
though  he  were  crying  out,  "Bedad,  thin,  here's  a  lark!  here's  a 
visitor!  What  a  bit  of  fun'!  Hooroosh!"  and  then  all  frisk  off 
together  and  disappear  behind  a  gate-post. 

As  you  pass  you.  will  see  them  all  looking  at  you,  not  staring 
rudely  like  ill-bred  Saxon  children,  but  quite  pleasantly,  nodding 
their  adicux,  and  squeaking  out  "  A  pleasant  journey  to  you !  Love 
to  all  at  home !  "  and  other  kind  wishes. 

Happy  Thought.  "  Please  the  Pigs  "  is  clearly  an  Irish  expression. 
But  really  the  Irish  pigs  seem  to  be  so  .very  easily  pleased.  The 
only  exception  to  the  rule  of  politeness  on  the  road  in  Ireland  seems 
to  be  among  the  geese.  I  snare  the  antipathy  of  the  Theatrical 
Profession  for  the  goose.  Indeed,  the  day  for  a  great  annual 
Theatrical  Dinner  ought  to  be  the  29th  of  September,  and  the  toast 
of  the  evening  should  be,  "  Death  to  tht  Goose !  " 

On  we  go.  MB.  O'SHATOHNESSY,  my  car-driver,  has  not  a  great 
fund  of  conversation.  If  he  tells  me  a  story,  it  is  generally  of  some 
personal  and  domestic  interest,  relating  to  the  progress  of  his 
children,  with  a  melancholy  reference  to  the  hard  times  he  himself 
has  of  it,  and  his  own  exemplary  long  suffering,  intended  as  a  hint 
to  me  not  to  stint  the  pourboire  at  the. end  of  our  journey.  He  is 
evidently  speculating  on  "one  bumper  at  parting  " — though,  Heaven 
knows,  what  with. the  state  of  the  roads  and  the  springs,  the  one 
bumper  at  parting  must  be  a  very  powerful  one  to  surpass  all  that  I 
have  gone  through  in.  car-riding  since  the  commencement  of  this 
tour. 

ME.  O'SHAUGHNESSY  repeats  himself  too.  He  tells  me  the  same 
story  three  times  in  twenty  miles.  When  he  begins  it  again  for  the 
fourth  time,  I  quietly  take  up  the. running  and  finish  it  for  him, 
whereat  he  appears  a  trifle  surprised,  and  is  silent  for  a  time,  clearly 
wondering  where  on  earth  I  could  have  obtained  the  information. 

At  every  turn  in  the  road,  and  at  every  change  of  scene,  he  asks 
me,  "  Isn't  this  a  bhewtiful  dhrnive,  Sorr  ?  " 

Becoming  tired  of  replying  "  Yes  " — to  which  truth  compels  me — 
I  limit  myself  to  nodding  assent,  when  he  invariably  returns,  "Ah, 
I  '11  have  ye  plazed  by  ye  get  to  Glengar'ff." 

He  says  this  as  though  all  the  credit  of  showing  me  the  variations 
of  scenery  was  due  to  his  own  private  and  particular  pre-arrange- 
ments.  Were  it  possible  for  him  to  have  taken  me  any  other  way 
which  might  have  been  less  attractive  than  this  route,  of  course  I 
should  have  been  under  some  obligation  to  him,  but  as  this  is  the 
only  road  between  Killarney  and  Glengariff  that  a  tourist  can  take, 
no  praise  .whatever  is  due  to  MB.  O'SKATJGIINESSY  for  having 
selected  it. 

"  I  '11  have  ye  plazed,  Sorr,  by  ye  get  to  Glengar'ff,"  he  mutters 
to  himself. 

More  beautiful  views.  In  fact,  one  would  he  glad  of_  a  rest  in  a 
close  by-street,  as,  throughout  this  short  tour,  there  is  a  perfect 
surfeit  of  Nature's  Beauties.  Through  weird  tunnels  cut  in  the 
rocks,  facing  a  biting  north-east  wind,  up-hill  quickly  and  down- 
hill surely,  and  MR.  O'SHATTGHNESSY,  my  driver,  in  ecstasies  with 
everything,  as  if  he  were  seeing  it  for  the  first  time ;  and  all  this 
simply  out  of  politeness  to  me ! 

To  any  remark  of  mine  which 'may "meet  with  his  approbation,  he 
replies, 

fl  That 's  a  fact !  You  're  right  there,  Sir !  You  're  right  there  ! 
That 's  a  fact !  " 

And  then  he  invariably  winds  up  with  what  comes  at  last  to  he  a 
sort  of  refrain  to  every  verse  of  his  limited  conversation, 

"  I  '11  have  ye  plazed  by  ye  get  to  Glengar'ff." 

After  the  tunnel  hewn  through  the  rock  there  is  a  gradual  descent, 
with  Glengariff  vale  stretching  out  before  me,  and  the  previous 
wildness  and  sterility  of  the  country  is  softened  off  by  pasturage, 
homesteads  among  the  trees  reminding  me  of  parts  of  Sussex,  the 
country  deepening-  in  wood  and  water  as  it  stretches  out  towards 
Bantry  Bay,  which  I  can  hardly  believe  to  be  the  sea,  so  hemmed 
in  does  it  appear  by  points  of  land,  and  cut  up  into  islands. 

Glengariff.—  Eccles  Hotel.  Charmingly  situated.  Facing  the 
bay,  and  on  the  road.  Old-fashioned,  covered  with  creepers  and 
roses,  and  bedrooms  commanding  the  hay. 

Happy  Thought.— Were;  a  Turkish  traveller  of  distinction  to 
arrive,  it  would  be,  "The  Bey  commanding  the  bedrooms."  The 
Landlady  genial  and  hospitable. 

"  Thii  is  the  place  !— stand  still  my  steed !  " 

as  the  song  says. 

".Well,  this  is  a  pretty  place!  "  I  cannot  help  exclaiming,  as  I 
descend  from  my  triumphal  car. 

MR.  O'SHATTGHNESSY  is  beaming. 

"Didn't  Itouldye  so,  yer  Honour?  Didn't  I  say  I'd  have  ye 
plazed  by  ye  got  to  Glengar'ff '(  "  he  asks,  with  conscious  pride,  as 
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An  opportunity  that  ought  not  to  have  been  missed. 

though 'the  beauty  of  the  entire  place  was  due  to  his  foresight,  in  knowing  I 
was  coming,  and  having  the  country  brushed  up  for  miles  round  to  give  me 
pleasure. 

ME.  O'SirAUGnNESST  is  for  making  himself  of  considerable  importance,  as 
long  as  my  eye  is  on  him,  on  the  threshold  of  the  hotel ;  but  here  he  meets  his 
match,  and  more,  in  the  person  of  a  comely,  elderly  lady,  evidently  the  Hostess 
and  Manageress  of  the  establishment,  who  sees  the  situation  at  half  a  glance, 
and  becomes  at  once  the  Hostess  to  me,  and  the  Manageress  to  MB.  O'SHATJGH- 
XKSSV,  from  whom  she  will  stand  no  nonsense  of  any  sort.  He  wishes  to  take 
upon  himself  to  explain  what  J  want  as  to  dinner,  as  to  sleeping  accommoda- 
tion, and  specially  as  to  being  called  very  early  in  the  morning,  so  as  to 
continue  my  drive,  with  him,  to  my  next  point. 

But  the  Landlady  knows  as  much  about  it  as  does  MB.  O'SHAUGHBBssr.  Her 
eye  kindles. 

"  The  Gentleman  will  be  called  in  plenty  of  time,  MR.  O'SHAUomfESST."  says 
the  Landlady,  in  a  tone  that  nearly  makes  my  hair  stand  on  end,  who  am 
placidly  listening,  quite  ready  to  take  the  part  of  authority  against  p'SnAUOH- 
M  S-Y  (who  has  been  only  an  unamusing  bore  during  the  long  drive,  and  to 
whose  company  I  have  to  look  forward  to-morrow),  who  begins  to  apologise  in  a 
semi-important  tone  for  his  interference.  This  the  Landlady  will  not  stand. 
Mi:.  O'SHAUGHNESSY  will  just  oblige  her  by  "getting  out,"  which  Ma. 
O'SnAuonNESST  immediately  do«s,  acting  clearly  upon  some  previous  experience. 
I  notice  that  there  is  a  hulking  "  boots  "  and  an  ostler  to  match  by  the  door,  so 
that  MR.  O'SHAUGHNESST'S  retreat  is  on  th«  whole  a  prudent  measure. 


after  a  long  tiring  day's  journey.  The  coffee-room  seems  to  have  been  fitted  up 
to  the  very  latest  fashion  of  taste  ;  and,  can  I  believe  my  eyes,  there  arc  fish- 
knives  ! 

0  Hathdrum,  the  primitive  !    0  Glendalough,  loveliest  of  the  lovely,  but  full 
of  imperfections  as  to  thy  Hotel  comforts !    0  W  oodenbridge  the  cheerless !   0  any 


other  Hostelrie,  aye,  even  the  Victoria  of  Killarney,  good 

as  ye  are,  slip  out  to  the  Kccles  at  (ilengariif.  and 
take  a  lesson  from  II-  .  and  Waiter.  1  pro- 

test that  for  tin-  first  time  MM  n,  .  i   have  dined 

as  a  good  Clubbable  Christian  ot  modest  rnpii' 
aii'l  temperate  habits.     Tlie  dinner  is  good,  ami  it  is  to 
r  veil.      Tin-  Waiter    is    not  an    Irishman,    but  a 
Dane.     He  is  not  a  hit  like   Ilnmlrt,  and  neither  '•oliio- 
.   \vliieh  would   lie  iiicnn\rnii  ut,  nor  joins  in  the 
conversation,  which   would    lie    objectionable.      .\i'<r 
dinner     tlii  me,  it's  the  first 

time  I  '\e  1  .  iad — that  even  at  nine 

o'clock  on  on  ng  you  can  sit  out  in 

I'ront  of  the  hotel,  and  fiijui/  your  coffee  and  cigar. 

And  oh!  isn't  this  eulogy  characteristic  ot  the  Saxon 
sensualist,  who  troea  into  ecstasies  over  the  place  that 
dves  him  the  1»  ,t  dinner! 

JIn/>!>i/    Th'UHjht    (.VujWr/   adapted).  —  "  He    loveth 
best,  who  feedeth  l»  *t,  on  bird,  and  fish,  and  beast." — 
fin  r. 

I  am  pressed  i'or  lime,  and  have  paid  beforehand  at 
Killarney  tor  tin  of  MR.  O'SlIAUOttltBBBT'S 

.  or  I  would  remain  here  two  or  three  days.    But 
air. 

,'ain!    MR.  0'Sir.vn:nsi-:ssr  at  the  door  at  nine 
A.5f.     I  ascertain  <  . 'ithority  why  he  wanted  me 

to  start  at  about  five  in  the  morning  for  Dunmanway. 
II  is  because  he  wanted  to  have  the  day  before  him  to 
^et  back  acnin. 

And  here  also  I  will  introduce  a  useful  piece  of  advice 
for  the  Tourist  who  may  be  passing  the  same  route  as 
myself.  Only  hire  your  car  from  Killarney  t<>  Ohnyariff. 
lou  can  get  another  <it  ytiitr  men  eolH  •  :  adjust 

at  good  at  Glengariff,  to  take  you  on  to  Dunmnntcay. 

And  one  word  more  in  your  ear,  my  friend,  which 
put  down  in  your  Happy  Thought  note-book,  with  my 
compliments  : — Don't  come  this  innj  nt  all.  Reverse  it. 
<!•>  from  Dublin  to  Cork,  from  Cork  to  Dunmanway, 
from  Uitinniiniray  by  car  tn  (lli'iuj/iriff  (don't  attempt 


Here  s  your  Itinerarium,  and  you  '11  find  it  correct. 
To  slightly  alter  MR.  O'SHAUGHNESSY'S  refrain,  "I'll 
have  ye  plazed  by  ye  get  to  Killarney !" 

For  you'll  have  journeyed  by  degrees  of  comparison, 
and  you'll  finish  (in  the  direction  I  mean)  with  the  best. 

On  to  Inchigeelagh.  —  On  our  route  I  notice  the 
prettiest  girls  I  have  yet  seen  in  Ireland  among  the 
peasantry.  All  bareheaded,  and  the  poorest  barefooted. 
All  wearing  bright-patterned  shawls,  red  petticoats — 
invariably  something  bright.  Winning  smiles,  modest 
eyes,  and  lovely  teeth.  These  are  their  characteristics 
everywhere.  Strange  to  say,  that  of  the  type  which  I 
have  hitherto  read  of  as  the  common  one,  I  have  only 
met  with  rare  instances.  This  may  happen  to  be  my 
luck.  If  so,  I  must  try  again. 

TheWomen  peat-carriers  are  very  picturesque,  carrying 
the  brown  bricks  in  baskets,  on  their  shoulders,  to  their 
cabins  across  the  mountains.  A  figure  of  one  of  them 
would  make  an  admirable  match-box. 

Happy  Thought. — I  have  driven  upwards  of  two 
hundred  and  fifty  miles  on  a  car,  and  not  met  one  single 
beggar,  except  at  Killarney,  on  the  regular  tourists' 
route,  where  the  professionals  are.  Yet  I  was  told  that 
Ireland  was  the  country  par  excellence  for  beggars.  Per- 
haps I  am  out  of  the  season. 

At  the  country  inns  (which  do  not  pretend  to  be  hotels) 
I  '11  back  them  for  doing  potatoes  in  their  jackets,  over 
a  peat  fire,  against  any  cooks  in  the  world;  occasionally, 
too,  for  broiling  a  chop. 

Nearing  Macroom  I  notice  the  girls  wearing  a  darkish 
blue  cloak  and  hood,  and  brown  petticoats.  The  fashion 
seems  to  be  divided  pretty  equally  between  bare  legs  (most 
symmetrical)  and  bare  feet,  or,  on  the  other  hand  (I 
should  say  on  the  other  feet),  grey  stockings,  with  neat, 
but  substantial  boots. 

At  Macroom.  Happy  Thought. — If  ballads  of  the 
day  go  for  anything  in  Ireland,  the  name  of  Macroom 
suggests  that  something  might  be  done  in  this  place 
with  the  present  popular  ditty  of  "  Tommy,  Mac-room 
for  your  Uncle."  After  this,  tne  sooner  I  'm  away  from 
Macroom  the  better.  Here 's  the  train ;  that  s  the 
ticket !  Off  to  Cork  !  And  then,  as  sensationalist  novel- 
writers  put  at  the  heading  of  the  last  chapter  but  sixteen, 
this  is  'f  The  Beginning  of  the  End." 
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FESTIVE    HOUSE-KEEPING. 

Daughter  of  the  House  (to  her  Cousin).  "  HAVEN'T  YOU  BEEN  DOWN  TO  SUPPER  BEFORE,  CHARLES  ?     I  ASK  BECAUSE  WE  HAVE  ONLY 
RECKONED  toR  ONE  SUPPER  EACH  !  "  [Charles  has  not  yet  touched  a  morsel,  but  his  Pair  Companion  is  coming  down  to  supper  for 

the  Third  time.     Let  us  hope  she  takes  the  hint. 


SPIRIT  DUTIES. 
As  THEY  WERE. 

THE  duties  of  Spirits  in  days  gone  by 

Were  useless  yet  onerous  ones,  no  doubt, 
Such  as  frightening  timorous  folks  on  the  sly, 

And  dragging  huge  chains  about. 
Their  rule  was  to  ramble  old  mansions  through, 

In  darkness  of  night,  and  sheet  or  shroud  ; 
Make  candles  to  burn  of  a  bogeyish  blue, 

And  watchers  to  shriek  aloud ! 
They  'd  to  play  bo-peep  in  Churchyards  dank, 

At  witching  and  wholly  unholy  hours, 
And  clamour,  and  clatter,  and  croak,  and  clank, 

In  tumble-down  turrets  and  tow'rs. 
To  worry  the  wainscots,  and  fret  the  floors, 

Their  unseen  feet  pattered  about : 
And  they  rattled  the  windows,  and  banged  the  doors, 

And  the  lights  with  their  breath  put  out ! 
They  set  all  our  property-rights  at  nought 

By  tenancies  horrid  and  undesired ; 
Hid  treasures  and  missing  wills  they  sought, — 

Popping  up  when  least  desired. 
Complete  inutility,  worry,  and  fuss, 

Appeared  to  be  ever  their  favourite  line  : 
Ana  why  the  mischief  they  carried  on  thus, 
No  mortal  could  e'er  divine ! 

As  THEY  ABE. 

But  the  Spirits  seem  now  on  another  "lay,"— 

And  more  lucrative  business  boast : 
How  the  modish  "  Shade  "  of  the  modern  day- 
Must  look  down  on  your  good  old  Ghost ! 
Now  Spirit  "  duties"  take  wider  range, 

And  the  Spectres  smart  of  the  latter-day  school 


Have  intimate  dealings,— a  notable  change, — 

With  the  knave  as  well  as  the  fool. 
With  "properties  "  furnished  by  HOME  or  SLADE, 

For  patrons  the  Gooseherds  of  Gullibility, 
Their  rule  as  ever,— though  deftlier  played, 

Is  "  General  Jnutility." 
To  tapping  of  tables  from  turning  of  hats — 

As  well  as  the  heads  of  the  boobies  who  wore  them, — 
They  've  ris'n,  and  to  fleecing  from  frightening  flats, 

As  the  old  Ghosts  did  before  them. 
They  scribble  bosh  on  a  doctored  slate — 

Under  tables  of  conjurors'  model — 
And  vent,  in  the  name  of  the  dead-and-gone  great, 

Most  ungrammatical  twaddle. 
In  fine, — and  your  honest  old  Ghosts  it  grieves 

To  see  their  degenerate  race's  disaster, — 
The  Spirits  have  fallen  among  the  thieves, 
With  Jeremy  Diddler  for  master. 
Alas,  poor  Ghosts  !     Tis  a  Nemesis  stern 

For  the  mischievous  cantrips  you  formerly  played  : 
How  a  Spirit  of  spirit  must  spurn 

The  bondage  of  "  ALLIE  "  or  SLADE  ! 
Should  the  Ghosts  provoke  Law's  clutches  stern, 

Or  defy  sharp  Science's  sham-detectors, 
The  bull's-eye  must  beam  for  the  blue  light's  gleam, 
Till  the  Spectres  succumb  to  the  Inspectors. 


CALLED   TO  THE   HELM. 


OBSERVERS  have  remarked  on  the  departure  of  the  Cardinal  of 
Westminster  for  Rome  so  closely  on  the  death  of  CARDINAL 
ANTONELLI.  No  wonder,  after  such  a  loss,  that  the  Pilot  of  the 
Barque  of  St.  Peter  should  feel  that  it  wants  MANNING. 


TOPICS  OF  THE  DAY.— Russia  and  the  Pole. 
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A   FRESH     'KICK   OFF." 

BEACONSFIELD  (Captain).  "THERE,  STAND  OUT  OF  THE  WAY,  ELLIOT !— WE 'YE  GOT  A  STRONGER  MAN!" 
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EVERYDAY  FARCES. 


ESPECT  FOR  THE 
CHURCH. 

SCENE—  Thebreak- 

fust-tnlilr  at   CpL. 

ANYPORT'S.   Tmt 

"In;/    morn- 
MKS.  unit  the 


and  the  COLON  EL 
seated. 

Mr*.  Any  port 
(finishing  the.  iring 
t>t'  <i  partrid 
com--.',  tin:  Dolonu 
does  not 
Church  to-day  (se- 
verely) as  usual  P 
Colonel.  As 
usual,  my  dear. 
There  's  no  one 
who  thinks  more 
about  the  religious 
practices  of  his 
country  than  I  d<x 
But  it  a  damp  this 
morning,  and  I 
fancied  I  felt  a 
twinge  in  my  left 
toe,  and  - 

Mia  Any  port.  And  Papa  would  rather  stay  at  home. 
Mrs.   Any  port.  Well,  dears,  we  must  be   charitable.     (To  the 
Colonel.)  So  you  won't  come.     Well,  we  can  pray  for  you. 

[Mils.  ANYPOKT  nails  out  of  the  room  preceded  by  her  daughters, 

like  n  ship  with  tiro  tugs.     As  they  go  tip-stairs, 
Lizzie  Ant/port  (in  a  whisper).  Is  CAPTAIN  CAVENDISH  coming  to 
our  pew  this  morning  '•f 

Miss  Anyport.  Why,  of  course  he  is.    You  don't  suppose  he 
forgets  to  go  to  Church  '1 
Lizzie.  When  you  are  there  —  oh  dear  no  ! 

Miss  Anyport.  Well,  you  know  when  CHARLIE  PALK  is  near  us, 
I  'm  sure. 

Mrs.  Anyport.  And,  my  dear  girls,  do  hold  yourselves  up  in 

Church.    People  will  think  you  quite  dumpy.     Oh  !    and  LIZZIE 

darling,  just  look  at  LADY  SWELLSON'S  bonnet,  and  fix  it  in  your 

head.    Be  quick  now.     I  shall  not  wait  for  you. 

Mas.  ANYPORT  is  first  off,  and  arrives  just  in  time  to  confess,  "She 

has  done  what  she  ought  to  have  done,  and  left  undone  what 

she  ought  not  to  have  done."     This  she  does  with  her  nose  in  the 

air,  her  eyes  closed,  and  a  lace  handkerchief  between  her  folded 

hands  ;    iii'ciiinpunied  by  a  gentle  wag  of  the  cherries  in  her 

bonnet,  which  impresses  her  neighbours  extremely. 

The  girls  arr  ire  rustling  and  clattering  with  all  sorts  of  silver  baubles 

hanging  to  their  sides,  eminently  useful  in  a  choral  service,  in 

the  middle  of  the  Psalms.     They  are  not  at  all  nervous,  but 

shake  hands  with  CAPTAIN  CAVENDISH,  and  even  send  a  reli- 

gious recognition  to  CHARLIE  PALK  in  the  pew  behind. 

Miss  ANYPORT,  who  is  a  pupil  O/SIONOR  CIAFFO  (the  great  CIAFFO), 

uutantly  launches  into   the  responses  at  least  a  semitone  flat. 

LIZ/IE  ANYPORT  inspects  a  line  scribbled  in  pencil  on  the  flyleaf 

of  a  hymn-book  which  has  been  passed  to  her  by  CHARLIE  PALK. 

Change.  The  Colonel's  smoking-room.  The  Colonel  has  nearly 
devoured  the  Observer,  the  Army  and  Navy  Gazette,  and  the 
illustrated  papers,  besides  two  enormous  cabanas,  and  is  dozing 
happily  in  his  arm-chair,  when  the  girls  and  their  mother  re- 
turn, reilulent  of  silks  and  satchels,  to  bring  him  back  to  reality. 

Lizzie.  0  Papa  dear  !  my  altar-cloth  looked  so  lovely—  simply 
gorgeous. 

Miss  .  I  in/port.  Awfully  sweet  !  But  Papa  dear  !  you  should  have 
seen  the  Fox  Gtnrs,  what  dresses  they  wore.  Quite  a  caricature. 

Mrs.  Anyport.  Such  a  sermon,  Colonel,  it  would  have  done  you 
good.    Apropos  !  LIZZIE,  I  wonder  what  Brillantine  it  is  DK.  A  ; 
PYX  uses  :  it  shone  like  a  halo  when  ho  gave  out  the  text.    A  sweet 
sermon  indeed  I 

[Mfis.  ANYPORT  shakes  her  cherries  again,  but  for  the  life  of 
her  cannot  remember—  what  the  text  was.  The  sermon  tens 
for  a  wonder  very'aood,  being  one  of  DOCTOR  ARNOLD'S  men, 

Jliss  Anyport.  How  awfully  badly  poor  Miss  SWELLSON  sings! 
Bbe  reall  y  might  leave  the  chants  to  us  and  the  choristers.  That 
cuirass  she  wore  was  made  out  of  last  year's  dinner-dress. 

Lizzie.  So  it  was  I  I  was  thinking  all  Second  Lesson  where  I  had 
seen  it  before. 


Miss  Anyport.  I  knew  it  at  once.  0  Papa  dear,  we  have  brought 
CAPTAIN  CAVENDISH  back  to  lunch. 

Mrs.  Aiii/pnrt.  That  reminds  me,  LIZZIE  dear,  I  do  not  think 
CHARLES  PALK  a  good  parti,  BO  don't  go  on,  I  beg. 

Ciilnni-l  Ani/pi.rf  iil'ound  it!  llnng  that  supercilious 

plunger !  He  smokes  all  my  best  cigars,  and  looks  as  if  1  liked  it. 

Mrs.  Anyport.  And  don't  li.iiat,  .Ii-ii.v,  I>i:.  Ai  'Links 

we  should  do  best  to  pass  our  spare  hours  on  Sunday  in  meditation. 

Miss  Anyport.  Yes,  Mamma,  dear,  and  don't  forget  CAPTAIN 
CAVENDISH  takes  us  to  the  /<«>  this  afternoon. 

Mrs.  Anyport.  I  should  prefer  Hurlingham  if  I  had  been  asked, 
but  no  matter.  [Exeunt  a/1  to  l.\imh. 

WHO'S  ZOO  IN  THE  CITY? 

O.v  account  of  the  success  attained  by  the  introduction  of  the 
Klrphants  in  the  Lord  Mayor's  Show  on  the  ninth  instant,  it  is  highly 
probable  that  the  idea  may  be  further  developed  on  future  Ninths 
of  November.  Mr.  Punch,  always  glad  to  assist  his  Right  Honour- 
able friend  at  the  Mansion  House,  begs  to  present  the  Coming  Man 
of  1877-7S  with  a  rough  sketch  of  what  he  believes  would  be  a  very 
effective  order  of  procession  : — 

Policemen  (with  Serpents)  to  clear  the  way. 
The  Fishmongers'  Company  carrying  the  contents  of  the  Westminster 

Aquarium. 

Deputation  from  the  Stock  Exchange  carried  on  Bears  and  Bulls. 
The  City  Marshal,  with  Peacocks  in  Attendance. 

The  Common  Serjeant  Riding  a  Hubby. 

The  Spectacle  Makers'  Company  attended  by  Owls  and  Moles. 

A  Man  in  Armour  mounted  upon  a  Donkey  clothed  in  a  Lion's  Skin. 

Foresters  from  Epping  Forest  carrying  a  Collection  of 

Stalled  liirds  and  Beasts. 

Heralds  in  Tabards  flanked  by  Hogs  in  Armour. 

The  Right-Honourable  and  Most  Learned  Mr.  Toby. 

Deputation  from  the  Zoological  Society,  attended  by  any  Animals 

that  can  be  spared  from  tte  Gardens. 

A  Provincial  Menagerie 

(Supposed  to  represent   "The  Signing  of  Magna  Charta,"  "The 
Destruction  of  the  Spanish  Armada,"  and  "The  Passing 

of  the  Reform  Act  of  1832  "). 

The  Court  of  Common  Council. 

Broeckman's  Performing  Dogs  and  Monkeys. 

Aldermen  with  Swans  nopping  on  one  leg. 

The  Recorder  of  London,   attended  by  Fishes  out  of  Water. 

Aldermen  and  Geese  who  have  Passed  the  Chair. 

A  Band  of  Canaries,  Piping-Bullfinches,  and  Mocking-Birds. 

The  Arms  of  certain  well-known  Aldermen,  supported  by  Donkeys, 

Mules,  and  Apes. 
The  Lord  Mayor's  Coach,  with  the  Lion  of  the  Day  outside  drawing 

the  Lion  of  the  Day  in. 
Policemen  (with  Scorpions)  to  keep  the  People  back. 


WILD  BIRDS  AND  "  VERMIN." 

THE  saying  that  "  if  the  sky  should  fall  larks  would  be  caught," 
can  hardly  have  been  considered  by  "  A  LOVEB  OF  BRITISH  BIRDS," 
who  thus  addresses  the  Times : — 

"  I  write  to  protest  through  your  omnipotent  medium  againit  the  exhibition 
of  larks  as  an  article  of  food  in  poulterer*'  chops.  I  don't  suppose  any  legis- 
lation -will  stop  the  wholesale  destruction  of  these  national  iongsttrs,  but  I 
trust  that  the  national  sentiment,  if  there  is  any  sentiment  lelt  in  modern 
society,  will  be  aroused  and  expressed  against  such  a  use  of  British  singing 
birds/' 

Larks  are  happily  so  numerous  that  there  is  no  fear  of  their  being 
all  eaten  up  by  epicures.  There  is  plenty  of  that  sort  of  sentiment 
which  objects  to  any  of  them  being  eaten  merely  because  they  are 
singing  birds,  left  in  modern  society.  It  is  sentiment  such  as  that 
which,  whilst  denouncing  scientific  vivisection,  silently  allows  eels 
to  be  skinned  alive.  If  a  lark  pudding  is  really  a  good  thing,  "  A 
LOVER  OF  BRITISH  BIRDS  "  will  perhaps,  if  not  learn  to  love  them 
as  a  pudding's  contents,  at  least,  on  second  thought,  reconsider 
what  follows : — 

"I  may  remind  those  who  would  like  to  shame  those  Tulgar  eaters  of 
Heaven's  messengers  that  the  EMFEBOR  HELIOUAVALUS  was  especially 
partial  to  the  brains  of  singing  birds,  and  I  may  suggest  that  the}'  should 
restrict  themselves  also  to  the  brains  of  larks,  as  it  must  be  that  portion  of 
the  bird  they  most  require." 

Herein  surely  "A  LOVER  OF  BRITISH  BIRDS"  is  unreasonably 

hard  upon  other  lovers  of  liritish  birds  who  love  their  lark  purely 
as  they  lo\e  tlitir  partridge  or  pheasant.  Is  not  the  partridge  a 
British  Bird  as  well  as  the  lark,  and  has  not  the  pheasant  at  least 
been  acclimatised  ';  Have  they  not  an  equal  claim  to  be  loved  with 
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MAKING    SHORT    WORK    OF    IT. 

QUALIFYING  FOR  HUNT  RACES. 

Master  of  Hounds.  "Loos  IIKRR,  BOY,  THAT  HORSE  YOU  WANT  TO  QUALIFY  is  KICKING  MY  BEST  YOUNG  HOUNDS, — so  TKLL  YOUR 
MASTER  I  'LL  GIVE  HIM  A  CERTIFICATE  TO-MO'EROW, — IP  YOU  WON'T  COME  OUT  AGAIN  !  " 


larks,  as  larks  are  loved  by  "A  LOVER  OF  BRITISH  BIRDS  "  ? 
Plumage  is  surely  a  merit  as  much  demanding  exemption  from  being 
eaten  as  song.  Some  lover  of  birds,  for  the  mere  look  of  them,  will 
next  perhaps  propose — in  the  season  when  Parliament  is  shooting — 
a  Plea  for  the  Pheasant,  and  the  Partridge,  against  the  Dealer  in 
Game. 

There  are  other  birds  than  larks,  but  unlike  larks  growing  very 
scarce,  against  whose  total  destruction  it  is  much  to  be  wished  that 
"  any  sentiment  left  in  modern  society  "  should,  by  all  means,  "  be 
aroused  and  expressed."  Eagles,  falcons,  hawks,  kites,  buzzards, 
hen-harriers,  have  been  almost  all  of  them  improved  off  the  face  of 
the  country  by  pot-hunting  landed  poulterers.  There  is  hardly  a 
raven  anywhere  to  be  seen,  and  for  a  young  one  in  a  cage  the  other 
day  a  bird-fancier  asked  one  of  Mr.  Punch's  young  men  half  a 
guinea.  Of  course  birds  of  prey  should  be  kept  under  ;  but  what  a 
shame  to  exterminate  them  I  Their  extirpation  has  despoiled  the 
landscape  of  living  ornaments.  It  has  been  a  destruction  of  things 
of  beauty  which  ought  to  have  been  preserved  to  be  joys  for  ever. 
Is  not  this  a  barbarity  which  every  genuine  Lover  of  British  Birds 
must  deplore,  and  denounce,  and  endeavour,  if  possible  and  not  too 
late,  to  get  repaired  ? 


CHIPS  FROM  THE  ADVERTISEMENT  COLUMN. 

THIS  remarkably  J  cool   offer  lately  appeared   in    the   Islington 
Gazette : — 

A  Good  HOME  offered  to  a  clean-looking  young  Person,  of  respectable 
family  (of  tradespeople  preferred) ;  must  produce  good  references,  and 
be  able  to  assist  in  the  nursery ;  £6  per  annum  for  clothing  given.    Apply 
any  morning  at ,  &c.    No  fare  allowed  unless  engaged. 

And  the  following  from  that  organ  of  the  Clergy  the  Guardian, 
gives  one  a  pleasant  idea  of  the  advertiser : — 

WANTED,  by  a  Widow  Lady,  a  PERSON  who  is  experienced  in  the 
art  of  Whipping,  and  well  qualified  to  administer  a  severe  Flogging 
with  a  new  birch  rod  to  two  young  children  of  the  agea  of  nine  and  ten.     Wages 
£30  per  annum.  The  children  are  Tory  wilful  and  troublesome.   Address,  &c. 


However,  £30  a  year  for  a  Flogger  is  handsome  compared  with 
£20  a  year  for  a  Governess — a  very  common  salary. 

The  next,  from  the  Field,  is,  in  some  respects,  mysterious : — 

WANTED,  a  tall  UNDER  BUTLER,  with  long  recommendations, 
where  four  men  are  kept,  and  the  family  go  to  London  in  the  season  ; 
wages  £30  to  £35.— Apply,  &c. 

Can  "  recommendations,"  like  "  continuations,"  be  a  euphemism 
for  any  part  of  a  Footman's  clothing  ?  The  two  words  can't  mean 
the  same  thing,  or  the  epithet  would  rather,  one  would  think,  be 
"  short  "than  "long":  — 

What  a  chance  is  here  for  Coolebs  in  search  of  a  Wife  !— 

A  WIDOW  LADY  and  her  Sister  (both  musical),  living  in  a  large 
well-furnished  house,  wish  to  receive  one  more  GENTLEMAN  to  join 
their  small  circle.    Late  dinner.    No  clerks  need  reply. — IDA,  &c.,  &c. 

"  IDA,"  the  name  of  TENNYSON'S  Princess !  Sweetly  suggestive  ! 
And  a  "  Widow,"  too — with  sorrows  to  sympathise  in,  and  tears  to 
wipe  away !  The  other  sister— a  gusher  too,  probably — both  musical 
— dear  delightful  creatures,  with  voices  soft  and  low,  we  will  be 
bound;  that  "excellent  thing  in  woman"!  "Man-traps  set  on 
these  premises."  Bachelors,  beware  ! 

This  appeared  in  the  Standard  of  the  day  before  Guy  Fawkes's 
festive  and  fireworky  anniversary : — 

STRICT  DISCIPLINE.— A  Gentleman  in  the  country  desires  to  secure 
the  services  of  a  thoroughly  qualified  GOVEliNESS  to  teach  French, 
Italian,  Drawing,  and  Music.    No  one  need  apply  who  objecta  to  judicious 
corporal  punishment. 

A  pleasant  sort  of  man  this  Country  Gentleman  must  be,  and  his 
family,  no  doubt,  must  be  extremely  fond  of  him.  To  judge  from 
his  advertisement,  there  seems  to  be  small  fear  that  his  children 
will  be  spoilt  by  such  an  injudicious  sparing  of  the  rod  as  is  prover- 
bial. We  wonder  if  he  gives  them  their  chastisement  himself,  or 
expects  their  governess  to  act  as  flogger  for  him.  Mrs.  Squeert  or 
Sally  Brass  perhaps  might  suit  this  situation :  but  we  doubt  if  the 
advertisement  is  likely  to  prove  attractive  to  an  educated  lady. 
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FLOWERS    OF    FASHION. 

Dressmaker.  "How  WOULD  YOU  LIKE  THE  DRESS  MADE?" 
Cook.  "THE  LATEST  FASHION,  IN  COURSE." 
Dressmaker.  "A  POCKET,  I  SUPPOSE?" 

Cook.    "No!       EVERYBODY   WEARS    POCKETS    NOW-A-DATS.        EVBN   MIS8IS  AND  TOUNO   Miss 

HAS  'EM  ! " 


THE  PARSONS'  PLAY. 

AT  tho  Theatre  Ecclesiastical,  St.  Ve- 
dast's,  Foster  Lane,  Cheapside,  the  Ritu- 
alist adaptation  of  Mass,  was  performed 
as  usual  ou  Sunday  last  week,  notwith- 
standing the  inhibition  of  the  Court  of 
Arches.  A  notice  of  the  j»Ttorraanco  has 
appeared  in  the  Morning  I'o.it,  whence  are 
derived  the  following  particulars.  The  part 
of  Pontifex  was  sustained  by  the  REV.  T. 
P.  DALE  with  his  accustomed  ability ;  and 
the  REV.  MR.  ARMITAC.E  played  a  good 
second.  The  former  gentleman  was  habited 
"  in  a  cloth  of  gold  cope,  such  as  is  worn 
by  Roman  Catholic  Priests  at  Benediction, 
having  in  the  back  a  crimson  velvet  fall, 
having  on  it  a  gold  embroidered  cross.  MR. 
ARMITAGE  wore  a  white  vestment,  both 
clergymen  having  on  their  heads  the 
1  biretta.' "  Their  get-up  appears  to  have 
been  very  good ;  and  there  was  introduced 
a  change  of  costume.  "ME.  DALE,  having 
retired  to  the  sacristy,  came  back  to  the  altar 
clothed  in  a  chasuble,  the  same  as  that 
worn  by  the  priest  at  Low  Mass."  In  the 
adaptation  of  Mats  to  the  British  clerical 
stage.  Low  Mass  appears  to  be  combined 
with  High  Mass,  much  as  COLLET  GIBBER 
pieced  together  portions  of  Henry  the  Sixth 
and  his  own  composition  with  Richard  the 
Third.  A  procession  of  "  acolytes  "  to  the 
altar,  bearing  aloft  a  cross,  with  "two  tall 
ornamented  candles,"  and  headed  by  a 
"thurifer"  swinging  a  "thurible,"  and 
scattering  incense,  told  very  effectively,  and 
looked  very  much  like  the  real  things,  the 
representation  altogether  bearing  a  strong 
resemblance  to  the  original,  although  the 
libretto  was  sung  and  spoken  in  English 
instead  of  Latin,  and  with  considerable 
variations  from  the  Roman  text. 

It  was  understood  to  have  been  given  oat 
from  the  pulpit  that,  irrespectively  of  law. 
the  performance  would  be  repeated  till 
further  notice,  but  there  appears  to  be  some 
doubt  whether  this  course  will  be  persisted  in. 
If  it  is,  will  the  BISHOP  OF  LONDON  inter- 
fere? Perhaps  he  cannot  if  he  would. 
Another  authority,  however,  possibly  can, 
and  will.  The  performances  at  St.  Vedast's, 
one  would  think,  must  surely  be  within  the 
jurisdiction  of  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN-. 


THE  LITEST  NEWS. 

(From  our  own  Correspondent.) 

CONSTANTINOPLE,  Monday. 

You  will  be  glad  to  learn  that  everything  is  now  as  good  as 
settled.  Russia  nas  withdrawn  all  her  awkward  demands  and  the 
influence  of  England  (supported  as  she  is  by  Austria  and  Germany) 
is  all-powerful.  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT  has  submitted  a  scheme  to  the 
Porte,  which  is  now  under  consideration. 

CONSTANTINOPLE,  Tuesday. 

You  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  after  receiving  my  dispatch  of 
yesterday's  date  that  we  are  on  the  eve  of  a  great  European  war. 
Russia  (supported  by  Germany  and  Austria)  insists  that  what  she 
demands  shall  be  granted  within  four-and-twenty  hours.  I  may  add 
that  the  scheme  submitted  yesterday  by  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT  to  the 
Porte  has  been  withdrawn,  at  the  instigation  of  LORD  SALISBURY. 

CONSTANTINOPLE,  Wednesday. 

As  I  hinted  to  you  yesterday.  Russia  is  checkmated.  The  stub- 
born resistance  of  France  and  Italy  to  her  claims,  and  the  moral 
support  of  England,  given  to  the  combined  policy  of  Austria  and 
Germany,  have  had  their  due  effect.  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT  has  sub- 
mitted a  scheme  to  the  Russian  Ambassador,  which  is  now  said  to  be 
undergoing  consideration. 

CONSTANTINOPLE.  Thursday. 

From  the  tone  of  my  yesterday's  despatch  you  will  be  prepared  to 
learn  that  Europe  'is  threatened  at  tnis  moment  with  one  of  the 
greatest  calamities  that  could  possibly  happen  to  her.  The  alliance, 
offensive  and  defensive,  between  Russia,  France,  Austria,  and  Italy 
(at  which  I  hinted  yesterday),  is  causing  the  most  hopeless  complica- 


tions. I  may  add  that  SIB  HENRY  ELLIOT'S  scheme  submitted  to 
Russia  yesterday  has  been  withdrawn,  at  the  instigation  of  LORD 
SALISBURY. 

CONSTABTTHOPLE,  Friday. 

After  my  yesterday's  despatch  it  will  scarcely  be  news  for  you  to 
hear  that  Russia  has  sent  an  ultimatum  to  Paris,  Vienna,  and  Rome. 
England  has  offered  to  arbitrate  between  the  quarrelling  Powers,  but 
unhappily  the  feeling  of  animosity,  which  is  accountable  for  Russia's 
strange  conduct,  is  of  many  years'  standing.  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT 
has  submitted  schemes  to  the  Representatives  of  Germany,  Austria, 
Switzerland,  France,  and  Spain. 

CONSTANTINOPLE,  Saturday. 

From  the  tenor  of  my  yesterday's  remarks,  you  will  have 
guessed  that  Russia  has  withdrawn  all  her  demands,  and  is  now  the 
Turk's  best  friend.  The  International  Banquet  (to  which  I  alluded 
in  my  last  dispatch),  was  a  great  success.  The  healths  of  the  QUEEN 
OF  ENGLAND,  the  EMPEHOR  OF  AUSTRIA,  the  KINO  OF  ITALY,  and  the 
PRESIDENT  OF  THE  FRENCH  REPUBLIC,  were  proposed  in  most 
affectionate  terms  by  the  Russian  host.  There  is  no  other  news 
except  that  the  schemes  submitted  yesterday  by  SIR  HENRY  ELLIOT 
to  the  Representatives  of  Germany,  Austria,  Italy,  Switzerland, 
France,  and  Spain,  have  been  withdrawn  at  the  instigation  of  LORD 
SALISBURY.  

"Nas-Naris.    A  Nose." 

NARES  did  not  succeed,  thanks  to  Jack  Frost  and  floes, 
In  reaching  the  Pole,  when  he  followed  his  nose. 
For  the  next  man  who  tries,  the  advice,  therefore  fair  is, 
Change  your  route,  if  you  can,  et  ne  sequere  RARXS  .' 
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MECHANICS    IN    SPORT. 

NO.    4. — PNEPMATIC-DESPATCH-FOX-HUNTING   COMPANY  (LIMITED). 


GRACEFUL  ACT  OF  A  LADY. 

PERSONS  with  plenty  of  money, 
and  no  poor  relations  to  assist  or 
an  aged  mother  to  support,  will 
perhaps  put  their  hands  in  their 
pockets  and  pull  out  something 
lor  a  laudahle  purpose  when  they 
learn  that  the  Byron  Monument 
Committee  has  not  yet  received 
subscriptions  to  an  amount  nearly 
large  enough  to  defray  the  cost  of 
a  statue  at  all  worthy  of  BYRON'S 
fame.  The  best  of  the  designs 
sent  in  to  them  for  selection  is 
said  to  be  the  work  of  "  a  very 
distinguished  American  sculptor, 
who  can  use  his  pen  as  ably  as  his 
chisel."  It  is  remarkable  that  an 
American  artist  and  man  of  letters 
should  offer  help  to  perpetuate 
j  BYRON'S  fame,  whereas  a  country- 
woman of  his,  a  Lady  of  name 
in  literature,  endeavoured  a  few 
years  ago,  with  all  her  ability,  to 
perpetuate  just  the  reverse.  She 
acted,  no  doubt,  from  a  righteous 
indignation  under  a  wrong  idea, 
and  now,  perhaps,  having  hap- 
pily found  out  her  mistake,  will 
be  glad  to  repair  it  as  much  as 
slit'  can.  "Would  it  surprise  you, 
then,  to  hear  that  MKS.  HARRIET 
B  RICHER  STO\VE  had  sent  in  a 
subscription  towards  making  iip 
the  sum  of  about  twelve  thou- 
sand pounds,  required  to  obtain 
a  proper  monument  in  memory  of 
LORD  BYRON  ? 


"  ANGLO-INDIAN  "  complains 
that  though  India  has  given  the 
Mother  Country  an  Imperial 
Crown,  her  poor  return  is  a  one- 
and-fi vepenny  Rupee ! 


THE  FIGHT  FOE  PLUMSTEAD  COMMON. 

FROM  the  following  piece  of  last  Monday  week's  news  it  appears 
that  the  HOME  SECRETARY  knows  how  to  revise  the  judgments  of 
the  Great  Unpaid  :— 

"  Yesterday  morning  an  official  communication  was  received  at  the  Kent 
County  Gaol  from  the  HOME  SECRETARY,  stating  that  HER  MAJESTY  had 
been  graciously  pleased  to  remit  the  fine  and  remainder  of  the  sentence  passed 
on  MR.  JOHN  DE  MORGAN,  at  the  last  Kent  Quarter  Sessions,  for  complicity 
in  the  Plumstead  Common  riots.  In  the  ordinary  course  of  things  he  would 
have  been  discharged  this  morning,  but  the  letter  was  succeeded  by  a  telegram 
stating  that  BE  MORGAN  was  to  be  liberated  at  once,  it  being  the  first  instance 
for  fifteen  years  of  a  prisoner  being  discharged  from  the  gaol  on  a  Sunday." 

The  so-called  riots  on  Plumstead  Common  were  of  quite  a  different 
nature  from  the  intimidation  meetings  held  from  time  to  time  in 
Hyde  Park.  They  were  merely  forcible  proceedings  of  resistance  to 
attempts  at  the  enclosure  of  common  land  supposed  illegal.  The 
Kent  Justices  decided  them  to  be  riots.  Technically,  perhaps,  they 
were.  The  more  the  pity.  Everybody  interested  in  the  preserva- 
tion of  open  spaces,  that  is,  all  people  except  a  few  grasping,  greedy, 
selfish,  and  sordid  churls,  would  have  been  glad  to  learn  that  the 
alleged  riots  were  no  riots,  and  that  the  repetition  of  them  would 
have  been  no  rioting— if  such  were  really  the  law.  There  are 
few  sights  more  calculated  to  delight  a  well  constituted  mind  than 
the  view  of  a  bonfire  made  of  fences  illegally  set  up  on  a  Common 
by  a  Lord  of  the  Manor,  and  legally  torn  down  by  the  aggrieved 
neighbours.  The  greatest  credit  is  due  to  anyone  who  has  the 
spirit  to  lead  a  multitude  on  to  the  lawful  demolition  of  unlawful 
enclosures.  Provided  always,  of  course,  that  the  enclosures  are 
really  unlawful,  and  the  demolition  of  them  indeed  lawful  and 
right.  Otherwise,  dear  friends,  the  concourse  demolishing  them  is 
a  riotous  assembly,  and  the  head  man  thereof  a  ringleader,  in  the 
eye  of  the  law.  It  is  therefore,  good  people,  very  desirable  that, 
before  you  proceed  to  destroy  fences  by  which  you  believe  your- 
selves robbed  of  your  rights,  you  should  consult  lawyers,  so  as  to 
make  quite  sure  that  you  are  not  mistaken  in  the  supposition  that 
those  rights  have  been  invaded.  For  if  there  is  any  doubt  upon 


this  point  it  is  not  you  who  will  get  the  benefit  of  the  doubt  at 
Quarter  Sessions,  and,  though  a  fine  may  be  remitted  altogether, 
imprisonment,  of  which  you  will  possibly  be  let  in  for  more  or  less 
before  being  let  off  the  remainder,  is  a  bore. 


THE  UTOPIAN  CAB  COMPANY. 
Hales  and  Regulations. 

1.  EARLY  birds — no  larks — will  have  the  pick  of  the  Cabs. 

2.  Every  Driver  to  find  his  backer,  who  will  be  answerable  for 
his  returns. 

3.  Drivers  out  after  one  will  catch  it. 

4.  No  liquoring  up  of  foremen  or  washers  will  be  winked  at.    The 
Company  will  not  stand  drinks. 

5.  Should  any  Driver  allow  Ms  horse  to  run  away,  his  screw  will 
be  stopped. 

6.  Each  Driver  will  be  supplied  with  a  copy  of  Hints  on  Etiquette, 
by  a  Man  of  Hank. 

7.  Drivers  seen  hanging  about  will  be  suspended. 

8.  Smoking  in  Cabs  is  prohibited.    Drivers  will  be  supplied  with 
Bryant  and  Mav's  Matches,  as  they  will  light  only  on  the  box. 

9.  Drivers  using  bad  language  will  be  fined ;   and,  for  a  second 
offence,  re-fined. 

10.  An  exact  account  of  each  day's  takings  must  be  rendered. 
Overcharges  need  not  be  returned. 

11.  Drivers,  on  returning  at  night,  will  assist  to  bed  down  their 
horses,  but  are  not  to  bring  them  in  "  tucked  up." 

12.  Night  Cabs  will  be  provided  with  lamps  before  they  go  out. 

13.  Civility,  Caution,  and  Cleanliness  are  enjoined.    C  Rules  in 
the  Yard. 

APPROPRIATE.— The  next  Spirit  Rapping  case  will  be  tried  before 
MR.  KNOX.  

CLAN  CAHTY.— Dustmen ! 
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SOLVING    THE    DIFFICULTY.  (P) 

Pint  Soldier.  "  So  THBY  SAY  WE  'vis  A  CHANCE  OF  FIGHTING  THB  ROOSIANH 
AGIN  ! " 

Second  Soldier.  "  BLOW  THB  ROOSIANS  1    WHY  DON'T  IT*  GO  AND  TAKE  CON- 
STANTINOPLE, AND  A'  DONE  W1TII  IT  ? " 


.    RUSSO-ENGLISH  WORDBOOK. 

By  a  Contributor  of  Leading  Articlei  to  the  fall  Mall. 


—A.  lull  before  a  storm. 

Atrocity  —  A  Christian  virtue  or  an  Oriental  vice. 
Autonomy—  Ruling1  by  an  Autocrat. 
Vulgarians—  Catspaws. 
lirag  —  Russian  hide. 
Charity—  Begins  at  St.  Petersburg!!  and  pervades  the 
East. 

Christianity—  Holy  Russia. 

Christian  —  Wholly  Russian. 

J)!pl<imacy  —  The  Father  of  Lies. 

DupKoity—A.  two-edged  sword. 

English  —  Weak  enthusiasm. 

Fear  —  No  equivalent  in  English. 

Ilnnesty  —  Bear  existence. 

Ignorance  —  The  crest  of  the  serf. 

India  —  Moscovite  Eldorado. 

Pacification  —  Making  peace  a  stalking-horse. 

Peace  —  A  reverse  after  war. 

'in  —  A  Bear  in  Sheep's  clothing. 
Servian  —  A  Sheep  in  Bear's  clothing. 
Sanctity  —  An  imperial  cloak. 
Turkey  —  A  dish  to  be  cut  up  d  la  Susie. 
War—  A.  Bear-pit. 


An  Uncertain  Bird. 

THE  stipulation  with  the  Prussian  Government  for  the 
payment  of  £1000  down,  insisted  on  by  the  Inventor  of 
the  Flying  Machine  as  the  necessary  condition  of  his 
attempt  to  ascend  with  it,  has  been  plausibly  accounted 
for  by  the  supposition  that  he  wants  to  raise  the  wind. 
The  Prussian  Ministers'  refusal,  on  the  other  hand,  to 
concede  his  terms,  may  be  ascribable  to  an'apprehension 
that  the  engagement  of  Dccdalus  might  result  in  the 
performance  of  Diddle-us. 


WILLIAM  THE  PENKAHT. 

IT  will  not  fail  to  be  recorded  in  the  biography  of 
our  active-minded  ex-Premier,  that  when  he  had  retired 
from  the  Leadership  of  the  Liberal  Party  he  betook 
himself  to  Letters. 


SIXES  AND  SEVENS.— The  Franconia  Judgment. 


A  SHADE  ON  PROGRESS. 

I  AM  what  was  a  'Squire  of  ancient  line  ; 

This  Manor-house,  and  Manor  once  were  mine. 

Here  in  my  time  I  kept  a  pack  of  hounds  ; 

And  my  whole  heart  was  in  my  house  and  grounds. 

Still  to  this  dear  old  place  in  death  I  cleave ; 
My  home,  though  left  behind,  I  cannot  leave. 
No  better  place  I  knew,  nor  do  I  know : 
Here  I  remain,  unable  hence  to  go. 

I  bear  the  semblance  of  the  garb  I  bore, 
Such  in  time  past  as  England's  gentry  wore. 
Yon  picture  which  appears  from  out  its  frame 
On  point  of  stepping  down,  reveals  my  name. 

Mine  were  the  days  ere  Trade  had  all  o'ergrown  ; 
When  they  who  held  the  land  could  hold  their  own. 
Ho  Company  durst  private  grounds  inva.lo, 
And  aggravate  their  sometime  owner's  shade. 

With  scorn  and  anger  thus  I  'm  forced  to  mark 
A  Railway  cutting  my  ancestral  Park ; 
(  nosing  the  Avenue  of  elm-trees  old, 
Where  once  the  family  Coach  serenely  rolled. 

Now  telegrams  and  signals  vex  my  sight : 
Annoyed  by  coloured  lamps  I  walk  the  night. 
And  every  train  brings  crowds  of  Cockneys  down, 
Profaning  the  still  scenes  I  haunt,  from  Town. 

These  rushing  Railways,  on  whose  borders  spring 
Aew  stucco'd  villas,  populations  bring 
For  beef  and  mutton  swelling  the  demand, 
Raising  the  price  of  meat  on  every  hand. 

VOL.  LXXI, 


Hence  oysters  soon  will  cost  as  mnch  or  more, 
As  though  a  pearl  inside  each  oyster  wore ; 
All  shellfish  rise  beyond  poor  purses'  pale. 
E'en  crabs  and  lobsters  have  begun  to  fail. 

A  dozen  prawns  to  one-and-sixpence  reach, 
Shrimps,  doubtless,  will  be  soon  a  penny  each ; 
Good  things  are  rising  till  extinct  they  fall : 
Prosperity  and  Progress  spoiling  all ! 

Go  on  ;  consume  ;  exhaust  the  Earth  defaced ; 
And  take  no  measures  to  repair  your  waste. 
Use  np  the  produce  of  the  land  and  sea, 
Until  all 's  gone— revenge  in  store  for  me ! 


TIME'S  TRACKERS— OLD  AND  NEW. 

"  How  noiseless  falls  the  foot  of  Time, 
That  only  falls  on  flowers." 

AND  never  before  was  such  a  flowery  carpet  arranged  for  Time's 
nity  old  feet  to  fall  on  as  now-a-days,  with  DELARUE  and  MARCUS 
rAKD  blossoming  into  floral  calendars,  and  cards  bright  with 
blossoms,  and  posies  of  song  as  well  as  chlorophyll.  As  natural 
flowers  are  hardest  to  come  by  in  winter,  these  art-gardeners  wisely 
take  care  to  have  their  parterres  in  lushest  and  brighest  bearing  about 
Christmas-tide.  We  have  among  their  productions  even  cards  that, 
besides  their  flowers,  bear  double  acrostics !  The  old  sun-dials  broke 
out  at  most  into  aphorisms.  And  much  as  an  aphorism  to  a  double 
acrostic  is  a  sun-dial  to  a  DELABUE'S  Card-Calendar— more  solid, 
doubtless,  but  infinitely  less  showy,  while  the  card  has  the  great 
advantage  over  the  dial,  for  England,  that  it  is  independent  of  the 
sunshine. 


AN  UNSETTLED  BILL.— W.  E.  G. 
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THE    TOO    COMPLETE    LETTER-WRITER. 


> 


•  ^  ? 


DUBING  the  last  two  months  ME.  GLADSTONE  has  been  employing 
the  time  he  is  able  to  spare  from  public  speaking  and  tree-felling  to 
the  answering  of  a  very  miscellaneous  collection  of  correspondents. 
His  replies  have  ranged  from  Bulgarian  outrages  up  to  Vaccination 
grievances.  Always  ready  to  oblige  a  ieilow-litterateur,  Mr. 
Punch  begs  to  supply  the  ex-Premier  -with  a  few  ready-made 
responses,  founded  upon  ME.  GLADSTONE'S  well-known  style,  and 
in  sympathy  with  his  published  opinions  : — 

Reply  to  a  Conscientious  Doubter. 

SIE, — Your  touching  and  deeply  interesting  acknowledgment  of 
doubts  as  to  the  principle  of  gravitation  the  soundness  of  KEPLER'S 
laws,  the  Newtonian  system  generally,  and  even  so  generally  ac- 
cepted a  doctrine  as  that  of  the  sphericity  of  our  globe,  are  before 
me.     Without  committing  myself  to  an  endorsement  of   your  particular  grounds  of  scepticism  on  those  points,  most  of  which  are 
i__:i_  i_i —  t — i_j  x. o: Tm_  _  ;_i.    „ :-i: —  _i  ^e  soientiflo  grounds  on  which  they  are 

much  credit  to  your  head  as  to  your  heart. 

_ „ softness  of  the  other.    All  candid  and  honest 

inquirers  have  my  profound  respect ;   and  I  am  nattered  by  being  made  the  recipient  of  your  doubts,  if  my  numerous  avocations  do 
not  just  now  leave  me  the  leisure  to  weigh,  still  less  to  resolve  them.  Yours  very  faithfully,  "W.  E.  GLADSTONE. 

Reply  to  a  would-be  Suicide. 

SIB,— In  your  interesting  communication  (which  I  now  acknowledge)  you  ask  me  "  if  I  consider  suicide  justifiable  ?  "  This  is  a 
wide  question,  both  from  the  moral.'political,  and  social  point  of  view,  and  cannot  be  answered  off-hand.  Still,  I  must  admit  I 
regard  with  suspicion  the  operation  of  any  law  interfering  with  the  liberty  of  the  subject  on  this  or  any  other  point,  and  should  be 
ready  to  consider  any  relaxation  of  its  provisions  which  now  operate  in  restraint  of  the/e/o  da  se.  j  aln)  (j:Ci 

W.  E.  GLADSTONE. 
Reply  to  a  Firm  of  Wine  Merchants. 

ME.  GLADSTONE  presents  his  compliments  to  MESSRS.  FUSIL,  FTTCUSIXK  &  Co., 'and  begs  to  say  that  he  has  not  had  the  time  nor  the 
inclination  to  test  the  samples  submitted  to  him.  Port  is  not  one  of  ME.  GLADSTONE'S  favourite  wines.  He  is  therefore  unable  to  say 
whether  the  pint  bottles  that  have  been  forwarded  to  him  contain  a  liquor  "  infinitely  less  heady  and  immeasurably  more  fruity  than 
the  concoction  known  as  '  fine  old  Tory  Port.J  "  ME.  GLADSTONE  must  add,  however,  that,  without  any  wish  to  convert  the  matter 
into  a  party  question,  he  can,  from  his  present  point  of  view,  consider  nothing  Tory  cither  useful  or  ornamental. 
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HAWARDKN  AND  KEIGHLEY. 
(To  Our  WILLIAM.) 

DOUBT  if  the  stare  are  suns  ; 

Doubt  if  the  Karth  is  round ; 
Doubt  if  a  boy  likes  buns ; 

Doubt  light  more  swift  than  sound. 

Doubt  as  to  Polar  search 
A  useful  purpose  serving ; 

Doubt,  if  you  like,  the  Church 
Of  England  worth  preserving. 

Doubt  if  the  Sun  will  rise  ; 

Doubt  about  EUCLID'S  rules ; 
Doubt  Keighley's  Guardians  wise ; 

Or  doubt  them  to  be  fools. 

But  never  doubt  the  need 
Of  JENNER'S  great  protection, 

Or  that  it  can  impede 
Variolous  infection. 

Or,  if  you  must  feel  doubt, 

Don't  give  it  publication, 
To  hinder  carrying  out 

Compulsive  Vaccination. 


THE    POT." 


Loviny  Wife.  "  You  LOOK  VEXED,  DEAR  !     ANYTHING  HAPPENED  ? " 

Brown.  "  VERY  ANNOYING.    I'v«  ACCEPTED  OLD  BLOWHABD'S  INVITATION  TO 

TRUDGE  OVER   HIS  LITTLE  BIT  OF  SCRUB  AT   BAREACRES,  AND  NOW  YOUNO  SPOON- 
BILL HAS  ASKED  ME  TO   SHOOT   HIS  COVERS  TO-MOHROW  !      WlIAT  AM   I   TO  DO?" 

Wife.  "  CAN'T  SAY,  DEAR.      BUT  DON'T  BE  FOBBED  OFF  WITH  RABBITS  AOAIN, 
FOR  GOODNESS'  SAKE!    BRING  FEATHERS  !— I'M  OUITB  TIRED  OF  FUR!" 


CANOSSA  WITH  A  CHANGE. 
A  TELEGRAM  from  Rome  mentions  that : — 

"  A  meeting  of  influential  Catholics  from  different  Italian 
cities  has  been  held  at  Maneeca,  to  consider  the  best  means  o! 
celebrating  the  Anniversary  of  Canossa,  on  the  25th  of  January 
next." 

Considering  that  the  relative  positions  of  the  two 
principal  actors  in  the  Canossa  affair  are  now  nearly 
reversed,  perhaps,  the  best  way  of  celebrating  the  An- 
niversary of  Canossa  would  be,  if  possible,  to  get  the 
EMPEROB  WILLIAM  to  come  there,  and  the  POPE  to  go 
and  meet  him ;  POPE  and  EMPEROR  exchanging  their 
respective  parts,  his  HOLINESS  knocking  under,  as  HENRY 
THE  FOURTH  of  Germany,  and  HENHY  s present  successor 
bullying  the  POPE,  as  BILDEBEAND.  The  Holy  Father 
likes  a  joke,  and  if  he  sees  the  fun  of  this  proposal,  let  us 
hope  that  his  health  and  strength  will  continue  such  as  to 
enable  him  if  he  pleases,  to  go  to  Canossa  and  act,  mutatis 
mutandis  as  above  suggested,  on'thc  25th  of  January. 

VAMPIRE  TRAP. — A  Moneylender's  brougham. 


Reply  to  the  Editor  of  a  Magazine. 
DEAR  SIR, 

YOUR  letter  asking  me  to  contribute  an  article  to  your 
excellent  periodical  reached  mo  this  morning,  and  I  hasten  to  reply 
to  it.  My  present  engagements  are  rather  numerous,  as  I  have 
already  sixteen  pamphlets  and  fourteen  articles  on  the  stocks.  Still, 
as  I  notice  an  anonymous  letter  has  been  published  in  the  Pimlico 
Pump  (a  suburban  paper,  I  understand)  which,  in  my  opinion, 
reflects  upon  my  style  as  an  author,  I  shall  only  be  too  glad  to  have 
an  opportunity  of  answering  the  nameless  scribbler  through  the 
columns  ot  your  admirably  conducted  magazine.  The  space  I 
shall  require  will  be  from  fifty-five  to  fifty-seven  pages. 

Yours  sincerely, 

W.  E.  GLADSTONE. 

Reply  to  an  Old  Lady. 
DEAR  MADAM, 

OF  my  own  knowledge  I  cannot  say  whether  the  blood- 
thirsty Turks  ate  their  Servian  victims  with  salt  and  pepper  or 
preferred  them  without  any  condiment.  In  my  pamphlets  (which 
may  be  obtained  of  any  respectable  newsvendor  in  town  or  country) 
I  have  entered  largely  into  the  question  of  Bulgarian  horrors.  In 
le  meanwhile  I  am  happy  to  think  that  millions  of  my  countrymen 
(like  you)  hold  LOUD  BEACONSFIELD  personally  responsible  for  every 
act  ot  Russian  aggression,  Servian  submission,  and  Turkish  ter- 
rorism which  has  been  reported  during  the  last  two  centuries  and 
a  luul. 

Yours  very  faithfully, 

W.  E.  GLADSTONE. 

And  here  Mr.  Punch  stops.  Probably  before  these  lines  are  in 
irint  some  of  the  above  letters  may,  in  effect,  have  already  been 
written  by  the  pen  of  the  far  too  ready  writer.  Of  a  verity  the  pen 
s  a  more  dangerous  weapon  than  the  sword.  The  glory  of  many  a 


gallant  general  'has  evaporated  in  gunpowder  smoke ;  but  here  we 
have  a  great  statesman  deliberately  drowning  a  splendid  reputation 
in  that  most  to  be  let  alone  of  wells — an  inkstand ! 


QUESTIONS  FOR  THE  SPIRITS. 

WHAT  is  the  end  of  all  the  umbrellas  that  are  borrowed  ? 

Who  reads  three-fourths  of  the  new  three- volume  novels  ? 

When  was  an  ugly  girl  not  voted  "  nice  "  by  her  pretty  female 
companions  ? 

What  becomes  of  all  the  unsold  pictures  at  the  Royal  Academy  ? 

How  many  new  Clubs  are  there  ?  and  how  many  of  those  most 
recently  opened  have  already  shut  up  ? 

Why  are  Christmas  Annuals  published  in  September  ? 

Why  do  authors  think  it  necessary  to  write  ghastly  stories  for 
"  the  glad  new  year  "  ? 

When  is  Temple  Bar  to  be  taken  down  ? 

Who  suggested  the  idea  of  elephants  in  the  Lord  Mayor's 
Show? 

What  is  the  value  to  the  sweeper  of  a  good  London  crossing  ? 

Have  the  Skating  Rinks  any  patrons  left  ? 

Why  is  Brighton-on-the-Sea  more  populous  in  November  than  in 
May? 

When  will  the  Grand  Opera  on  the  Thames  Embankment  open  its 
door  to  the  musical  million  ? 

What  has  become  of  the  New  Cab  Company  ? 

Who  wants  a  new  illustrated  paper  ? 

Who  will  be  the  first  to  ascend  Mount  Punch  in  the  'Arctic 
Regions  ? 

When  will  a  London  burlesque  once  more  be  funny  ? 

Lastly  (and  most  important  of  all),  what  is  the  meaning  of  LORD 
BEACONSFIELD'S  Guildhall  speech  ? 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    GUIDE    TO    THE    ARMY. 


ECTiojf  VI.— CON- 
CERNING THE 
CHOICE  OF  A 
REGIMENT. 

"WnEN  Mr. 
Punch  resumed 
his  place  in  the 
ante-room,  a 
"crisis"  had  oc- 
curred in  the 
affairs  of  Europe, 
and  all  his  pupils 
were  more  or  less 
excited.  COLONEL 
CHARLES,  of  the 
Royal  East  Mud- 
borough  Militia, 
was  in  full  levee 
uniform,  wit'h 
silver  belt,  silver 
sash,  and  silver- 
laced  overalls 
complete.  ENSIGN 
EUGENE,  of  the 
Volunteers,  had 
extracted  the  rail- 
way map  of  Eng- 
land and  Scotland 
out  of  Brad- 
shaufs  Guide,  and 
was  studying  the 
coast  attentively. 
LIEUTENANT  AND 
CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  (Green),  had  caused  his  hair 
to  be  cut  and  his  whiskers  to  be  trimmed  according  to  the 
regulations,  and  looked  quite  like  a  soldier.  And  even  dear  little 
FIELD-MARSHAL  SIB  FRANK  GEEGEE,  K.C.B.,  had  purchased 
hand-book  to  military  tactics,  and  was  reading  a  chapter  (through 
his  spectacles)  devoted  to  the  consideration  of  regimental  buttons. 

"My  dear  pupils."  said  Mr.  Punch,  highly  gratified  at  the 
picture  presented  to  his  view  of  his  scholars'  industry,  "  I  am  much 
pleased  to  see  that  you  are  ready  for  any  emergency." 

"Yes,  Sir,"  exclaimed  COLONEL  CHABLES,  of  the  Royal  East 
Mudborqugh"  Militia,  kicking  away  his  sword  with  his  well-spurred 
heel ;  "  in  our  hands,  Sir,  Margate  is  perfectly  safe." 

"  On  behalf  of  our  Riflemen,"  supplemented  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of 
the  Volunteers,  "  I  think  I  may  say  the  same  of  Lower  Tooting." 

"  If  we  have  to  fight,"  drawled  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE, 
of  the  Grenadiers  (Green).  "I  hope  they  will  make  a  railway 
between  Constantinople  and  Monaco." 

"If  there's  a  general  conscription,"  lisped  out  dear  little  SIR 
FBANX  GEEGEE,  "  good  little  SIR  FRANKY  hopes  they  won't  take  the 
Cook  of  the  Senior  United.  Dear  little  SIR  FBANET  is  a  good  little 
Englishman,  but  he  likes  a  nice  dinner." 

"  My  dear  pupils,"  replied  Mr.  Punch,  "  be  under  no  apprehen- 
sion. We  all  of  us  know  that  you  are  quite  prepared  to  fight,  bul 
you  ought  to  have  learned  by  this  time  that  England  does  noi 
expend  £25,000,000  a  year  upon  the  Soldiers  of  her  Army  with  a 
view  to  ever  making  any  service  of  them.  No,  my  dear  friends 
rest  in  peace,  and,  if  you  can,  pride  yourselves  on  our  national  motto 
'  Let 's  grin  and  bear  it.' " 

Seeing  that  his  scholars  were  scarcely  satisfied  with  this  speech 
the  Sage  hastened  to  commence  his  Lecture : — 

Part  I.  The  Cavalry. — "When  a  young  man  has  gained  a  Com- 
mission in  the  Army,  he  naturally  quickly  decides  upon  the  branch 
of  the  Service  to  which  he  wishes  to  belong.  If  he  is  fond  o 
scientific  soldiering,  he  will  have  passed  through  "Woolwich,  and  wil 
thus  have  become  entitled  to  either  the  cocked  hat  of  the  Roya 
Engineers  or  the  rather  top-heavy  busby  of  the  Royal  Regiment  o 
Artillery.  Mr.  Punch  need  not  address  himself  to  the  Gunners  an< 
the  Sappers,  as  they  will  be  forced  to  choose  for  themselves.  He  con 
fines  his  remarks  to  those  young  gentlemen  who  make  up  thei 
minds  to  enter  for  the  Cavalry  or  the  Infantry.  Say  that  a  lai 
prefers  the  motinted  branch  of  the  Service,  then  will  he  have  ti 
choose  between  the  breast-plates  of  the  1st  and  2nd  Life  Guard 
and  the  Blues,  the  busbies  of  the  Hussars,  the  shako  of  the  Lancers 
and  the  helmets  of  the  Dragoons.  To  enable  the  young  idea  t 
shoot,  or,  rather,  to  ride,  Mr.  Punch  jots  down  at  random  th 
qualifications  generally  considered  necessary  to  secure  popularity  i 
the  various  Regiments  to  which  he  has  alluded.  He  may  say  a 
once  that  service  in  the  Cavalry  is  invariably  more  expensive  thai 
vegetation  in  the  Infantry. 

The  Household  Cavalry. — An  Officer  should  be  fond  of  escor 


.uty  and  keeping  the  streets.    He  should  like  London  and  Windsor, 

nd  must  be  an  adept  in  practical  joking.    Before  joining  he  should 

tudy  "  bear  fighting  "  in  all  its  branches.    He  must  have  plenty  of 

noney,  and  know  the  laws  of  "  Poker,"  "  Eearte,"  and  "Whist." 

le  should  be  prepared  to  go  to  bed  when  the  lark  gets  up,  and  to 

o-et  up  whenever  stable  duty  calls  him  from  his  quarters.    He  should 

ever  forget  what  he  owes  to  Society,  and  should  bear  in  remem- 

rance  that  the  last  time  his  regiment  took  to  laurel- gathering  was 

more  than  half  a  century  ago. 

The  Lancers.— An  Officer  should  be  clever  at  Circus-riding.    If 

can  imitate  a  Clown  in  the  Ring  he  will  be  indeed  an  acquisition 
o  the  Regimental  circle.  He  should  be  able  to  p^lay  upon  a  banjo, 
and  should  have  no  objection  to  blacking  his  face.  His  library 
should  contain  a  copy  of  the  works  of  the  late  JOE  MILLER.  If  he 
can  ride  a  pony  in  a  game  of  Polo,  can  sing  a  comic  song  with  many 
'  spokens  in  it,  and  can  walk  through  the  part  of  "  Charles,  his 
Friend,"  creditably  in  Garrison  amateur  theatricals,  he  may  expect 
lis  promotion  to  be  at  once  rapid  and  certain. 

The  Hussars.— An  Officer  should  be  decidedly  "  horsey."  His 
mufti  should  be  suggestive  of  the  Jockev  in  private  life,  and  if  he 
can  train  a  few  horses  at  Newmarket  or  Epsom,  so  much  the  better. 
Se  should  be  able  to  ride  as  a  light-weight,  and  should  have  a 
leavy  book  upon  theTprincipal  races.  He  should  call  his  friends 
"  pals  "  and  "  chappys,  and  speak  of  himself  as  either  a  "  warrior  " 
or  a  "  noble  sportsman." 

The  Dragoons.— An  Officer  should  be  rather  heavy.  He  is  at 
iberty  to  cultivate  popularity  among  the  fair  sex,  by  whom  he 
should  be  considered  "  such  a  charming  fellow."  Ponderous  swag- 
ger should  be  earnestly  cultivated.  When  the  funds  of  the  Regi- 
ment will  permit  of  the  dissipation,  he  should  organise  a  Ball,  at 
which  trophies  of  arms  and  mild  flirtations  should  be  the  orders  of 
the  day.  He  should  get  up  a  Regimental  Drag,  suggestive  of 
solemn  dignity,  and  should  indulge  occasionally  in  a  little  gentle 
fox-hunting. 

Part  II.  The  Infantry.— A  youth  who  joins  the  Infantry  has 
perhaps  less  choice  of  "Rules  of "  Life "  ;than  his  brother  of  the 
Javalry.  However,  even  to  him  some  variety  is  possible.  The 
•egiments  may  be  briefly  divided  into  Guards,  Rifle  Brigade,  High- 
.anders,  Crack  Corps  generally,  and  Marching  Regiments.  It  may 
DO  taken  as  a  general  rule  that  the  Cavalry  will  look  down  upon  the 
Infantry  as  "  Flatfoots,"  and  that  the  Infantry  will  speak  contemp- 
tuously (but  perhaps — remember  only  perhaps — a  little  enviously) 
of  the  Cavalry  as  "  Light-bobs  "  and  "  Plungers." 

The  Guards. — An  Officer  should  be  rich  enough  to  regard  his 
Regimental  pay  as  mere  cigarette  money.  He  should  have  a  civil 
but  thorough  disdain  for  the  rest  of  the  Service.  He  should  wear 
lis  nose  well  turned  up  in  the  direction  of  his  bear-skin  at  all 
Reviews.  He  should  speak  of  soldiering  as  "a  baw,"  and  should 
.eave  the  Service  at  the  very  time  when  he  is  really  becoming  a 
useful  Regimental  Officer. 

The  Rifle  Brigade. — A  shadow  sketch  of  the  Guards  in  dark  green. 
An  officer  should  consider  himself  very  much  a  soldier,  but  should 
confess  it  difficult  to  understand  "  how  fellows  can  possibly  manage 
to  exist — in  the  line  !" 

The  Highlanders. — An  officer  should  have  no  ear  for  music.  H« 
should  for  obvious  reasons  boast  a  presentable  figure.  He  should 
accustom  himself  to  the  language  of  the  Immortal  Burns,  and  if 
possible  should  avoid  being  an  Irishman.  When  on  furlough  he 
should  live  near  a  colony  of  pigs,  so  that  he  may  remain  acclimatised 
to  the  sweet  sound  of  the  bagpipes. 

Crack  Corps  Generally. — An  officer  should  thoroughly  under- 
stand the  meaning  of  the  proverb  "  Amongst  the  blind  the  one- 
eye'd  man  is  king."  He  should  be  particularly  proud  of  his  buttons, 
and  should  carefully  drop  the  numeral  of  his  regiment  in  favour  oi 
the  county  title.  He  should  wear  his  uniform  at  county  balls,  and 
whilst  patting  the  militia  condescendingly  on  the  shoulder,  should 
utterly  ignore  the  volunteers. 

The  Marching  Regiment. — A  officer  should  never  join  unless  he 
happens  to  be  a  soldier  at  heart.  If  he  is  a  soldier  at  heart  he  wil 
like  his  battalion.  And  if  he  isn't— well  he  won't ! 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  VI. 

Ensign  Eugene.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch  you  have  mentioned  "bear 
fighting"  in  the  course  of  your  lecture — will  you  kindly  tell  me 
what  it  is  ? 

Mr.  Punch. — I  have  no  doubt  our  friend  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAP- 
TAIN GEORGE,  of  the  Grenadiers  (Green),  will  be  able  to  enlighten  us  i 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  I '  believe  that  some  of  the 
Brigade  go  in  for  it.  It's  more  in  the  line  of  the  two  Lifes  and  the 
Blues,  though. 

Mr.  Punch.— My  dear  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of  the 
Grenadiers  (Green),  I  am  delighted  to  find  that  you  are  ashamed  o: 
the  practice.  "  Bear  fighting,"  my  good  Ensign  ( I  am  glad,  by  the 
way,  that  you  have  retained  an  obsolete  rank)  means  practical  jokinj 
of  the  most  vulgar  kind.  A  "bear  fight "  entails  the  smashing  o" 
the  mess  crockery,  the  tearing  of  uniforms,  and  the  breaking  o: 
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bones.     In  these  fights  neither  age  nor  rank  are  respected.     Even 

truest  s  (sometimes  grey-haired  and  dignified)  are  half-killed  amidst 

:i -drunken  shouts  of  a  pack  of  brain  less  and  portly  subalterns. 

Cnlniu'l  C/inr/f.i.—  ]\\ii  surely,  Sir,  such  a  practice  must  be  con- 

d  ;m  iiiitr:.-1 

.'//-.  I'unrli.    <>n  the  contrary,  my  dear  friend,  " bear  fighting " 
is  considered  an  excellent  joke— 'hut  only  l>y  the.  Jirltish  Army  .' 


COURT. 

MII.I:  MB.  COGH- 
LAK'S  new  play 
is  being  as  un- 
duly cried  down 
as  some  other 
recent  plays  have 
been  unduly 
cried  -  up;  Mr. 
Punch  is  glad 
to  record  his 
humble  opinion 
that  no  Comedy 
has  been  pro- 
duced of  late 
years  showing 
more  brightness 
and  smartness 
in  its  dialogue ; 
and  combining 
with  its  bril- 
liancy the  needful 
spice  of  humour 
and  character. 
Then  the  good 
things  come  na- 
turally, and  the 
movement  of  the 
scene  is  not 

them  in.  The  "  pruning-knife  "  may  have  been  appl&d  since  the 
nrst  night,  for  when  we  saw  the'  play.last  week  it  neither  dragged 
nor  halted.  Unhappily  for  himself  and  his  work,  the  author  has 
run  upon  the  most  dangerous  rock  of  the  many  in  the  way  of  the 
English  Dramatist.  He  has  dealt  too  largely  in  cynicism,  both  in 
the  conception  of  his  story  and  his  characters,  and  as  a  consequence 
in  the  tone  of  the  good  things  he  has  put  into  their  mouths. 

An  English  Comedy  should  reflect  a  corner,  at  least,  of  English 
society ;  now,  there  may  be  corners  in  which  cynicism  is  as  much 
in  the  ascendant  as  it  is  in  MB.  COGHXAN'S  play,  but  the  exhibition 
of  it  will  not  please  people  who  do  not  frequent  these  cynical  corners. 
It  is  a  hundred  to  one  that  any  average  English  audience  represents 
a  larger.section  of  English  society  than  the  playwright's  own  circle 
and  by  an  average  English  audience  cynicism  is  only  tolerated  as  a 
condiment,  to  be  sparingly  employed.  They  don't  like  to  have  the 
taste  of  it  in  every  plat  of  their  entertainment. 

MR.  COGHLAN  has  made  his  younger  brother  a  cynical  Bohemian  • 
his  elder  brother  a  cynical  Arcadian,  who  if  he  does  a  generous 
thing  usually  says  bitter!  ones— a  sort  of  Grandcourt  without  the 
steel  claws  under  his  velvet.  Even  Kate  Ilungerford  has  waded 
too  deep  in  the  dirt  of  Bohemia,  though  she  is  anxious  to  get  clear 
ot  it.  The  paternal  love  of  the  old  soldier-father  and  the  dog-love 
of  Darcnport,  are  not  enough  to  supply  the  needful  leaven  of  good 
feeling  tor  the  British  public,  which  Philistine  as  it  may  be,  uncri 
tieal  and  unanalytic  as  it  unquestionably  is,  has  sound  instincts  of 
right  and  wrong,  and  will  not  let  the  dice  of  life  be  loaded,  or  the 
worse  made  the  better  reason  in  matters  of  morale,  without  protest. 

But  the  admirable  way  in  which  the  piece  is  mounted  and  acted 
should  do  a  great  deal  to  save  it  from  the  unpopularity  to  which  its 
cynicism  may  tend  to  condemn  it.  From  first  to  last  it  is  as  well 
ictecl  as  the  most  fastidious  critic  of  acting  could  desire — as  well 
acted  as  a  well-acted^comedy  at  the  Theatre  Francais.  If  MR 
t  ox  WAY  would  take  something  out  of  the  more  repulsive  side  of  his 
part,  by  showing  us  a  little  more  of  the  better  side  of  the  Bohemian, 
IT.  throwing  all  the  more  repiilsive  points  into  stronger  relief 
by  the  hardness  and  defiance  of  his  manner,  we  should  find  it  diffi- 
niit  to  suggest  any  improvement  on  the  acting  of  Brothers.  MR. 
JLELLY  s  old  Indian  Colonel;  MR.  ARSON'S  much-enduring  Captain- 
«R.  HARKS  cynically  spoken  but  kindly-hearted  Baronet;  Miss 
ti-LEN  IERRY  s  graceful  and  pathetic  picture  of  the  incautious,  ill- 
Tamed,  but,  at  bottom,  loving  and  wonianly,  Kate.  Hunger/ord ; 
URS.  GASTON  MURRAY'S  formidable  widow-of-the-world ;  and  Miss 
iOLLENOSHEAD's  bright  and  pleasant  ingenue— all,  down  to  MR 
CATHCAHTS  discreet  and  demure  family  lawyer,  and  MR.  LEIGH'S 
irreproachable  butler,  are  perfect  in  their  several  wavs. 

t  is  delightful  to  be  able  to  point  to  two  theatres  in  London— the 


Prince  of  Wales's  and  the  Court— in  which  may  be  seen,  at  the  same 
time,  two  comedies  consummately  acted,  from  the  principal  parts 
to  the  most  subordinate.  Hut  <  I  one  feels 

it.     Brothers,  with  all  its  faults,  is  English  all  through. 

When  MR.  CofiHLAK  has  learnt  that  he  may,  without  goody- 
goodyism  or  conventionality,  give  to  the  better  elements  of  life  and 
character  in  his  play  that  pre-eminence  over  the  baser  which  our 
Society,  with  all  its  false  estimates,  on  the  whole  secures  to  the 
former,  he  ought  to  be  able  to  write  a  Comedy  to  which  refined  and 
even  fastidious  playgoers  may  give_  an  evening  with  a  satisfaction 
not  often  to  be  got  out  of  an  English  theatre.  Even  with  the  one 
great  blemish  of  Brothers,  on  which  we  have  been  commenting, 
there  is  no  play  now  being  acted  in  London  so  well  worth  seeing. 

A  PLAINTIVE  APPEAL. 

To  MISTER  PUNCH  DEAB  ASD  ONEHD  SIB, 

SKKINW  as  yon  K,  the  frind  of  the  Pore  man  I  hope  as  yon  '11 
take  pitty  upon  im  as  now  addresses  you  which  I  'm  a  hinjnred 
indiwidual  and  so  is  my  pal  CHARLEY.  We  are  both  of  us  Pore 
fellers  wot  tries  to  urn  a  oncst  living  by  our  Hindustry  leastways 
the  French  Parisians  they  calls  us  Shevallcers  of  Hindustry  cause 
we  lives  by  picking  pockets  and  suchlike  sorts  of  andicraft.  Dear 
Sir  'tis  well  beknown  as  how  the  Lor  don't  reckernize  such  industry 
as  ourn  cause  the  Krushers  are  employed  to  clap  us  into  Quod  wen- 
ever  they  can  ketch  us.  Dear  Sir  we  dont  kecr  for  the  Krushers 
leastways  we  dont  so  much  complane  of  em  for  they  aint  mostly 
oversharp  not  even  the  Defectives  which  they  makes  a  pritty  and  of 
unting  up  a  case  and  only  seems  to  Hact  when  Hinflamation  's  giv 
to  em. 

Onerd  Sir  I  dont  mind  telling  you  as  its  them  scientific  coves  as 
we  are  most  af  eard  of — them  chaps  as  keep  hinventing  of  the  blessed 
Lectrnck  Telegrafs  and  other  blooming  hinstruments  for  bringing 
Justice  down  on  us.  Dear  Sir  just  you  look  at  this  ere  wot  is  said 
about  Furtoggraphy  as  CHARLEY  showed  me  tother  evening  in  a 
book  which  he  diskivered  in  a  covey's  carpet-bag  as  he  had  collared 
at  a  railway  station— 

"  In  some  countries  every  person  convicted  of  any  crime  is  photographed, 
and  the  record  of  his  features  becomes  part  of  the  archives  of  every  prison. 
Of  course  a  hardened  criminal,  knowing  the  purpose  for  which  his  likeness  is 
being  taken,  is  not  a  very  manageable  sitter.'' 

Hi  should  think  not  indeed !  Ardened  criminal  or  not,  a  kiddy 
would  be  precious  soft  to  let  em  take  his  Foto  agin  his  hinclination. 
I  know  I  'd  see  em  blowed  fust— but  see  dear  Sir  what  appens— 

"However  no  choice  is  given  him  •  •  •  While  he  is  being  professedly 
examined,  the  concealed  photographer  does  his  work." 

Dear  Sir  that's  jest  what  you'd  expeck  from  them  blooming 
tonng  sneaks.  Tis  a  part  of  their  Spy  system  to  steal  sly  looks  at  a 
Love  and  they  ought  to  be  had  up  for  it  and  indited  for  obtaining  of 
his  Portrait  under  false  pnrtences.  Next  see  dear  Sir  what  follers— 
"  The  system  has  been  introduced  into  England,  but  only  very  partially. 
It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  adoption  of  it  has  not  been  more  general." 

Dear  Sir  me  and  my  pal  CHARLEY  we  call  it  most  Hunenglish  to 
use  such  Hartful  dodges  for  to  assist  the  Krushers.  Hit  aint  fair 
nay  we  ses  that  they  should  take  our  Fotos  while  they  wont  let  us 
ake  theirs  and  even  if  we  ad  em  they  wouldnt  be  much  good  to  us 
cause  them  there  low  and  hartful  Defectives  so  disguises  of  their- 
lelves  that  their  faces  is  as  wariable  as  the  colours  of  Cornelions. 
-ave  and  let  live  is  our  Motter  and  we  ope  dear  onerd  Sir  as  youll 
say  something  to  the  Pint  for  to  purtect  True  Brittish  Hindustry 
sech  as  mine  and  CHABLEY  CLYFAXER'S  and  to  defend  our  Wested 
rights  in  other  people's  proppaty.  Which  I  rcmane  dear  onerd  Sir 
your  truly,  umbel  and  obedient  servant  to  command 

PETER  PRIGGISH. 
The  Three  Pigeont,  Dark  Man's  Alley,  Seven  Dialt. 


Anti-Turkish  Atrocities. 

PARTIES  there  are  on  words  who  play, 
And  pun  like  graceless  knaves. 

The  Servians  are  no  Serfs,  they  say ; 
The  Slavs  will  not  be  Slaves. 


THE  KHEDIVE'S  Minister  of  Finance  was  reported  to  have  died  of 
over-drinking.    He  was  in  fact  suffering  from  an  over-dose  of  sack. 

THE  Fleet  at  Besika  Bay  is  to  be  provided  with  winter  clothing. 
We  hope  overhauls  will  be  included. 


THE  ORIGIN- AL  COOK'S  TOURIST.— Policeman  X.  on  his  beat. 
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DARWINIAN. 

Elder  Sister  (wishing  to  sliaw  off  her  small  Brother's  Accouijilishuicnlx).   "Now,  JACK,  WHO  WAS  THE  Fiusr  MAN?" 

Jack.  "ADAM!"  Elder  Sister.  "  QUITE  RIGHT!     AND  WHERE  DID  HE  LIVE?" 

Jack  (who  has  notions  of  his  own  about  an  earthly  Paradise).   "  IN  THE  Z'LOGICAL  GARDENS  !  " 


DON'T  ! 

(Advice  gratis  in  a  distinguished  Statesman,  summarised  from  the 
conflicting  Counsels  of  a  host  of  candid  Friends.} 

DON'T  hide  in  your  tent,  my  Achilles!— that  looks  so  like  sulking 

and  spite. 
Don't  come  to  the  front  uninvited  !— you  '11  only  be  spoiling  the 

fight. 
Don't  trot  out  your  High  Church  aesthetics !— they  savour  of  sulphur 

and  Rome. 
Don't  leather  the  POPE  in  a  pamphlet !— you  've  plenty  to  look  to  at 

home. 

Donjt  tackle  translation  of  Homer  /—the  task  for  your  pen  is  too  big. 
Don  t  write  goody-goody  in  monthlies,  because  that  is  quite  infra  dig. 
Don  t  spout  on  the  stump  or  the  platform !— you  're  too  high  to  come 

down  to  such  rant. 
Don't  gossip  with  eager  cheap-trippers !— it  sounds  so  like  claptrap 

and  cant. 
Don't  say  kindly  things — though  in  private — concerning  your  sons 

or  your  daughters ; 
They  sound  so  extremely  like  gush,  from  the"  pens  of  intrusive 

reporters. 
Don't  venture  on  speaking  out  strongly  on  questions  of  wrong  versus 

right; 

Because  indignation 's  a  cover  for  rage  and  political  spite. 
Don  t,  pray,  after  SCDLLEMANN  amidst  Trojan  potteries  pottering 

A  statesman  should  live  in  the  present,  and  not  be  a-crying  "  Old 

Don't  give  your  opinion  on  topics  that  agitate  current  society : 
lis— let  us  say— hallucination,  such  angling  for  mere  notoriety. 
Don  t  be  sentimental— that 's  dreadful !  and  don't  be  so  deucedly 
warm. 

Don't  answer  impertinent  questions  or  slanders !— that 's  shocking 
oaa  torm. 


Don't  wonder,  however,  if  questions  unanswered  and  lies,  far  and 

wide, 
Pass  for  posers  and  truths,  silence  proving  they  cannot  be  met  or 

denied. 

Don't  be  e'en  pen-and-inkishly  civil  to  cads  or  to  bores  who  intrude  ! 
Don't  answer  inquiries  on  post-cards,  because  that  looks  dreadfully 

rude. 

Don't,  wholly  oblivious  of  dignity,  toy  with  mere  trifles  too  much : 
Or,  if  you  do,  imitate  BEN'S  dilettante  and  delicate  touch. 
Don't   ever   forget  you're   a    big-wig,    or   sacrifice   unction   and 

pose. — 

If  you  must  chat  of  cottagers'  cabbages,  let  it  be  couleur-de-rose. 
Don't  stoop  to  frank  int'rest  in  matters  that  agitate  commoner  men. 
Don't— don't— be  so  horribly  earnest,  so  ready  with  tongue  and  with 

pen. 
Don't  go  and  upset  "  holy  calms  "  as,  alas !  my  dear  WILL,  is  your 

wont. — 
In    fine,   whatsoe'er  you're  for  doing,  our  general  counsel  is — 

"  DON'T  !"    

Quite  Superfluous. 

IT  is  rumoured  that  the  Russians  are  anxious  to  occupy  Constan- 
tinople. Constantinople  is  very  much  obliged,  but  begs  to  state 
that  she  is  quite 'enough  occupied  already — with  her  own  bothers. 


A  BITTEE  PILL. 


ME.  Burr  has  been  blackballed  at  the  Royal  Irish  Academy.    He 
cannot  complain,  as  he  is  himself  a  pillar  of  lloine-llule. 


MB.  GATHOENE  HAEDY  thinks  it  a  satisfaction  to  know  that  in 
chemical  ingenuity  this  country  can  vie  with  any  other  in  the  world. 
Yet  we  cannot  touch  Hamburg  Sherry ! 
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SHOWS    AND    AUTRE    CHOSE. 

F  course  the  Corpora- 
tion of  theCjty  of  Lon- 
don is  at  this  moment 
in  a  ferment  as  to  tin 
of  the  Russo- 
Turk  excitement.  No1 
a  douht  about  it,  thai 
the  only  thought  on 
the  other  side  of  Tem- 
]>!<•  liar  relates  to  war 
and  its  probahle  expo- 
nents. 

You  think  so  ?  You 
are  quite  wrong.  The 
Aldermen  and  Sheriffs 
are  in  a  state  of  fer- 
ment, it  is  true,  which 
is  working  into  a  very 
good  imitation  of 
frenzy,  hut  not  for 
Russian,  nor  for  Turk ; 
neither  on  the  CZAR'S 
account,  nor  for  LORD 
BEACONSFIELD. 

The  fact  is,  since  the 
memorable  entry  of 
LORD  MAYOR  SAXUKK 
—  we  apologise,  we 
mean  LORD  MAYOR 

WHITE— with  his  .herd  of  elephants,  there  is  but  one  question  asked  in  the 

precincts  of  the  Mansion  House,  "How  is  the  Procession  to  be  improved  next 

year?" 

The  only  way  will  be  to  continue  de  plus  fort  en  plusfor.t,  after  the  immense 

reception  accorded  by  pit  and  gallery— wrong  again,  we  mean  by  pavement 

and  balcony— to  the  Show  of  November,  Seventy-Six. 

When  Mr.  Punch  gives  advice  he  likes  to  be  practical.     He  therefore 

suggests  the  following    programme   of  "  Immense     Effects  and   Stupendous 

Novelties,"  which  may  be  added  one  by  one  or  tn  bloc  as  the  purse  of  the  new 

Lord  Mayor  may  suggest : — 

The  Sheriffs,  in  Roman  Cars,  drawn  by  three  piebald  horses  abreast. 

The  retiring  Lord  Mayor,  as  the  CWier  of  St.  Petersburgh,  driving  six 
horses  in  hand. 

The  Aldermen,  on  a  platform  drawn  by  trained  turtles,  as  the  Bounding 
Brothers  of  St.  Botolph's. 

The  Common  Councilmen  on  Donkeys,  riding  with  their  faces  to  the  tail. 

A  Troupe  of  Guys  (designed  by  the  rejected  candidates  for  the  Byron  Monu- 
ment, and  dressed  by  MESSRS.  MAT  &  NATHAN),  carried  by  members  of  the 
Foresters  Societies  in  full  canonicals. 

A  Tank  on  wheels,  drawn  by  six  Alligators  and  a  Devil  Fish,  containing 
the  Directors  and  Managers  of  the  Westminster  Aquarium  Company. 

The  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  performing  at  night  in  the  various  Burlesques 
oi  London,  m  the  costumes  worn  in  the  different  characters  they  repre- 
sent. Marshalled  by  ME.  LIONEL  BROUGIT,  and  escorted  by  MR.  TOOLE  on  a 
Rockmg-Horse. 

Sixteen  Omnibuses,  carrying  outside  the  entire  contents  of  MADAME 
lirssATO's  Exhibition— kindly  lent  for  this  occasion  only. 

An  open  Police-Van,  containing  the  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  from  the  Cham- 
ber of  Horrors. 

Twenty-four  London  Watermen  on  Bicycles,  led  by  MR.  ROBERT  LOWE  in 
fall  uniform,  as  the  Captain  of  the  Brompton  Biciculars. 

Band  of  Music  of  the  Spheres,  by  the  Members  of  the  Psychological  Society  of 
Great  Britain,  conducted  by  SERJEANT  Cox.  Banjo,  Accordion,  Concertina, 
Fairy  Bells,  and  Musical-Boxes. 

The  Cows  from  the  various  Dairies  of  the  Metropolis,  ridden  by  their 
owners  in  sky-blue  colours. 

The  City  Marshal  on  a  slack-wire  from  St.  Paul's  Cross  to  the  Mansion 
House. 

And,  lastly,  the  Lord  Mayor,  in  a  Pullman's  Car.  drawn  by  six  Giraffes,  three 
Camels,  two  /ebras,  and  a  donkey-engine,  and  escorted  by  a  squadron  of 
Bashi-Bazouks,  imported  expressly  for  the  occasion. 

If  that  does  not  fetch  the  Public,  the  Corporation  had  better  let  the  Elephants 
slide  from  their  memories,  and  return  to  a  simpler  and  more  tasteful  pageant. 

Rising  to  the  Occasion. 

Ay  elderly  Subaltern  of  Marines  recently  prefaced  a  speech  with  the  words 
1SC-     ,J\  .   -'Plain  of  twenty-eight  years'  service,  the  christening  of  whose 
great  grandchild  was  the  occasion  of  the  festive  gathering,  interrupted  his  junior 
3  remark—"  Rise,  Sir '.  You  're  premature  by  a  quarter  of  a  century." 

Punch's  Military  Anecdotes. 

MAGAZINE.— Woolwich  Arsenal. 


GREEN-BEARD'S    SECRET. 

A  Protest  from  Paglcsham. 

HIIEEN-BEAIIDED  NATIVE  OYSTEBS.— MR.  FRANK 
BucxLANn  writes  in    /.-/  -vr/— "I  Mm  glad  to  in- 

form the  public  that  the  (,TI  rn-liciinli  d  oysters  native  to  the 
Kivrr  Konrli  (not  far  from  Southend,  Essex)  are  about  to  be 
introduced  into  the  London  market.  For  overahiimii 
this  kind  of  British  oyster  has  been  shippi-d  M  Ostend  to  frarii 
and  Continental  markets,  where,  under  the  name  of '  Lea  hultres 
verts  d'Ostcnde,"  they  have  been  and  are  considered  a  great  deli- 
cacy. The  reason  why  oyster-eaters  in  England  have  nol 
hitherto  availed  themselves  of  these  home-bred  oysters  is  that 
their  beards— i.e.,  brsathing  gills— are  in  the  winter  months 
more  or  less  tinged  with  a  green  pigment.  This  peculiar  green 
is  imparted  to  them  by  the  sporules  of  the  seaweed  called  '  crow- 
silk,'  which  grows  abundantly  in  the  lloach  River.  DB. 
LETHEBY'S  analysis  has  pronounced  this  pigment  to  be  purely 
vegetable,  without  the  slightest  trace  of  copper  or  other  mineral. 
I  consider  that  this  vegetable  pigment  imparts  a  peculiar  taste 
and  delightful  flavour  to  the  meat  of  these  plump  little  oysters. 
For  many  years  I  have  been  trying  to  persuade  the  MESSRS. 
J.  AND  F.  WISEMAN,  oyster  merchants,  of  Paglesham,  Eochford, 
Essex,  to  send  their  natives  to  the  home  markets.  The  present 
scarcity  of  oysters  has  now  induced  them  to  supply  the  English 
rather  than  the  French  markets.  The  shells  are  thin  and  por- 
celain like,  and  the  proportion  of  meat  to  shell  in  my  catalogue 
of  oysters  is  one-fifth."— The  Timei,  November  1th. 

Essex  Green-Bearded  Native  loquitur  : — 

0,  BUCKLAND  !  BCCKLAND  !  Hang  your  explanation ! 

Frankest  of  Franks, 
You  will  not  earn  our  thanks 

By  such  a  work  of  supererogation. 
Now  why  the, — but  an  Oyster  must  not  swear ; 
Expletives  spoil  repose,  in  which  our  race 
Are  briny  Verc-de- Veres.    But  why  displace 
The  prejudice  which  was  our  preservation, 
From  the  black  fate  which  other  bivalves  share, 
Of  being  loved,  not  wisely,  but  too  well  ? 

We  were  content  to  dwell 
In  Ocean's  deep  unfathomed  Caves  for  ever, 
Unknown  of  that  all-gulping  gorge  you  call 
The  London  Market,  or,  if  known  at  all, 
Suspected  of  a  penchant  most  improper 

For  Copper. 

But  now— ah !  faithless  FRANK,  you  're  all  too  clever, 
I  only  hope  'twill  not  be  long  before  you  '11 
Deeply  regret  you  did  not  silent  eat 

Your  "  Green-Beards  "  plump  and  sweet, 
And  hide  the  mystery  of  the  "  crow-silk  "  sporule. 
You  fathomed  Green-Beards'  secret — fortune  rare ! 
Why  not  rejoice,  and— keep  it  ?    May  you  share 
The  fate  of  Slue  Beard's  wives!   "  Dcltghtfulfarmir .'" 
"  Plump  little  oysters  "  ?    Ah !  such  phrases  savour 
Of  Judas-kisses.    But  when  London's  clutch, 
Insatiate  as  Shylock,  shall  encroach 
On  the  calm  reaches  of  weed-cumbered  Roach, 
And  your  loved  Green-Beards  share  the  fate 

Of  Miltons  pure  or  coarser  Anglo-Dutch — 

Then,  all  too  late, 
You  may  repent  betraying  us  "  poor  creeturs  " 

To  English  Oyster-eaters.  > 

When  MESSRS.  WISEMAN  own  the  fatal  truth 
That  the  last  Essex  Green-Beard  'B  left  their  premises, 
Mayhap,  false  FRANK,  you  '11  find,  with  fruitless  ruth, 

The  Native  its  own  Nemesis ! 


A  Case  for  a  Quiet  Life. 

THE  Judges  in  the  Supreme  Court  of  Appeal  the  other 
lay  had  to  decide  on  "  a  question  of  considerable  interest 
;o  the  shipping  and  mercantile  community,"  raised  by 
he  case  of  Tully  v.  Holding.  The  point  at  issue  in  this 
sot,  one  would  suppose,  must  be  interesting  to  the  com- 
nunity  at  large.  Everybody  whose  neighbour  keeps  an 
11-bred  cur  tied  up,  and  who  is  therefore  liable  to  be 
cept  awake  all  night,  anyone  who  lives  within  earshot  of 
a  ranting  preacher,  or  of  a  platform  whence  demagogues 
are  accustomed  to  harangue  public  meetings,  must  be 
concerned  for  the  success  of  the  great  Roman  Orator's 
namesake  in  an  action  by  which,  should  he  gain  his 
cause,  it  may  be  hoped  that  Howling  will  be  silenced. 

DIPLOMATIC  DIFFICULTY.— To  tell  the  truth,  or  to 
>elieve  it  when  told. 
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OUR    GROOMS. 

Master.  "  WISH  TO  GO  ?     WHAT  FOE,  PEAY  ?  " 

Stud-Broom.  "  WELL,  SIR,  YOU  'VE  BEEN  AND  BOUGHT  TWO  NEW  'OssEs  WITHOUT  MY  OPINION— AND  FROM  A  PARTY  AS  HAS  BEHAVED 

VERY  BAD  TO   ME." 

Master.  "  I  SUPPOSE  YOU  MEAN  YOU  HAVEN'T  MADE  AS  MUCH  AS  USUAL  BY  THE  '  DEAL'  ?    You  CAN  GO." 


HAPPY-THOUGHT  NOTES  IN  IRELAND. 

Cork— Comparison— Lateness— Wired— Last  of  Dublin— MISTRESS 
M'  GORMAN— Farewell— An  Irish  Squire— No  Irish  need  apply 
—  Servants  —  Sound  the  Table  —  Erroneous  Views — Tag  — 
Curtain. 

CORK  is  continental.  It  is  the  Irish  Venice,  or  the  Irish  Amster- 
dam, with  the  canals  out  of  sight,  but  with  bridges  and  quays,  and 
such  small  and  large  boats  as  you  may  meet  with  in  most  of  the 
chieny-ending-in-dam  towns  in  Holland. 

Nine  A.M.,  and  Cork  not  yet  awake.  The  Irish  of  the  towns  are  a 
late  people.  Within  my  brief  experience  I  look  in  vain  for  any 
records  of  the  "  early  Irish."  I  walk  about  the  town.  The  shops 
are  just  opening  and  rubbing  their  eyes.  I  dare  say  there  may  be  a 
nrst-rate  Hotel  in  Cork,  but  I  was  not  luckv  enough  to  find  it. 
Ah !  my  dear  Eecles  Hotel,  Glengarifl ,  long  wUl  it  be  ere  I  see  your 
equal ;  may  be,  'twill  be  long  again  ere  I  see  your  smiling  hostess, 
good  luck  to  you ! 

There  are  lashins  of  excursions  from  Cork,  besides  plenty  to  see  in 
Cork  itself,  and  I  am  planning  out  my  little 'tour  when  a  telegram 
arrives.  Long  expected,  come  at  last ! 

PLUMPToif  AND  SPRY.  Case  earlier  on  the  list  than  was  expected. 
Please  come  back. 

This  is  the  result  of  the  Law's  Delay.  Like  a  cat,  Justice  delays. 
— delays,— and  when  you  think  she  is  asleep,  she  darts  forward  and 
pounces  on  her  prey. 

I  am  "wired  '—like  a  poached  pheasant— and  caught. 

Farewell,  old  Erin !     One  last  run  through  Dublin. 

.(Subsequent  Note.)— The  last  run  occupied  three  days  and  four 

its,  and  included— ah !  but  this  is  a  private  and  personal  matter 

—only  it  u  difficult  to  tear  oneself  away  from  the  merriest,  cheeriest, 

)rightest,  most  genial  society  in  the  world.    It  used  to  be  the  me- 

Eeval  fashion  to  bequeath  yourself  in  pieces  to  various  places.  I 
send  my  heart  to  Little  Bray,  and  my  digestion  to  Glengariff.  Can 


I  ever  forget  that  excellent  person  Mistress  McGorman,  celebrated 
in  verse  by  an  eminent  Doctor  in  Dublin— 

"  On  crutches  so  stout 

She  hobbles  about, 
And  the  people  cry, '  PEOGY,  what  ails  you  ? '  " 

And  then  the  Phaynix,  and  the  breakfast  in  the  hawthorn 
scented  Zoo  !  but  these  are  reminiscences,  and  happy  thoughts  that 
I  must  keep  to  myself. 

Farewell,  sweet  Erin,  though  in  spite  of  PLUMPTON  AND  SPBT,  I 
have  much  more  to  tell  that  would  gladden  the  heart  of  the 
intending  traveller.  Wasn't  my  Saxon  palate  rejoiced  with  the  old 
wine  and  the  fat  haunch,  at  the  table  of  a  real  Old  Irish  Gentleman, 
who  has  a  fine  estate  ?  All  of  the  olden  time ;  as  the  song  has  it. 
More  power  to  his  elbow,  bedad !  and  may  his  shadow  never  grow 
less ! !  Does  he  live  on  his  estate  ?  Of  course  he  does.  Isn't  he 
beloved  by  all  about  him  ?  Certainly.  Has  he  any  fear  of  a  bullet 
/rom  behind  a  hedge  ?  Divil  a  one.  A  fine  old  Squire,  the  very 
model  of  an  Irishman,  with  daughters  and  sons  most  hospitable, 
kind  and  courteous  ladies  and  gentlemen,  and  Irish  everv  one  of 
them  to  the  core  of  their  hearts.  Open  house'. without  prodigality, 
and  servants  as  remarkable  for  their  handincss  as  for  an  innately 
well-bred  civility,  which  is  utterly  beyond  the  artificial  frigidity 
of  an  English,  JEAMES  of  Berkeley  Square. 

Why  is  it  that  in  England  "  No  Irish  need  apply  "  1  Is  it  that 
an  Irishman  is  at  his  best  only  in  his  native  land,  and  at  his  worst 
everywhere  else  ?  I  protest  that  from  what  I  know  of  good  Irish 
servants,'!  would  as  soon  employ  them  as  good  English  servants ;  and 
as  for  their  fidelity,  when  once  attached  to  the  Master  and  family, 
that,  at  all  events,  can't  be  surpassed,  search  where  you  will. 

Ah !  those  pleasant  nights  at  Bray !  Never  shall  I  forget  those 
evenings — one  especially — spent  in  the  hoighth  of  good  company.  It 
does  not  become  me  to  do  more  than  allude  to  them  here.  And  for 
good  talk,  for  raconteurs^  for  joviality,  for  abandon,  for  genuine 
humour,  without  a  suspicion  of  coarseness,  without  a  word  that  I 
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VIRTUOUS    INDIGNATION. 

Selling  Man  (to  his  Partner).  "LOOK  'KK.K,  JOB!  I  'EAR  YOU'VE  BKSN 
GAMBLIN'  ON  TUB  STOCK  EXCHANGE  !  Now,  A  MAN  MUST  DRAW  THB  LINE 
SOMBWllRRE;  AND  IF  THAT  KIND  OF  THING  GOES  ON,  YOU  AND  MB  WILL  'AVB 
TO  PART  COMPANY  ! " 


FEOM  POTHOUSE  TO  PRISON. 

A  STATKMKXT  from  the  Bench  at  the  Birmingham 
Police  Court  signifies  that  MAJOR  Down,  the  Chief  of 
Police,  has  done  some  good  service  by  enforcing  the  law 
against  drunkenness  to  the  correction  of  ofienderi  euphe- 
mistically denominated  "quiet  drunkards,"  whom  Mu. 
WEIGHT,  the  Magistrate,  described  as  follows  : — 

"  So  far  as  the  experience  of  the  Bench  went,  they  generally 
found  the  quiet  drunkard  to  be  the  man  who  had  been  (pending 
the  money  belonging  to  the  common  fund  of  his  family,  sitting 
for  hours  in  a  public-house,  remaining  there  until  he  had  lott 
his  reason  and  all  control  over  himself,  and  then  staggering 
out  of  the  house.  He  had  to  be  avoided  by  women  and  children, 
and  if  he  went  across  the  street  it  was  with  imminent  danger  to 
others  and  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life.  Although  he  never  uttered 
a  word,  he  was  a  nuisance  and  an  obstruction  to  sober  and  sensible 
people." 

The  quiet  drunkard  is,  in  short,  a  sot  of  the  lethar- 
gic species.  Our  plain-spoken  forefathers,  who  called  a 
spade  a  spade,  used  likewise  to  call  a  sot  a  sot.  It  was 
a  simple  word.  Why  not  stick  to  their  simplicity  of 
speech  ?  By  departure  therefrom  we  may  deviate  into 
inaccuracy.  The  capital  description  of  a  quiet  drunkard 
above-quoted  was  preceded  by  the  remark  that — 

"  Crime  had  increased  BO  much  of  late  that  it  had  been  the 
means  of  more  than  filling  the  gaol,  which  had,  at  the  present 
time,  615  prisoners,  and  they  had  to  borrow  a  large  number  of 
cells  in  other  gaols,  Worcester  and  Warwick,  in  order  to  accom- 
modate the  surplus  prisoners." 

"Accommodated"  is,  as  Justice  Shallow  observes, 
"a  good  phrase"  aptly  applied;  but.  even  in  these 
days  of  kindness  to  criminals,  it  is  hardly  usual  exactly 
to  accommodate  rogues  and  thieves  or  even  'drunkards, 
however  quiet,  in  gaol.  On  the  contrary,  imprisonment 
is  designed  to  incommode  them,  and  doubtless  does  to  a 
very  great  extent,  or  else  fails  to  answer  its  purpose. 
But  the  prison  accommodation,  such  accommodation  as 
it  is,  which  the  drunkards  enjoy,  cannot  at  present 
be  extended  to  others  who  deserve  it  at  least  as  much 
as  themselves : — 

"MR.  WRIGHT  was  not  sure  that  the  publican  who,  for  his 
own  profit,  served  the  drunkard  with  glass  after  glass  of  spirits, 
and  jug  after  jug  of  ale,  until  he  was  bereft  of  Ms  reason,  was 
not  equally  guilty,  if  he  was  not  the  more  guilty  of  the  two." 

It  is  not  at  present  in  the  power  of  Magistrates  to  teach 
a  publican  convicted  of  going  on  serving  already  drunken 
sots,  not  to  do  so  any  more,  by  accommodating  him  in 

§  risen.    A  statute  enabling  a  Justice  so  to  accommo- 
ate  such  publicans  would  perhaps  really  tend,  in  some 
considerable  measure,  to  make  people  sober  by  Act  of 
Parliament. 


couldn't  repeat  to  my  dear  old  Grandmother  through  her  ear- 
trumpet,  commend  me  to  the  Knights  of  the  Table  Round  who  kept 
high  festival  one  Saturday  night  at  Little  Bray. 

Once  more  on  the  steamer's  deck,  and — once  more  back  in  Old 
England,  which  has  of  course  become  older  since  I  left — but  she 
doesn't  look  it,  bless  her! 

I  started  with  erroneous  views  of  Ireland. 

Happy  Thought  (far  an  Artist). — A  Series  of  Erroneous  Views — 
Dissolving. 

Moat  Saxons  are  unwilling  to  abandon  their  prejudices.  If  I  had 
anv,  I  am  most  ready  to  give  them  up. 

What  I  hare  seen  I  have  recorded.  What  I  have  not  seen,  and 
what  I  had  been  led  to  expect  I  should  see  at  every  turn  of  the  road, 
so  to  speak,  were  the  following  items  of  Irish  fife  and  character, 
according  to  popular  notions : — 

What  I  have. not  seen  in  Ireland. 

I  have  not  seen  any  fighting. 

I  have  not  seen  any  drunkenness. 

I  have  not  been  mistaken  for  a  Middleman,  and  shot  at  from 
behind  a  hedge. 

I  have  not  seen  a  wake. 

I  have  not  seen  a  priest  going  through  the  village  with  a  horse- 
whip in  his  hand. 

I  nave  not  met  with  an  uncivil  Irishman. 

I  have  not  seen  anything  resembling  "  swarms  of  beggars." 

I,  have  not,  to  my  knowledge,  met  a  Fenian. 

I  have  not  met  an  out-and-out  decided  Home-Ruler. 

I  did  not  have  one  single  drop  of  rain  for  a  whole  fortnight, 
which  included  four  days  at  Killarney. 

And  I  have  never  seen  an  Irishman,  under  any  circumstances,  in 
a  hurry. 


As  to  electioneering  extravagances  reflecting  disgrace  on  all 
parties  alike,  I  did  not  assist  as  a  spectator,  and  only  read  full 
reports  of  them  in  the  local  newspapers  of  various  political  shades. 
Electioneering  seems  to  me  to  be  pretty  much  the  same  everywhere, 
and  "may  differences  of  opinion  never  alter  friendship"  —  even 
when  brickbats  are  taken  for  arguments. 

A  short  tour  and  a  merry,— such  is  life,  or  rather  so  mote  it  be.  A 
pleasant  holiday  it  Ka»  been,  and  I  wish  myself  many  happy 
returns  of  that  day  when  it  struck  me,  as  a  Happy  Thought,  to 
take  a  little  Tour  in  Ireland. 


HORTICULTURE  WITHOUT  HUMBUG. 

IT  is  announced  that,  "  notwithstanding  the  unfortunate  financial 
position  of  the  Royal  Horticultural  Society,  the  present  Council, 
composed  as  it  is  mainly  of  horticulturists,  are  about  to  make  a  bold 
stand  in  the  interests  of  horticulture,  and  to  save  the  Society  from 
absolute  extinction."  That  is,  of  course,  endeavour  to  save  it; 
which  there  is  hope  they  may  manage  through  "its  reconstruction 
on  a  satisfactory  basis  ;  but  only  on  the  condition  that,  above  and 
before  all  other  objects,  the  development  of  the  theory  and  practice 
of  horticulture  shall  be  the  aim  kept  steadily  in  view."  Let  them 
stick  to  that,  and  then  the  Horticultural  Society  will  at  any  rate 
answer  its  purpose,  to  the  end  perhaps  of  answering  in  the  sense  of 
paying. 

In  that  happy  event  the  associated  Royal  Horticulturists  will 
no  more  exhibit  themselves  during  the  middle  of  summer,  as  it  were 
in  the  melancholy  position  sometimes  occupied  at  Christmas  by 
"  Frozen-out  Gardeners,"  but  will,  on  the  contrary,  .abide  in  the 
paradise  of  "Jolly  Gardeners  "  all  the  year  round. 
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THE  ENGLISH  BBIGANDAGE  COMPANY  (LIMITED)- 


'  E.WILLIAM  SIKES,  of.  London  and  Portland  % 
(Chairman).  I  ^ 

THE  MASTER  OF  DODOES,  Scotland. 

COUNT   ROBEET  MACAIEE,  Paris  and 

Cayenne.  I  |" 

JEEEMT  DIDDLES,  ESQ..  Bohemia  J  ? 

(Managing  Director). 

Secretary. 
ME.  FAGIN,  Little  Britain,  E.C. 

Temporary  Offices. 
The  C.C.C.  near  the  Ludgate  Circus,  Fleet  Street,  E.C. 

ABEIDGED  PBOSPECTU8. 

THE  success  which  has  attended  Brigandage  in  Sicily  has  induced 
the  Directors  of  this  Company  to  offer  to  the  British  public  extra- 
ordinary advantages  by  the  formation  of  this  their  Association.  In 
a  wealthy  country  like  England,  robbery  in  all  its  branches  is  enor- 
mously remunerative.  Until  the  formation  of  the  English  Brigandage 
Company  the  trade  has  been  carried,  on  in  a  fragmentary  anc 
incomplete  manner.  A  vast  loss  of  cash  and  energy  has  been  the 
necessary  consequence.  The  Directors  propose  to  call  the  productive 
principle  of  co-operation  to  their  aid,  and  to  combine  a  number  oi 
fairly  paying  but  now  independent  branches  of  industry  in  one 
highly  lucrative  whole. 

To  secure  this  very  desirable  result,  the  Directors  are  in  treaty 
with  the  proprietors  of  many  eligible  swindling  concerns.  They 
hope  soon  to  acquire  possession  of  some  two  hundred  first-class 
hotels  in  London,  Scotland,  and  the  fashionable  watering-places 
In  some  of  these  establishments  it  may  be  necessary  to  put  thi 
locks  of  the  bedrooms  in  a  thorough  state  of  unrepair ;  but  th< 
tariffs  in  the  Coffee-Rooms  will  in  no  single  instance  require  anj 
alteration. 

In  future  the  attendants  at  the  Theatres  will  be  the  servants  o 
the  Company.  The  Directors  are  pleased  to  say  that  the  busines 
of  this  branch  of  the  Association  is  at  present  so  perfect  in  it 
working  that  it  is  hardly  capable  of  improvement. 

The  Directors  of  the  English  Brigandage  Company  have  alsi 
acquired  most  of  the  metropolitan  cabs.  It  will,  in  a  lage  majorit} 
of  cases,  be  unnecessary  to  change  the  present  drivers. 

Arrangements  are  also  being  made  to  purchase  the  good-will  o 
several  old-established  West-End  shops.  As  the  retiring  manager 
have  volunteered  to  continue  their  services  to  the  Company,  th 
happiest  results  are  confidently  expected. 

The  Directors  may  add,  too,  that  many  foreign  Governments 
several  Insurance  Associations,  and  City  Companies  innumerabl 
are  in  treaty  with  the  officers  of  the  Company.  The  Managin 
Director  (JEREMY  DIDDLEE,  Esa.)  is  busy  inquiring  into  thes 
ventures,  with  a  view  to  discovering  whether  they  are  likely  t 
prove  lucrative  investments. 

In  conclusion,  it  will  be  seen  that  it  has  been  thought  unnecessar 
to  appoint  any  Solicitors  to  the  English  Brigandage  Compan 
(Limited).  The  Directors  beg  to  say  that  the  operations  in  whic 


ley  hope  to  indulge  will  be  conducted  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
aws  of  the  land.    Finally,  the  officials  of  the  Company  propose  to 
ct  up  to  the  spirit  of  the  mottoes  they  have  proudly  assumed- 
No  money  returned !  "  and  "  Honour  among  Thieves ! ' 


CKITICISM. 


How  TO  WEIIE  IT. 
WE  have  read  this  book. 

Some  of  the  outspoken  thoughts 
may  possibly  offend  a  few  readers. 

The  unexciting  character  of 
he  story  may,  in  these  days  of 
ligh  sensation,  stand  in  the  way 
f  the  book  becoming  an  imme- 
iate  favourite. 

It  will  be  the  book  of  the 
eason. 

A  captious  critic  might  con- 
ider  the  incidents  somewhat 
mprobable,  but  we  all  know  that 
ruth  is  stranger  than  fiction. 

May  we  not  in  all  deference 
ask  of  the  author  whether,  for  so 
ong  a  story,  the  narrative  is  not 
)itched  in  too  sad  a  key  ? 

A  play  is  never  seen  to  advan- 
;age  on  a  first  night. 

It  may  be  that  the  author  has 
;aken  some  slight  advantage  of 
a  French  work,  but  originality  of 
;reatment  is  stamped  on  every 
ine. 

We  have  seen  MB.  BLANK  in 
characters  more  suited  to  his 
style  of  acting. 

'The  Irish  accent,  though  ad- 
mirable, of  Mn.  DASH,  was 
scarcely  that  of  a  native  of 
Tipperary. 

A  few  days'  more  rehearsals 
would  certainly  have  benefited 
;he  performance . 

We  have  no  doubt  that,  after 
;he  judicious  use  of  the  pruning- 
mife,  this  piece  will  prove  a 
.asting  success. 

Tumultuous  applause  greeted 
;he  end  of  the  drama,  although 
;here  were  to  be  heard  here  and 
;here  some  slight  tokens  of  dis- 
approbation. 


How  TO  READ  IT. 

FINDING  that  the  volumes  were 
not  cut,  we  glanced  at  the  index, 
and  at  the  first  and  last  chapters. 

The  vulgarity  of  every  page  is 
certain  to  disgust  everybody. 

It  is  too  dull  to  be  read. 


It  will  possibly  be  asked  for  at 
the  Libraries  for  ten  days,  and 
will  then  certainly  bo  forgotten. 

The  incidents  are  too  ridiculous 
to  interest  a  sentimental  school- 
girl. 

The  work  is  very  long  and  very 
dreary. 

We  sat  in  a  draught. 

The  piece  is  a  vulgar  adapta- 
tion from  the  French. 


ME.  BLANK  never  played  worse 
in  his  life. 


MR.    DASH'S   accent  was 
cidedly  Whitechapel. 


de- 


The  actors  did  not  know  their 
parts. 

By  totally  omitting  two  Acts, 
and  shortening  the  other  three,  a 
play  would  be  obtained  which 
might  run  a  few  nights. 

If  the  house  had  not  been 
packed,  the  piece  would  have 
been  hissed  off  the  stage. 


IMPORTANT  SELL. 

MESSES.  GROANS  AND  WEONGEM  beg  to  announce  that  early  in  the 
ensuing  month  they  will  sell  by  auction,  at  their  mart,  Cock  Lane, 
City,  the  following  choice  selection  of  modern  Furniture,  being  the 
property  of  a  firm  of  celebrated  Spiritualists,  who,  being  ordered 
change  of  air,  have  no  further  opportunity  for  their  use  :— 
LOT  1.— A  Mahogany  Table,  with  spring  leg,  moveable  flaps,  and 

aristocratic  appearance.    Highly  polished. 
2.— A  Cane-Bottomed  Chair,  warranted  to  rise  on  the  slightest 
encouragement.    Socket  in  fore  leg.     Superior  workman, 
ship. 

.3.— Elegant  Wax  Hand— Full  of  Spirit,  but  quiet  in  harness. 
4.— Ditto,  smaller  size.    May  be  worked  by  a  child. 
5.— Two  pair  of  steel  Lazy-Tongs.    Strong  and  portable.    Will 

fold  into  waistcoat-pocket. 

6.— Double  Musical-Box.  Winds  with  a  spring.  Very  ingenious 
7.— Slate  and  Pencils,  with  India-rubber  attached.   Quite  new 
8.— Bottle  of  Acid-Sponge.    Ditto  of  Phosphorus  various. 
9. — Collection  of  Musical  Instruments— a  good  deal  knocked 

about— Banjo,  Accordion,  Tambourine,  and  Bell. 
10.— Wax    Masks  —  various.      Employed    in   Materialisation. 

Works  of  Art. 
11.— A  Devonport  Cabinet.    Exploded,    A  screen,  with  aperture 

in  the  centre.    Various. 

12.— A  Galvanic  Battery  (out  of  order),  a  lot  of  Brass,  and 
15,000  copies  of  the  Spiritualistic  Times.  No  offer 
refused. 


DKCEMHKR  2, 


PUNCH,    OR   THE    LONDON    CHARIVARI. 


235 


"IF   YOU    WILL    NOT   WHEN    YOU    MAY,"    &c. 

Parson.  "  How  is  ir,  SCRUBS,  THAT  YOUR  COMELY  DAUGHTERS  ABE  STILL 
SINGLE  !  ?" 

Rustic.  "  WELL,  SIB,  YOU  SEE  THERE  WOR  A  TIME  WHEN  THEY  WOULD  A 
HA1  THEY,  BUT  THEY  WOULI>V  HA'  THEY.  NOO  THEY  WOULD  HA'  THEY,  BUT 
THEY  WOO'N'T  HA'  THEY  !  !" 


TIM  K,  01!   CXTIMIE? 

[See  the  Story  told  at  the  Inquest  on  KMMA  BLACK,  who  died 
of  fright,  HOMO,  nei'orilin?  to  her  own  statement,  and  that  of 
sever  il  nf  lier  little  fellow-scholars,  by  her  being  shut  in  a  dark 
loset  at  a  lioard  School  in  Lambeth.] 

Tin:  little  Blacks  in  olden  days 

\\Yiv  pitied  by  the  nation, 
Kind  hearts  were  busy  tinding'ways 

To  send  them  consolation. 

To  save  small  niggers  from  the  dark 
Of  slavish  fear  that  hound  tin  in, 

And  kindle  in  their  minds  a  spark 
From  Freedom's  light  around  thim. 

Yet  yesterday  a  little  BLACK,— 

At  school  in  this  great  (V 
•Shivered  from  life  to  death,  tor  'a;k 
Of  human  help  and  pity. 

Shut  in  the  darkness  lone  and  drear, 

The  tiny,  trembling  lisper 
Froze  in  the  icy  grasp  of  Fear — 

This  is  the  tale  they  whisper ! 

The  story  makes  one  catch  one's  1  r_\  th : 

A  babe,  for  baby  errors 
Done  so  remorselessly  to  death, 

In  childhood's  darkling  tern  rs! 

Thank  God,  a  doubt  the  crime  hangs  o'er  ; 

Those  who  should  know  foreswore  it ; 
Though  little  ones  their  witness  bore, 

And  trembled  while  they  bore  it. 

How  EMMA  BLACK  came  by  the  fear 
That  gave  her  to  death's  dolours, 

The  Jury  found  no  witness  clear 
From  her  small  fellow  scholars. 

But  truth  is  truth,  from  great  or  small : 
A  School-Board  's  bound  to  trace  it. 

"When  Black  deaths  from  dark  closets  call, 
A  doubt  left  should  disgrace  it ! 


ATTRACTIONS  FOE  THE  WEEK. 

AT  the  Aquarium— the  Alligator. 

At  the  Alexandra  Palace— the  Liquidator. 


COMPANY  MANNERS. 

MB.  PUNCH, 

I'm:  consequences  to  wives  and  families,  as  well  as  to 
husbands  themselves,  of  the  latter  becoming  Directors  of  bogus 
Companies  are  so  terrible,  that  it  would  only  be  right  that  women 
should  be  able  to  obtain  an  immediate  divorce  on  their  husbands' 
n  imes  appearing  on  a  prospectus.  I  have  only  lately  rescued  my 
lord  Mini  muster  from  the  jaws  of  the  City  lions,  and  his  symptoms 
were  so  remarkable  before  forming  his  "  Company,"  that  I  think  it 
might  serve  as  a  guide  to  other  wives  to  detail  them  : — 

First,  Although  it  had  been  difficult  (we  being  independent)  to 
nvt  him  out  of  the  house  for  a  few  hours  together,  he  suddenly 
h ."rail  to  absent  himself  for  the  entire  day,  his  account  being  that 
In'  had  met  THOMPSON,  and  been,  with  him  to  "the  City." 

Secondly.  Though  previously  careless  in  his  dress,  he  suddenly 
:ne  most  particular  about  the  polish  of  his  boots  and  the  brush- 
in?  of  his  hat. 

Thirdly.  Generally  returned  late  for  dinner,  and  smelt  strongly 
nl  sherry  and  cigars. 

Fourthly.  Brought  other  gentlemen,  also  smelling  of  sherry  and 
cigars,  home  occasionally. 

Fifthly.  Sat  late  over  the  wine  on  these  last  occasions,  and  left 
early  next  morning  for  "the  City."  Carried  mysterious  printed 
documents  in  his  pocket.  Was  restless  at  ni;rht. 

Sixthly.  Drew  one  or  two  large  cheques,  with  only  initials  on  the 
counterfoil. 

Seventhly.  Gave  a  "  little  "  dinner  in  "the  City,"  costing  forty 
pounds  odd. 

Lastly.  Came  home  rather  excited  one  evening,  telling  me  he  had 
a  little  surprise  for  me.  that  it  was  "  all  right!  "  THOMPSON  had 
consented  to  take  ton  thousand  pounds  for  his  patent,  the  "  Com- 
pany  '  was  formed,  and  he,  my  husband,  was  on  the  direction ! 

To  all  this  I  need  scarcely  add  that  he  required  £1000  at  once  ;  hut 


as  my  consent  and  signature  were  necessary,  I  sternly  withheld 
them,  and  his  name  no  longer  figured  on  the  prospectus.  The  Com- 
pany, however,  was  formed  without  him.  THOMPSON  got  a  great 
part  of  his  ten  thousand  for  his  patent,  for  something  about  as 
valuable  as  the  process  of  making  a  pair  of  boots  into  a  pair  of  shoes 
by  cutting  off  their  tops,  and  the  Company  is  in  liquidation. 
Criminal  proceedings  have  been  threatened,  MR.  THOMPSON  has 
disappeared,  and  my  "  little  man  "  no  longer  visits  the  City,  except 
with  myself,  to  draw  our  dividends  from  the  Bank  of  England. 

I  am,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  yours  sincerely, 
Consol  Cottage,  JVbr.  Kth,  1876.  GBBTB™*  GRATMAIR. 


THE  REMOVAL  OF  A  NUISANCE. 

A  SPECIAL  MEETING  of  the  European  Commission  of  the  Danube 
is  to  take  place  almost  immediately,  to  decide  on  the  means  of 
removing  the  obstruction  caused  to  the  navigation  by  the  ship 
Turkish  Empire,  which  came  to  grief  on  the  banks  of  that  river 
some  time  ago. 

We  understanl  an  <  ffer  has  already  been  made  by  the  emmen 
English  shipbuilders,  MESSRS.  BEACONSFIELD  &  Co.,  who  propose 
to  raise,  repair,  re-fasten,  and  re-metal  the  ship  (the  whole  to  be 
done  by  piecework),  so  as  to  enable  her  to  be  re-classed  for  a 
further  period  of  years.  On  the  other  hand,  an  equally  well- 
known  firm  of  Russian  engineers  maintain  that  the  ship  is  no 
longer  in  a  fit  condition  to  be  sent  to  sea,  her  timbers  being  com- 
pletely rotten,  and  insist  that  she  should  be  broken  up,  they  doing 
the  work  (by  means  of  blasting  powder),  and  being  allowed  to  retain 
part  of  the  old  materials  as  their  remuneration. 

The  European  Commission  do  not  bind  themselves  to  accept  the 
lowest  or  any  tender. 

Oru  BKST  Co AST-GFARD.— "  The  inviolate  Sea." 


VOL.  LIll. 
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PROGRESS! 

(Real,  not  Brmnmaycm,  with  Punch's  compliments  lu  his  friend  Cnoss.) 


A  word  of  many  meanings  _ 
In  many  mouths.     Its  di  finition 
Seems  quite  a  question  of  position, 
And  much  controlled  by  Party  leanings. 

BOB  LOWE  and  CROSS  once  more  may  toss 
The  verbal  shuttlecock  con  amore, 
And  read,  for  Liberal  or  Tory, 

The  old  word  with  the  newest  gloss. 


BUXL  "  knows  the  ropes."    The  rival  haulers 
May  try  and  strain,  but  of  direction 
He 's  apt  to  make  his  own  election, 

In  spite  of  all  the  banded  bawlers. 

To  hitch  a  rope  to  hinder  hoof, 
And  tailward  tug  with  "  Yo-ho"  chorus, 
Won't  pass  for  Progress  with  our  Taurus, 

Slow-witted,  thick-skinned,  sophism-proof. 


Though  Tory  yarns  make  stoutish  ropes, 
Philistines  who  would  catch  BULL  napping 
Like  SAMSON'S  withies  find  them  snapping, 

When  used  to  anchor  Party  hopes. 

Or  should  they  hold  some  season  small, 
'Tis  that  the  tension's  wondrous  slack, 
And  pullers,  who  would  fain  pull  back, 

Just  follow  Taurus,  ropes  and  all ! 


III.,  KMBER  2,  1876.] 
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PERIL!  "-COURTSHIP    AND    PROPERTIES. 

(WHAT  THE  STAGE  IS  COMING  TO.) 

GOOD  SPIRITS. 

A  GREAT  deal  has  recently  been  written  about  the  wickedness  of  "  Drunkards,'1  and  it 
is  consequently  satisfactory  to  find  that  steps  are  being  taken  for  their  reformation.  Even 
the  papers  dealing  with  "  Spiritualism"  have  devoted  their  columns  to  a  consideration  of 
the  subject.  For  instance,  in  one  of  these  periodicals  on  November  17th,  an  advertisement 
appears  in  which  a  Young  Lady  offers  to  cure  "  Dipsomania  "  by  Mesmerism,  on  the  following 
terms—"  One  Guinea  per  consultation.  Two  Guineas  a  month  for  Postal  Treatment." 
Without  describing  the  "consultation"  (which  must  be  an  interesting  interview),  Mr. 
Punch  satisfies  himself  by  publishing  a  few  of  the  letters  of  a  "  Dipsomaniac,"  who,  he 
believes,  has  availed  himself  of  the  Postal  Treatment," — pour  encourager  les  autres : — 


DEAR  MADAM, 

I  SAY,  dear  Madam. 


LETTER  I. 
Meantersay  that  it 's  all  right.   All  right,  yon  know — that 's 


what  I  mean  to  say.    For  he 's  jolly  a  good  fellow,  and— so  say  all  of  us.    i^m  a  Tipsymaniae 
—meantersay  Dipsomaniac.      Enclose  cheque  for  postal  treatment.     I  am  very  miserable. 


And  so  say  all  of  us !    Chorus.    Meantersay 


Bedient  Servant, 

TOM— TOM— TOJIKIXS. 


1.1.1  I  i  i;  II. 

DEAE  MADAM, 

IT  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  say, 
very  much  better.  I  receive  your  box — 
mesmeric — pills.  They  go  well  with  as 
good  a  bottle  of  port  as  get  anywhere. 
Scuse  me.  Stop  for  refreshment.  "Resume 
my  letter.  Very  miserable.  Never  felt 
better  in  my  life.  And  so  say  all  of  us ! 
Recommend  vou  all  my  friends.  You're 
jolly  good  fellow.  Done  me  deal  a  good. 
Unite — different— fellow.  Love  to  UNCLB 
DICKABD — I  mean  KICK — no,  that  another 
man  you  don't  know.  Meantersay 
Yours  respectfully — kind  remembrances, 
TOM-TOM— TOMMY. 

LETTER  III. 
DEAR  MADAM, 

MUCH  better,  thank  you.  Took 
all  your  pills.  They  go  well  with  every- 
thing you  can  set  before  let's  talk  of  a 
man  as  we  find  him.  Chorus,  for  let's 
drink,  drink,  drink,  mv  boys.  Very  miser- 
able. Quite  cured.  No  more  letters  any 
necessity,  for  I  'm  quite  cured.  'Souse  me 
— more  refreshment.  Good  night. 

Yours  grate— gratefully, 
POOR  OLD  TOMMY. 

I  am  go— go— going  to  bed— in  my  boot*. 


THE  FOUNT  OF  INSPIRATION. 

MK.  PUNCH,  haying  asked  to  whom  we  are 
indebted  for  the  idea  of  Elephants  at  the 
Lord  Mayor's  Show,  has  received  the  fol- 
lowing answer  from  a  Pillar  of  Leadenhall 
Market : — 

Leadenhall  Marktt, 
MH.  PUNCH,  SIR,  Nov.  23, 1876. 

My  attention  having  been  drawn 
to  the  question  respecting  who  suggested 
the  idea  of  Elephants  in  the  Lord  Mayor's 
Show,  I  beg  leave  to  say  MR.  ALDERMAN 
CARTER  called  upon  me  some  six  or  seven 
weeks  since.  1  said  he  was  the  very 
Gentleman  I  wished  to  see,  and  introduced 
the  subject  of  Elephants  in  the  forthcom- 
ing Lord  Mayor's  Show.  The  worthy  Alder- 
man appeared  somewhat  surprised,  and 
asked  if  also  the  howdah  could  be  pro- 
cured. I  replied  yes,  and  also  the  Elephants' 
Trunks,  and  he  very  kindly  replied  he  cer- 
tainly would  name  it  to  SIR  THOMAS  WHITE, 
having  an  invite  to  dine  with  SIB  THOMAS 
the  next  day.  Otherwise  I  should  have 
written  to  Sin  THOMAS  myself  upon  the 
subject. 

Although  I  have  had  no  notice  taken  of 
my  idea,  I  am  glad  it  gave  great  satis- 
faction, and  my  friend,  MR.  GEORGE  SAS- 
QER,  fully  entered  into  the  merits  of  my 
Lord  Mayor's  Show  for  1876,  with  his 
thirteen  Klephants,  and.  I  am  fully  under 
the  impression,  the  first  Elephants  ever  seen 
at  a  Lord  Mayor's  Show,  for  in  1856  we 
only  had  about  five  Elephants  in  England. 
I  remain,  Mr.  Punch,  yours  truly, 

PHILIP  CASTANO. 
(Purveyor  of  Ornamental  Water  Fowl, 
Poultry  and  Pheasants  of  evert/  de- 
scription. Foxes,  Cubs,  Foreign  Birds, 
&c.,  Sfc.  Pheasants'  Eggs  in  the  Season. 
Leadenhall  Market,  London.) 


NO  PLACE   FOR  A  NAP. 

THE  West  London  Advertiser  announces 
an  "  Extraordinary  Case  of  Sleeping  in  a 
Churchyard."  The  difference  between  an 
ordinary  and  extraordinary  case  of  sleeping 
in  a  Churchyard  is  obvious.  Extraordiaary 
sleepers  wake  again ;  ordinary  sleepers 
never. 
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OUR    NEW    SPORTING    NOVEL. 

PREFACE. 

(The  following  Correspondence,  having  reference  to  the  production  of 
a  new  Sporting  Novel  in  this  Journal,  is  now  placed  before  our 
Headers,  in  the  hope  that  they  will  kindly  give  it  their  earliest 
attention,  and  accept  it  as  a  sufficient  Preface  to  the  projected 
Work.) 


HAVING  had  the  great 
pleasure  of  meeting  you  at  a 
friend's  house,  where  the  con- 
versation after  dinner  turned 
on  ;Fox-hunting  and  kindred 
matters,  I  was  struck  by  a  re- 
mark of  yours  to  the  effect 
that  "  you  thought  the  Pro- 
prietors of  Sell's  Life  had 
never  made  such  a  step  in 
the  right  direction  as  _when 
they  engaged  CAPTAIN  HAWLEY  SMAET,"  Author  of  Two  fuses, 
in  three  volumes — "  Very  short  allowance,  by  the  way,"  as  1 
observed  to  you,  Sir,  at  the  time — "  to  contribute  a  serial  Sporting 
Novel  to  their  paper." 

You  may  remember,  among  the  other  capital  things  I  uttered  on 
that  occasion,  how  I  said  that  Sell's  Life  wanted  a.  fillip,  and  it  had 
got  an  Alexander.  By  which  I  meant — but  perhaps  this  is  unne- 
cessary to  explain  to  you,  Sir,  who,  I  am  bound  to  say,  though  you 
smiled,  did  not  seem  to  understand  the  epigram ;  for  an  epigram  it 
teas,  if  ever  there  was  one  on  this  earth.  However,  passons, — et  d 
nos  moutons.  (French,  you  '11  observe,  Sir.)  You  then  went  on  to 
declare  that  you  would  give  a  great  deal  if  you  could  only  get  a 
Sporting  Novel  in  the  pages  of  P — ch.  I  turned  that  over  in  my 
mind.  The  hour  was  come  and  the  man  ;  or,  to  put  it  more  sport- 
ingly,  the  man  who  could  tell  you  "  what  time  of  day  it  was,"  was 
before  you  at  that  moment,  or  rather,  to  be  literal  and  correct,  at 
your  side.  You  could  not  have  told,  from  my  calm  manner  of 
cracking  walnuts,  what  was  within  my  shell  at  that  moment.  The 
laughter  rang  on,  and  the  shouts  went  up,  and  the  wine  went  round, 
but  I  was  silent.  To  paraphrase  the  well-known  song,  "  And  the 
Cracking  of  my  own  Nut  was  the  only  Sound  I  heard." 

When  I  got  home,  Sir,  I  dashed  at  it.  It  was  in  me  ;  out  it 
must  come.  Yes,  there  was  a  Sporting  Novel  in  me  somewhere,  and  so 
you  may  look  for  it  shortly.  A  good  candle  needs  no  bushel ;  and 
before  many  hours  are  past  the  first  chapters  shall  be  in  your  intel- 
ligent hands.  I  believe  you,  Sir,  are  ready  to  admit  your  ignorance 
of  sporting  matters  entirely.  Now,  though  I  say  it  who  perhaps 
should  not,  yet  if  I  don't,  who  will  ?  except  perhaps  my  good  friend, 
CAPTAIN  HAWLEY  SMAET,  whose  generous  nature  (there  is  real  Free- 
masonry among  all  true  sportsmen)  would  be  only  too  delighted  to 
welcome  an  honest  rival  in  the  field  where  he  has  already  won  his 
spurs — his  "  Latchfords,"  as  we  of  the  craft  style  'em — but,  as  I 
was  saying  of  myself,  there  is  not  in  England  a  man  who  knows 
more  about  Sporting  than  myself ;  and  but  that  there  cannot  be  two 
Richmonds  in  the  field — I  should  say  Bell's  Life,  not  Field — at  the 
same  time,  I  would  long  ago  have  complied  with  your  request, 
which  was  to  the  effect  that  1  should  "  throw  my  leg  over  that  spicy 
tit  Pegasus,  pluck  a  quill  out  of  his  wings,  crack  my  caduceus, 
give  him  his  head,  and  clear  the  Kubieon "  (which  was  precious 


little  more  than  a  muddy  ditch,  and  wanted  "  clearing  "  as  much  as 
my  bagful  of  scents  and  cigars  does,  when  I  am  de  retour  from 
the  Continong).  "  at  a  single  bound."  * 

Where  my  dear  friend  and  fellow-sporting  novelist,  HAWLEY, 
would  have  been  when  once  /  had  taken  up  the  running,  it  is  not 
for  my  modesty  to  say.  He  might  have  just  caught  sight  pf  the 
silver  thread  in  Pegasus'  tail,  as  we  popped  over  the  double  Bullfinch, 
new  the  post  and  rails  (including  the  sleepers),  and  disappeared 
from  view.  "  D'ye  ken  JOHN  PIKL  f  "  W-w-whoop !  and  away  ! 
"  For  the  sound  of  the  horn,"  &c.  That 's  the  poetry  for  my  money, 
and  this  will  be  the  sporting  novel  for  yours.  Isn't  the  hunting 
season  commencing,  and  am  I  not  up  to  time  ?  Let  my  fellow- 
sporting  novelist  look  to  his  laurels!  And,  by  the  way,  when  I  had 
a  cottage  in  the  countrv,  we  found  a  Fox  in  the  Laurels.  And 
now,  Sir,  Tallyho  !  and  I  can't  say  fairer  than  that, — except  that,  if 
you  choose  to  repudiate,  I  .shall  send  this  invaluable  work  of  mine 
to  Reynard's  Miscellany.  But  you  won't,  I  know  you  won't.  Only 
please  do  not  attempt  to  edit  me — I  mean  unless  you  are  thoroughly 
up  in  sporting  phrases  and  sporting  life  generally— it  would  be, 
on  your  part,  a  thankless  and  hopeless  task.  Trust  me,"  as 
ME.  MiLLAis'picture  said.  I  know  all  about  it.  Nunquam  dormio  .' 
omnis  oculus  meus  !  And  let  our  cry  be  "  Fox  "  et  prceterea  Nil ! 

Yours  to  hounds, 

JAWLEY  SHABP 
(Late  of  the  Indi  Spensibles). 

P.S. — Ours  was  a  crack  corps,  and  the  best  whist-players  in  the 
Service.  By  Jove,  Sir,  we  'ye  seen  life  !  But  not  a  word  against 
our  moral  character !  We  lived  amongst  the  Ayahs,  the  Nautches, 
and  the  Bayaderes, — "  Bayards  parmi  les  Bayaderes,  sans  peur  et 
sans  reproche." 

P.S.  No.  2. — Mind,  you  're  to  come  and  stay  at  my  old  ancestral 
place  during  the  hunting  season.  Come  for  as  long  as  you  like.  I  can 
mount  you  in  first-rate  style.  Got  Just  the  thing  for  you  ;  the  quietest 
horse,  you  ever  saw.  House  full,  first-rate  shooting  and  hunting. 
Liquor  A  1 .  Cigar  tap  always  on.  Open  house ;  delighted.  Name 
your  day,  and  stay  three  months  after  date.t 

P.S.  No.  3.— By  the  way,  please  announce  my  Novel  in  your  next 
issue  thus : — 

A     HATFUL     OF     MONET! 

A   TALE  OF  THE    GREAT   TWO  THOUSAND. 

Br  JAWLEY  SHARP, 
Author  of  "Squeezing  Langford,"  "  Three  Kicks,"  etc.,  <£•<:. 

*  Nott  by  the  Editor. — Several  times  during  the  perusal  of  this  communi- 
cation have  we  been  on  the  point  of  laying  it  down,  and  deliberating  as  to 
whether  we  should  consider  ourselves  bound  by  any  casual  statement  made, 
over  nuts,  after  dinner,  at  a  friend's  house.  "And  BKUTUS  is  an  honourable 
man  ;  so  are  we  all,  all  honourable  men" — and  indeed,  were  it  not  for  this 
firm  conviction,  on  our  part,  of  our  intending  Contributor's  integrity  and  good 
faith — excellent  qualities,  even  when  brought  intu  play  under  a  mistaken  sense 
of  duty — we  should  not  be  inclined  to  proceed  any  further  with  a  gentleman 
who  suggests  (to  say  the  least  of  it)  that  we  formulated  a  request  to  the  elfect 
that  he  would  "  throw  his  leg  over  that  spicy  tit.,  Pegasus  " — good  heavens ! 
— and  that  "he  should  crack  his  caduceus."  Now  ice  do  know  what  a  caduceus  is, 
and  it  is  most  improbable  (of  course  not  absolutely  impossible,  if  in  mere  play- 
fulness, just  to  moisten  the  nuts, — though  of  this  we  protest,  warmly  protest, 
we  have  no  recollection  whatever)  that  we,  in  our  senses,  should  have  ever 
asked  MAJOB  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  commit  any  such  absurdity  as  is  implied  in 
the  operation  of  "cracking  a  caduceus."  On  the  other  hand,  we  must  be 
honest,  and  admit  that,  as  we  were  engaged  on  walnuts  at  the  moment,  some- 
thing about  "cracking"  might  have  escaped  our  lips,  and  subsequently  our 
memory.  We  have,  ere  now,  cracked  both  jokes  and  walnuts  at  a  sitting,  and 
remember  neither  the  one,  nor  the  other,  in  detail,  liut  we  are  nothing  if 
not  classical ;  and  that  we  ever,  on  any  occasion,  mixed  up  a  caduceus  with  a 
hunting-whip  is  what  we  are  unwilling  for  one  minute  to  allow.  There  was 
probably  an  interval  between  the  two  conversations,  and,  perhaps,  our 
esteemed  Son  of  Mars  and  Votary  of  Liana — a  description  of  the  sportsman- 
warrior  which  is  at  once  classical and  correct,  and,  therefore,  in  our  own  scholarly 
style — carried  the  spoils  of  our  conversation  with  him,  so  to  speak,  to  his  tent, 
and  there,  afterwards,  tried  to  fit  the  pieces  together,  and  produce  something 
liko  the  original.  Again,  having  brought  in  Pegasus  and  the  eaduceus,  tee 
should  never  have  mentioned  "the  Rubicon"  in  the  same  breath.  Reluct- 
antly constrained  to  pause  and  say  this  much  in  our  own  defence,  as  against  the 
worthy  Major's  reminiscences,  we  resume  our  perusal  of  his  letter  in  a  conci- 
liatory spirit,  and  shall  be  pleased,  if  we  see  our  way  to  it,  to  give  the  gallant 
sportsman  a  place  in  our  columns. — ED. 

t  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHAHP,  in  answer  to  Postscript  A~o.  2.— Shall 
be  delighted.  It  will  be  ourselves  down  to  the  ground — we  mean  on  horse- 
back. When  shall  it  be  i  We  do  not  care  how  soon,  or  for  how  long.  If 
press  of  business  compels  us  to  come  up  to  Town  once  or  twice  during  our 
visit,  it  need  be  for  only  a  very  few  hours,  and  back  again  in  plenty  of  time 
for  dinner.  Nous  y  sommes.  Of  course  your  Novel  will  be  all  right.  It 
shall  appear  at  once,  and  the  very  best  place  shall  be  given  to  it.  Splendid 
notion  of  yours  !  We,  speaking  editorially,  are  most  delighted  to  think  that 
a  mere  classical  allusion  of  ours,  thrown  out  at  haphazard  over  nuts  at  a 
friend's  dinner-party  should  have  led  to  such  a  happy  result.  What  a  night 
we  had  of  it,  eh  ?  Send  us  a  list  of  your  trains,  and  mind  there 's  a  trap, 
and  a  quiet  horse,  with  a  man  to  drive,  to  meet  us  at  the  station.  Fire  in  the 
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ATHLETES    AND    ANIMALS. 

K  of  our  country 
papers  chronicles  a 
game  at  Football,  en- 
titled "  Scratch  Team 
r.  Grammar  School." 
It  may  be  necessary 
to  explain  for  the  in- 
formation of  readers 
who,  aware  of  the 
scuttling,  cuffing, 
"  hacking,"  and  like 
amenities  now-a-days 
incidental  to  the  mamy 
game  of  Football,  are 
ignorant,  however,  of 
sporting  slang,  that 
the  phrase  a  "  Scratch 
Team"  of  Football- 
players  does  not  mean 
that  their  playing  is 
distinguished  oy  the 
peculiarity  of  scratch- 
ing their  antagonists 
with  their  nails.  There 
may  also  be  those  who 
would  like  to  know 
why  a  set  or  side  of 
players,  or  competitors 
in  any  kind  or  match 
has  latterly  come  to 
be  called  a  "  Team." 
When  we  consider  the 
increasing  estimation 
athletic  sports  are  held  in,  and  the  great  and  growing  importance  everywhere 
attached  to  them,  and  especially  in  our  principal  seats  of  learning,  it  seems  as 
though  that  word,  as  applied  to  those  persons,  implies  an  indignity.  The  kind 
of  men,  too,  who  give  their  minds  chiefly  to  muscular  pastimes  and  emulation 
in  manly  prowess,  surely  underrate  their  own  intelligence  in  submitting  to  be 
styled  a  Team,  as  if  they  went  on  all  fours.  It  is  excessive  humility  of  them 
to  accept,  and  even  adopt  for  a  number  of  their  noble  selves,  a  denomination  once 
limited  to  beasts  of  burden— especially  bestowed  on  oxen,  horses,  and  asses. 


A  WORKING  MAN'S  QUESTION. 

UN  K  of  the  many  good  old  English  maxims  which  have 
now  come  to  be  honoured  by  observance  in  a  modified 
sense,  is  the  admonition  to  "Mind  your  Own  Business." 
It  is  bo  observed  by  all  those  benevolent  persons  who 
make  their  neighbours'  business  their  own.  Thus  do 
Societies  for  interference  with  other  people's  habits  and 
conduct,  and  for  limiting  and  restricting  the  personal 
liberty  to  which  they  are  at  present  entitled,  mind  their 
own  business.  As,  for  instance,  the  Society  undc-rnamed 
in  a  newspaper  paragraph: — 

"  THE  UE-MAIUUAOK  opDivoEMD  PERSONS. — The  Church 
of  England  Working  Men's  Society  for  Promoting  Freedom  of 
Worship  and  the  Preservation  of  her  Bights  and  Liberties  on  the 
Basis  of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  hare  resolved  to  memo- 
rialise the  archbishops  and  bishops,  asking  them  to  use  their 
influence  with  the  clergy  in  their  various  parishes  to  prevent 
the  remarriage  of  divorced  persons." 

The  expenses  of  a  suit  in  the  Probate  and  Divorce 
Court  are  so  far  above  the  means  of  the  working  classes. 
that  sticklers  for  equality  before  the  law  have  suggested 
the  expediency  of  enabling  them  to  obtain,  if  needful, 
the  deliverance  now  possible  only  for  the  wealthier 
classes,  and  therefore  to  sue  for  divorce,  on  just 
grounds,  in  the  County  Court  or  before  a  Magistrate. 
Hence,  it  is  obvious  now  particularly  working  men, 
whether  of  the  Church  of  England  or  any  other  denomi- 
nation, are  concerned  in  the  Divorce  question.  To  be 
sure,  there  is  no  immediate  prospect  of  cheap  divorce  ; 
but  it  may  come  at  last — the  thin  end  of  the  wedge 
driven  home,  and  divorce,  if  requisite,  brought  to  every 
man's  door.  Now,  taking  the  benefit  of  the  Divorce 
Act,  so  far  as  to  re-marry,  is  contrary  to  the  principles 
of  the  Church  of  England's  Working  Men's  Society ;  out 
there  are  plenty  of  other  working  men  who  would  avail 
themselves  of  it  if  they  could,  and,  because  they  cannot, 
some  of  them  beat  and  kick  the  wives  of  whom  there  is 
no  other  riddance  for  them,  to  death.  It  is  the  business 
of  these  working  men  to  see  that  those  who  are  seeking 
to  prevent  the  re-marriage  of  divorced  persons  mind 
their  own. 


THE  DAY  OF  SMALL  THINGS  ; 
Or,  Wanted  a  Champion. 

"  Modem  Man,  whose  food  and  drink  are  beset  by  Colorado  beetles  and 
Phylloxera,  whose  clothing  a  threatened  by  pibrine,  and  whose  life  itself  is 
haunted  by  all  sort*  of  minute  spores,  which  so  feed  on  his  blood  as  to  generate 
fever,  cholera,  and  a  great  variety  of  plagues,  is  obviously  in  one  respect  not 
the  better,  but  the  worse  for  the  knowledge  which  teaches  him  how  to  evade 
the  worst  consequences  of  these  plagues.  .  .  Unquestionably  either  the 
minute  organic  world  is  beginning  to  avail  itself  of  th«  great  advantages 
which  its  all  but  invisibility  gives  it  in  competing  with  men,  or  .  .  a  greater 
importance  is  now  attached  to  its  proceedings,  partly  because  the  danger  it 
understood,  and  partly— perhaps  «ven  more — because  the  weaker  constitution 
of  modern  man  is  now  so  much,  protected  against  those  dangers  that  the  race 
sulfers  more,  though  the  individuals  suffer  less."— The  Spectator,  on  "  The 
New-Jound  Enemies  of  Man." 

OH  what  were  the  Dragons,  the  Ogres,  the  Titans, 

The  whole  Brobdingnagian  world-wasting  clan, 
Compared  with  the  infinitesimal  Sheitans 

Of  infinite  Lilliput,  leagued  against  Man  ? 
Classical  Hercules !    Jack  of  the  nursery ! 

Champions  vain  'gainst  invisible  foes. 
Science  s  warnings  raise  terrors  precursory ; 

Where  is  her  solace  for  germ-gendered  woes  ? 

Beetles  and  Grasshoppers — bad  enough,  verily, 
Marring  our  Murphies,  and  blighting  our  grain : 

Now  the  Minute  seems  a-going  it  merrily ; 
Must  the  Colossal  confront  it  in  vain  ? 

Sword  cannot  stay  it,  and  steam  cannot  cope  with  it, 
_  Hundred-ton  guns  are  more  helpless  than  squirts. 

Knowledge  brings  eyes,  does  it  also  bring  hope  with  it  ? 
TXNDALL  says  "  Yes,"  but  he  only  asserts. 

Six  Southern  States,  in  a  league  against  Grasshoppers, 
Find  them  a  foe  more  redoubted  than  GRANT  : 


bed-room,  of  course,  and  a  warm  bath  before  dinner.  Pommery  trh  see  with 
the  gtgot.  fomard  with  the  wild  duck,  you  dog,  and  apple  fritters  just  to 
flavour  a  liqueur.  Don't  forget  the  fritters.  Can  we  bring  anything  in  the 
way  offish,  oysters,  &c.,  from  Town  with  us?  If  so,  give  it  a  name,  and  say 
where  you  dtai—ao  that  there  may  be  no  mistake. — Yours  ever,  THE  ED. 


What  are  torpedoes  to  pests  of  the  class  "  hoppers," 
Spoiling  our  crops  just  as  fast  as  we  plant  ? 

What  says  the  canny  Canadian  Minister 
Touching  the  Beetle  that  bothers  us  so  ? 

"  Stopping  his  progress,  as  subtle  as  sinister, 
Notion  chimerical."    Nice  thing  to  know ! 

"  Paris-green  "  palliates — egg-hunting  sedulous 

May  somewhat  limit  the  nuisance,  no  doubt. 
Yet  were  that  PADDY  uncommonly  credulous 

Who  would  trust  these  his  new  foemen  to  rout. 
Then  those  germ-poisons !    Oh  Science  keen-sighted, 

Make  haste  with  your  cure, — diagnosis  but  stings : 
With  remedies  comfort  the  folks  you  've  affrighted, 

And  save  us — oh !  save,  in  this  day  of  small  things  ! 


Knockers  and  Nonsense. 

Miss  BBOCGHTON,  in  her  last  novel  (is  it  to  be  her  last  ?},  Joan, 
has  invented  the  idiotic  lover  who  covers  with  kisses  the  door- 
knocker of  the  house  in  which  his  goddess  dwells.  If  we  are  to 
have  another  work  of  this  class  inflicted  upon  us,  we  may  expect  a 
Romeo  slobbering  over  the  area-rails  of  his  Juliet,  or  washing  the 
front  door-steps  with  his  tears  and  a  silk  pocket-handkerchief,  or 
attempting  suicide  on  the  scraper.  No  wonder  that  MK.  GILBEY 
does  not  wish  his  sherry  to  be  mixed  up — even  in  an  advertising 
connection — with  such  whine  and  water. 


Mind  Tour  Eyes! 
DEAB  ME.  PUNCH, 

OUB  gallant  discoverer's  strictures  on  the  charts  of  his 
predecessors  will,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  make  Arctic  voyagers  careful 
for  the  future. 

"  Ne  sordida  mappa 
Corruget  narea." 

Yours  truly, 

HoBAirus  RESTITUTUS. 


TABLE-TUKNIMO. — Looking  for  a  train  in  Bradshaic. 


240 


PUNCH,  OK  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[DECEMBER  2,  1876. 


SWEET    SYMPATHY. 

SCENE—  The  Cloak  Room.     Enter  CLARA  (<xt.  17),  conscious  of  having  made  the  conquest  of  the  evening,  and  expectant  of  a  shower  of  con- 
gratulations and  chaff. 

Cousin  (cet.  29).    "  Sow  I  DID  FEEL  FOB  YOU  ALL  THE  EVENING,  YOU  POOR  DEAR  !     INTOLERABLE  OF  THAT  DREADFUL  YOUNG 

FlTZMADDER    TO    VICTIMISE    YOU    80  !!       KEALLY    A.WFVL     THE     WAY     THAT     STYLE    OF     MEN     THINK    THEY    MAY    TREAT    VERY    YOUNG 

GIRLS !  !  1" 


AT    THE    CEOSS-EOADS. 

Enter  LEO  and  URSA,  meeting. 

Leo.  Which  is  your  road  ? 

Ursa.  The  right,  if  yonder  post 

Point  rightly. 
Leo-  Humph !    I  've  heard— believed  almost- 

The  other  one  more  tended  to  your  goal. 

Ursa.  Which  you  imagined  was ? 

Leo.  Well,  Istamboul. 

Ursa.  Indeed !     I  've  not  the  slightest  recollection 

Of  haying  hinted  thai  was  my  direction. 
Leo.  Possibly  not.    Some  travellers  are  chary 

Of  making  public  their  itinerary. 

But  those  who  claim  to  have  had  a  private  peep 

Ursa.  Pooh !    Prying  prophets  think  they  're  deuced  deep. 

They  'd  make  the  Bear  a  bugbear.    Take  my  word, 

Their  terrors  and  their  tips  are  both  absurd. 
Leo.  Your  word  ? 
Ursa  (bridling).        I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  question 

My  honour  ?    I  feel  hurt  at  the  suggestion. 
Leo.  Oh  not  at  all?    But  Khiva?    May  I  mention 

That  there  you  rather  altered  your— intention  f 

\  ou  blink  I  see  :  the  question  is  a  graveller. 

But,  if  you  are  a  bond  fide  traveller, 

In  this  direction,  which  is  also  mine, 

We  need  not  then  collide,  and  block  the  line. 
Ursa.  Of  course  not !     'Tis  a  thing  I  'd  fain  avoid. 

But  I  have  been  exceedingly  annoyed 

By  people  who  misread  my  earnest  care 

To— have  all  roadways  kept  in  good  repair. 
Leo.  Humph !    I  can  sympathise  with  that  at  least. 

I  must  not  have  that  blocked  which  leads  due  East. 


My  business  often  lies  that  way.    At  present 

My  only  object  is  to  make  things  pleasant 

As  well  as  safe.    This  Conference  on  Repairs 

I  hope  may  clear  the  road. 

Ursa.  Like  Suez  Shares  ? 

Leo.  For  all.    I  have  no  interests  to  serve 

Save  honest  ones.    From  those  I  shall  not  swerve. 
Ursa.  It  scarce  can  be  an  "  honest  interest " 

To  have  yon  half-way  house  maintained  a  nest 

For  knave  and  slave,  tyrant  and  tortured  thrall, 

Just  for  your  own  convenience  f 
Leo  (emphatically).  Not  at  all ! 

That  must  be  altered,  let  who  will  say  nay, 

But — so  as  not  to  stop  my  right  of  way ! 
Ursa.  I  ask  no  better. 
Leo.  Honour  bright  ? 

Ursa  (with  dignity).  I  swear 

Ujjon  my  faith  as  gentleman  and  bear. 
Leo.  Then,  as  we  both  seem  travelling  the  same  way, 

Why  not  together  ? 
Ursa  (cocking  his  ear  doubtfully).  Was  not  that  the  bray 

Of  an  alarum  P 
Leo  (reassuringly).    Oh!  that 's  only  BEN. 

He  loves  to  blow  his  trumpet  now  and  then, 

Not  always  d  propos.    He  must  be  busy. 

But  tho'  the  world  whirl  England  is  not  Dizzy ! 

Fireworks  his  whole  life  long  he  has  been  weak  on, 

But  don't  think  every  flare  he  fires  a  beacon. 

You  walk  this  road  with  me,  and  all  goes  right : 

Not  till  you  take  the  other  need  we  fight. 

[Exeunt  arm-in-arm.    At  least  we  hope  so. 


THE  RETREAT  OF  THE  (UPPEB)  TEN  THOUSAND. — Belgravia. 
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FRIENDS  OR   FOES? 


THE  BEAB.  "  Til  A  T  '5  MY  KOAD  !  " 

THE  LIOJT.  "  IT  'S  MINE,  TOO  !     LET  'S  GO  TOGETHER !     WHEN  WE  CAN'T,  IT  WILL  BE  TIME  TO  QUARREL !  I  " 
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WHAT    IT    MAY    COME    TO. 

KIM!    TIIK     DOCTKIXK    <>F 
JIKYKI.dl  :<i\I   A 

NEW  POINT  OK  YIKSV. 

(A  Dramatic  Fragment  of  the 

future.) 

-  Hilling  -  lidnin  nf 
the  period  (A.D.  2877). 
MK.  SIMIA  SATYIUS  nml 
MK.  TROGLODYTES  JU<;KK 
indulging  in  iiust-jiraiidial 
gossip. 

Mr.  Troglodytes  3V./,;. 
Decent  animal  that  waiter 
of  yours,  SIMIA. 

'Mr.  Simla  Satyrus.  Why, 
yes,  TROO.  Rather  a  curi- 
osity, too,  eh?  Genus  IL»no, 
now  nearly  extinct ;  and,  of 
the  specimens  left,  there  are 
few  indeed  we  can  utilise, 
even  as  flunkeys.  But,  as 
you  say,  poor  SMYTHF.KS — 
family  name  of  his  tribe — «s 
a  decent  beast. 
Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  Sure,  he  doesn't  understand  us,  eh  ?  He 

looks 

Mr.  Simia  Satorut.  Bless  you,  no!  That's  a  bit  beyond  him. 
'Cute  creature,  though.  Reasons  in  his  rude  human  way,  with  a 
sharpness  hardly  inferior  to  the  lower  degrees  of  intuitive  instinct. 
For  instance,  he  served,  the  other  day,  some  South  At'rite  Sherry 
less  than  twenty  years  in  bottle.  Of  course  I  could  tell  the  year  of 
vintage  at  the  first  taste.  I  made  him  fetch  the  bottle,  pointed  out 
to  him  the  Number  10  plainly  inscribed  thereon.and  then  shied  the 
bottle  at  liis  head,  as  a  mild  mnemotechny.  Would  you  believe 
it  r  \Vhen  I  put  into  his  hand,  a  good  week  afterwards,  a  ten-pound 
note,  to  take  up  to  Mil.  S.,  he  dropped  it  incontinently,  ana  fled, 
shrieking ! 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  Marvellous !  Must  make  a  note  of  it  for 
my  paper  on  "  Primitive  Culture  in  the  pre-Simian  Period."  Such 
really  respectable  reasoning,  one  would  almost  think,  might  in  time, 
and  under  favourable  conditions,  be  almost  developed  into  instinct, 
eh? 

Mr.  Simia  Satyrus.  Hardly.  A  pleasing  speculation,  but  expe- 
rience contradicts  it.  While  men  held  sway  on  the  earth  Reason 
was  their  speciality,  of  which  they  were  fatuously  proud.  A  nice 
mess  they  made  of  it ! 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  The  scanty  records  which 
we  possess — and  which  have  recently  been  laboriously  deciphered 
by  PROFESSOR  LEMUR — of  the  doings  of  that  poor  human  race?  do 
indeed  teem  with  absurdities.  I  know  of  no  more  amusing  reading. 
Why,  the  other  day,  I  was  shown  some  fragments  of  a  preposterous 
topsy-turvy  pseudo-scientist — name,  I  think,  BARWIN,  or  something 
like  it — who  seems,  indeed,  to  have  stumbled,  in  a  blind  way,  upon 
the  track  of  the  great  doctrine  of  Development,  but — ho !  ho !  I  can 
scarcely  tell  you — concluded,  in  his  egregious  conceit,  that  his 
own  petty  species  were  descended — by  which  the  blunderer  meant 
ascended— from,  what  do  you  think  ?  Monkeys .' .' .'  Ho !  ho !  ho ! 
While  all  the  time  the  superior  race— then,  indeed,  in  its  infancy — 
was  preparing  for  that  swift  growth  and  sudden  uprising  which 
capsized  the  human  power  and  polity  in  so  short  a  time. 

Mr.  Simia  Satyrus.  Ha !  ha  f  ha !  I  fancy  I  have  read,  too,  that 
about  the  same  time  it  was  proposed  by  some  other  equally  crass 
Topsy-turyyist  to  utilise  Apes  as  servants !  Really,  the  whirligis 
of  time  brings  its  revenges,  as  one  of  the  shrewdest  ot  that  wretcheo 
race  is  said  to  have  remarked. 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  Must  have  been  an  Ape  born  .before  his 
time. 

Mr.  Simut  Satyrus.  Possibly.  Take  another  Cocoanut,  THOO 
Now,  really,  you  should  not  crack  them  with  your  teeth,  TEOO 
There's  the  portable  electro-dynamic  crusher  at  your  elbow. 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger  (laughing).  Is  your  guest  a  miserable  Man, 
1liut  he  should  stand  in  terror  of  toothache,  or  of  their  great-little 
Fetish,  Etiquette  P 

Mr.  S/'mia  Satynis.  No,  no,  of  course  not.  Only  the  crusher 
saves  trouble.  In  those  days  they  had  something  of  the  sort,  only 
of  clumsier  construction,  ana  with  only  boiling  water  for  a  motor,  to 
thump  their  course  and  ugly  material — Iron  I  think  they  called  it — 
into  shape  for  the  purposes  of  their  preposterous  enterprises  in  War 
and  Commerce. 

J/r.  Troglmlyti's  Niger.  Ah,  more  of  the  triumphs  of  Reason 
These  men  seem  to  have  passed  their  time  mainly  in  systematii 
sharping,  which  they  called  trade,  varied  with  occasional  delirioui 


.nterludes  of  mutual  slaughter,  which  they  called  patriotism.  Poor 
devils !  Well,  as  all  our  necessary  processes  of  agriculture,  manu- 
:acture,  and  transport  are  accomplished  by  automatic  and  self- 
renewing  machinery,  and  as  fighting  is  as  obsolete  as  fig-leaves,  of 
wurse  we  are  happily  emancipated  from  those  two  long-reigning 
unacies. 

Mr.  Si'mia  Xutyrus.  It  looks  as  if  every  Man  must  have  spent  half 
;he  miserable  span  of  his  own  existence  in  preparations  to  cut  short 
some  one  else's. 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  Uuite  so.  You  see  they  were  "  reason- 
able creatures,  and  Reason  is  a  hocus-pocus  process  that  must  lead 
x>  absurdity.  The  Age  of  Reason  was  the  Utopia  which  the  Topsy- 
:urvvites  looked  forward  to  as  the  consummation  of  human  felicity. 
Ha!  ha!  When  they  had  already  "reasoned"  themselves  into 
such  fools'  purgatories  as  money-grubbing,  etiquette,  war,  and, 
above  all,  fashion ! 

Mr.  Nimia  Satyrus.  Ah,  that  was  their  Supreme  Fetish.  Instinct 
—even  such  rudimentary  instinct  as  they  could  have  possessed,  the 
instinct  of  taste  and  of  modesty — must  have  warned  them  against 
the  tyranny  <>t  Fashion  ;  did,  indeed,  as  we  lind  from  rare  relics  of 
the  pictorial  satirists  of  the  period.  But,  on  the  whole,  Reason  ruled 
them  to  tlio  cud.  And  a  brave  end  it  was. 

Mr.  Ti-<nj!<iilytes  Niger.  Well,  it  was  in  the  order  of  Nature,  and 
in  simple  conformity  with  the  great  doctrine  of  the  Survival  of  the 
Fittest,  that  their  inferior  and  unhappy  race  should  die  out  and 
make  way  for  Us. 

Mr.  Simia  Satyrus.  Of  course.  In  onr  great  Typical  Museum, 
TROO,  you  will  see  placed  in  expressive  proximity  under  section 
Homo,  an  ancient  purse,  a  rusty  sword,  and  the  tattered  remains  of 
what  was  once  a  fashionable  bonnet. 

Mr.  Troglodytes  Niger.  A  suggestive  triad  !  Poor  SMTTHEBS ! 
What  must  be  Ai'.s  thoughts  in  gazing  upon  those  dreary  relics  of 
his  race's  domination,  now  happily  extinct,  and  of  the  quondam 
despotic  sway  of  Reason  ?  Heaven  be  thanked,  SIMIA,  that  we  were 
born  Monkeys  and  not  Men ! 

Mr.  Sintia  Satyrus.  Amen! 


DOCKYARD  ADMINISTRATION. 

(A  farce  that  may  be  easily  turned  into  a  Tragedy.) 

SCENE — An  office  gorgeously  fitted  with  antique  furniture.  Portraits 
of  NELSON.ana  other  naval  heroes  hanging  on  the  walls.  Bundles 
of  dust-covered  papers  and  Blue-Books  resting  on  a  table  behind 
a  screen.  Admiral-Superintendent  trying  on  a  new  uniform 
coat,  Tailor  and  JOHN  (a  servant)  in  attendance. 

Admiral  (taking  off  his  coat).  It  's  a  little  tight  in  the  sleeves. 
Mind,  I  shall  want  it  back  to-morrow  night.  I  have  to  attend  a 
launch  (at  which  some  Ladies  will  be  present)  on  Wednesday. 
(Tailor  takes  the  coat,  bows,  and  exit.)  And  now,  JOHN,  where  's 
my  Private  Secretary  ? 

John.  MR.  TENTERFOFR,  Sir  ?  Yes,  Sir,  MR.  TEKTBKFOITR,  Sir, 
left  his  compliments,  Sir,  and  said  as  it  was  such  a  fine  day  he 's 
gone  out  fishing. 

Admiral.  Very  good.  Then  I  will  keep  to-day's  letters  until 
to-morrow.  They  can  wait.  You  're  a  smart  fellow,  JOHN.  I  hope 
you  like  your  present  place,  JOHN  ? 

John.  Very  much  indeed,  thank  you,  Sir.  When  I  was  a  working 
carpenter,  Sir,  I  was  always  b'isy,  now  after  I  have  brushed  your 
clothes,  Sir,  I  have  next  to  nothing  to  do.  \_A  knock  at  the  door. 

Admiral.  Who 's  that,  JOHN  ? 

John.  The  Master-Attendant,  Sir. 

Admiral.  What,  COMMODORE'.  MUTTONHEAD  ?  What  a  nuisance  1 
He  is  as  deaf  as  a  post !  You  can  ask  him  to  come  in,  JOHN  ;  but 
remain  outside. 

John.  Yes.  Sir. 

[Exit,  and  enter  COMMODORE  MUTTONHEAD,  a  very  old  man, 
wearing  spectacles,  and  carrying  an  ear-trnmpet. 

Muttonhead.  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear !  it 's  half  killed  me  getting  np 
those  stairs  (sinking  into  a  chair).  I  was  a  stronger  man  sixty 
years  ago. 

Admiral.  You're  looking  very  well.  Nothing  wrong,  I  hopeP 
If  there  is,  pray  don't  tell  me  anything  about  it.  Mind,  I  am  not 
in  the  least  responsible  for  anything  or  anybody.  So  please  don't 
bother.  Have  a  cigar  ? 

Muttonhead.    Wha.it 

Admiral  (through  ear-trumpet).  Have  a  cigar? 

Muttonhead.  Thank  you,  I  only  take  snuff.  What  I  want  to  gee 
you  about  is  this.  I  have  just  rigged 

Admiral  (hurriedly  interrupting).  Yes,  yes.  But  pray  don't  tell 
me  any  grievance.  I  am  not  responsible. 

Muttonhead.  What? 

Admiral  (shouting  through  the  ear-trumpet).  I  am  not  responsible. 

Muttonhead.  Oh,  very  well.  (Throwing  dount  a  paper.)  To  avoid 
accidents,  I  have  just  jotted  down  my  protest,  you  know — to  be 
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A    GREAT     LIBERTY. 

Local  Exquisite.  "Wao  is  THAT  OLD  PERSON?" 

Fair  Informant.  "MR.  GOODCHILD,  M.P.  FOR  HIS  COUNTY.      'WAS  IN  THE  MINISTRY  SOME  TIME  AGO." 

Local  Exquisite.  "  WHY  DID  HE  SPEAK  TO  MB  ?     WE  'VE  NEVER  BEEN  INTRODUCED  !  " 

Fair  Informant.  "  I  THINK  HE  TOOK  YOU  FOR  A  FARMER  ! " 


sent  in  to  my  Lords  afterwards.  For,  as  sure  as  I  stand  here,  the 
first  gale  of  wind  will  bring  the  whole  thing  down  if  the  Chief  Con- 
structor interferes  with  those  ropes. 

Admiral.  A  great  pity,  no  doubt ;  but  it  really  isn't  my  business, 
you  know.  I  don't  understand  Dockyard  work. 

Muttonhead.  Of  course  not.    Good-bye  ! 

Admiral  (through  the  ear-trumpet).  You  are  not  going  ? 

Muttonhead.  I  must.  You  won't  see  me  for  the  next  three  weeks. 
I  have  got  to  decide  upon  an  alteration  in  the  size  of  one  of  our  flags. 
The  hardest  work  I  have  had  for  the  last  twenty  years,  Sir. 

[Hobbles  out,  and  is  nearly  knocked  over  by  the  Chief  Store- 
keeper. 

Chief  Storekeeper  (entering,  and  seating  himself  on  a  table).  Hallo, 
TOMMY,  who  was  that  old  fellow  ? 

Admiral.  Don't  you  know  him,  JACK  ?  .Why,  MUTTONHEAD,  to  be 
sure. 

Chief  Storekeeper.  Think  of  that !  Both  of  us  been  here  all  this 
time,  and  never  met  before !  What  fun,  eh  ?  I  have  got  such  a 
good  story  to  tell  you ! 

Admiral  (settling  himself  comfortably  in  an  arm-chair).  Do, 
JACK— do  tell  it  me.  It 's  so  awfully  slow  here  all  day  with  nothing 
to  do! 

Chief  Storekeeper.  Well,  you  must  know,  TOMMY,  that  HARRY 
HAWSER,  who 's  just  been  sent  to  look  after  the  Anchor  Department, 
has  made  such  a  mess  of  it!  (Tells  a  long  yarn  about  the  waste  of 
about  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  public  money— finishing  the  story.) 
And  so  I  replied,  of  course,  that  the  responsibility  didn't  rest  with 
me.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  HAKRY  and  I  had  such  a  laugh  over  it  when 
we  met  at  the  Club  in  the  evening ! 

Admiral.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Oh,  JACK,  you  will  be  the  death  of  me ! 
But,  I  say,  won't  there  be  a  row  with  my  Lords  'f 

Chief  Storekeeper.  Not  a  bit  of  it !  It 's  been  done  before.  But, 
pro  forma,  here's  an  account  of  it.  (Throwing  down  a  paper.) 
HABEY  won't  write  his  unless  called  upon.  I  have  jotted  mine 
down  because  I  like  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  you  know.  (Altercation 


heard  without.)    Hallo !    There 's  BILLY  and  CHABLEY  at  it  again  ! 
They  are  always  quarrelling.     I  shall  be  off ! 

[Exit  as  the  Chief  Engineer  and  the  Chief  Constructor  push  in 
together. 

Chief  Engineer  and  Chief  Constructor  (shouting  together).  Sir, 
we  appeal  to  you ! 

Admiral.  But.  my  good  fellows,  what 's  the  use  of  that  ?  You 
know  I  know  nothing  about  it ;  and,  as  I  am  not  responsible,  I 

Chief  Engineer.  He 's  cut  a  hole  in  my  best  boiler. 

Chief  Constructor.  And  he 's  carried  an  iron  pipe  through  my  best 
armour-plate,  spoiling  all  the  paint  and  gilding. 

Admiral.  Well,  well,  well !  Make  your  protests,  Gentlemen  ; 
and  if  my  Lords  say  anything  about  it  afterwards,  I  can  but  forward 
your  letters  to  the  Admiralty. 

Chief  Engineer  (throwing  down  a  paper).  Here's  mine.  The 
engines  won't  work. 

Chief  Constructor  (throwing  down  another).  And  mine,  utterly 
spoiled  the  figure-head !  [An  awful  explosion  heard  without. 

Admiral.  An  accident,  Gentlemen!  You  had  better  return  to 
your  posts ;  but  remember,  Gentlemen,  that  whatever  has  occurred, 
I  at  least  am  not  responsible.  (Exeunt,  leisurely,  Chief  Constructor 
and  Chief  Engineer.)  It's  no  use'going  to  see  what  it  is  :  I  should 
only  be  in  the  way.  (Yawns.)  What  a  fine  day  it  is.  I  am  half  a 
mind  to  follow  TENTEBFOUB  in  his  fishing.  By  Jove,  I  will !  JOHN  ! 
(Enter  JOHN.)  I  am  going  out  for  the  day,  JOHN.  (Pointing  to  the 
protests  on  the  table.)  You  can  clear  away  this  mess.  Put  it  on 
the  table  behind  the  screen. 

John.  Yes,  Sir.  (Exit  Admiral.)  Official  papers,  as  usual.  I 
wonder  what  they  are  about  ?  ( Opens  protests,  and  glances  at  their 
contents.)  Dear  me,  if  I  were  still  a  working  carpenter,  and  had 
sufficient  authority,  I  would  settle  all  these  matters  in  five  minutes. 
But  here  I  am  only  a  servant ;  and  it  is  better  to  serve  than  to 
govern  in  Her  Majesty's  Dockyards ;  at  least,  so  my  Master  tells 
me ;  and  he  ought  to  know. 

[JOHN  clears  up  the  mess  as  the  Scene  closes  in. 
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TURN    ABOUT. 

"  GOINO  INTO  PARTNERSHIP  WITH  JONES!     I  SHOULD  HAVE  THOUGHT  YOU'D 

HAD  ENOUGH   OF   PARTNERSHIPS,    AJTER   BROWN  I  " 

"  AH,  YOU  SEE,  WHEN  WB  FIRST  BECAME  PARTNERS,  BROWN  HAD  ALL  THE 
KXPKRIENC'K,  AND  I  ALL  TBK  MONEY.  NOW,  JONXS  HAS  ALL  THK  MONEY,  AMI 
I  'VE  ALL  THE  EXPERIBNCK  !  " 


THK  BEAU-IDEAL  HOTEL. 

URADSIIAW  is  not  exactly  a  festive  publication,  and, 
certainly,  the  lovers  of  "  racy  "  novels  would  not  study 
its  pages  in  search  of  sensation ;  but  in  a  four  hours' 
journey  there  comes  a  moment  when  all  the  weeklies, 
dailies,  and  magazines  have  been  devoured,  when  SPIERS 
AND  POND'S  basket  has  been  emptied,  when  sleep  refuses 
to  come,  and  travelling  is  beginning  to  bore,  and  in  such 
a  moment  you  dive  despairingly  into  the  well-known 
Railway  Guide,  more  in  quest  of  arithmetical  problems 
than  in  hopes  of  amusement. 

In  such  a  fit  of  despondency,  Mr.  Punch's  eyes 
alighted,  with  a  beam  of  surprise,  on  the  following  ad- 
vertisement among  the  only  really  literary  pages  of  the 
publication— those  relating  to  hotels,  many  of  which  are 
illustrated  :  — 

TI I  K  O  ROSY  I'.XOR  HOTEL  [Castraford,  let  us  say],  built 
by  the  late  MAKQUIS  OP  WESTMINSTER/CIOSC  to  the  Cathe- 
dral, &c.,  &c.  Handsome  Ladies'  Coffee-Boom. 

"  Ha !  ha !  "  laughed  Mr.  Punch  (such  a  dog !)  aloud, 
to  the  astonishment  of  a  Clerical  Error  in  a  white  tie 
and  the  opposite  corner.  "  Ha !  ha !  That  is  the  place 
for  us!  We  will  descend  at  that  hostelry,  and  no 
other !  " 

But  how  can  the  Manager  ensure  "  Handsome  Lady  " 
visitors  only  to  his  Coffee-Room  ?  It  is  to  be  hoped,  at 
least,  there  is  a  Knight  Porter  in  attendance ! 


THE  EUROPEAN  CONCERT. 
(See  Government  Papers,  passim.) 

THE  grunt  of  a  Bear  who  at  booty  hath  looked 

Which  he  cannot  quite  seize  on  ; 
The  cry  of  a  Turkey  who  dreads  being  cooked 

A  la  Russe,  and  with  reason : 
The  shrieks  of  two  two-headed  Eagles,  whose  voices 

Are  wholly  discordant ; 
The  crow  of  a  Cock,  who  supremely  rejoices 

In  melody  mordant ; 
The  voice  of  a  Lion,  who  hardly  knows  whether 

To  roar  or  to  cackle : 
Nice  subject  for  Concert  it  looks  altogether, 

One  WAGNER  should  tackle. 
The  theme  "  yearns  for  music,"  like  raythus  Germanic. 

Cacophony 's  certain ; 
And  as  for  the  audience,  they,  in  a  panic, 

Long  most  for — the  curtain. 


THE  THING   TO   THROW   LIGHT   ON   SprarruAnsTic 
SEANCES. — A  Spirit-Lamp. 


"MEDIUMS"  IN  PRUSSIA. 

(From  Our  Colney  Hatch  Correspondent.) 

THE  periodical  organs  of  Spiritualism  occasionally  publish 
accounts  of  wonderful  spiritual  "manifestations,"  alleged  to  occur 
through  the  "  mediumship  "  of  young  children.  A  case  evidently 
of  this  description  is  noticed  by  the  Times'  Prussian  Correspondent, 
as  follows : — 

"The  three  children  at  Marpingen,  in  Prussian  Rhineland,  who  last 
summer  stated  they  had  repeatedly  seen  the  Holy  Virgin  in  a  wood  close  to 
their  village,  and  whose  glowing  asseverations,  backed  by  the  Clergy, 
attracted  thousands  of  pilgrims  to  the  sacred  spot,  have  just  been  tried  by 
JUDGE  COMES,  at  St.  Wendel.  Upon  the  children  confessing  that  they  had 
been  telling  lies,  they  were  sentenced  to  be  placed  in  an  educational  estab- 
lishment for  culprits  under  twelve  years  of  age." 

These  children  were  doubtless  gifted  with  mediumistic  powers. 
The  multitude  of  Mediums  now  daily  cropping  up  everywhere  gives 
a  new  force  to  the  old  saying  that  "there  is  a  medium  in  all  things." 
There  are  Protestant  Mediums,  and,  as  appears  from  the  foregoing 
statement.  Catholic  Mediums ;  in  fact,  every  faith  has  its  Medium, 
and  a  suitable  toast  at  a  Spiritualists'  dinner,  or  "tea,"  would  be 
"  Mediums  of  all  Denominations." 

The  three  children  above  referred  to  were  true  Mediums  notwith- 
standing their  confession  that  they  had  told  lies.  Otherwise  of 
course  their  glowing  asseverations  would  never  have  been  backed  by 
an  enlightened  Clergy.  They  must  have  seen  an  apparition, 
although  perhaps  they  rather  magnified  what  they  saw.  This  is 
characteristic  of  Mediums  in  general.  As  the  Spiritualist  says,  in 


an  able  apology  for  DK.  MONCK,  now,  like  DB.  SLADE,  in  trouble,  a 
Medium  is  "  ready  to  confess  anything,  or  to  do  anything  to  get  out 
of  trouble."  True  Mediums  are  apt,  for  all  the  truth  that  is  in  them, 
occasionally  to  eke  out  real  manifestations  by  imposture.  Their 
real  manifestations  are  not  on  that  account  the  less  real,  or  the  less 
credible.  Mediums  are  generally  to  be  believed  and  trusted,  unless 
when  they  confess  themselves  to  have  told  lies,  and  then  their  con- 
fessions should  be  disbelieved.  Moreover,  Mediums  of  all  persua- 
sions, or  of  no  persuasion  at  all,  are  all  equally  trustworthy,  or,  as 
Spiritualist  writers  prefer  to  say,  reliable. 

The  confession  stated  to  have  been  made  by  three  juvenile 
Mediums,  whose  mediumship  is  now  being  deteriorated  or  destroyed 
in  a  Prussian  reformatory,  was  clearly  extorted  from  them  by  in- 
timidation. In  Prussia  Mediums  are  persecuted,  especially  those 
whose  creed  renders  them  especially  obnoxious  to  BISMARCK.  But 
Mediums  of  that  class,  at  least,  are  exempt  from  persecution  in 
France,  if  their  asseverations  are  duly  backed  by  the  Clergy.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  "  Apparition  of  La  Salette,"  just  such  another  as  the 
Apparition  of  Marpingen,  attended  and  attested  by  the  creation  of 
a  permanently  miraculous  fountain,  is  believed  by  everybody  but 
Protestants  and  sceptics.  The  water  of  this  fountain  cures  all 
diseases  as  certainly  as  GULLOWAY'S  Pills  do.  It  has  become  an 
article  of  commerce  like  Appllinaris,  and,  besides  being  a  panacea, 
can  be  advantageously  substituted  for  Seltzer  or  Soda,  and  serve  to 
compose  a  salubrious  and  sanctifying  beverage  in  the  form  of 
"  Salstte  and  Brandy." 


FOR  SHIFTING   INTELLIGENCE. — Do  not  apply  to  Her  Majesty's 
Dockyards. 
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PROJECTED    BOMBARDMENT    OF    THE    WEST-END. 

E.  PUNCH  feels  it 
his  duty  to  call  the 
attention  of  all  re- 
sidents and  owners 
of  property  at  the 
West-End  of  Lon- 
don to  the  follow- 
ing authentic  par- 
ticulars : — 

It  will  be  seen  by 
the  date  given  that 
there  ia  no  imme- 
diate cause  for 
alarm,  but  time 
liies  rapidly,  and 
among  his  multi- 
farious duties  Mr. 
Punch  may  not 
find  another  oppor- 
tunity of  pointing 
out  the  peculiar 
peril  which  appears 
to  be  looming  in 
the  distance. 

It    is    surmised 

that  the  Authorities  at  "Woolwich  have  been  somewhat  chagrined  at  finding 
that  at  the  recent  trial  of  the  81-ton  Gun  seven  panes  of  glass  at  Shoeburyness 
remained  uninjured,  that  no  passing  vessel  was  destroyed,  and  that  out  of 


about  one  hundred  men  engaged  in  handling  the  Gun 
fourteen  still  retain  their  hearing. 

It  has  consequently  been  determined  immediately  to 
commence  the  construction  of  a  200-ton  Gun. 

The  first  announcement  with  regard  to  this  interesting 
implement  is  to  the  effect  "that  its  size  will  of  course 
prevent  its  being  placed  on  our  largest  ships  of  war." 

There  is,  however,  ' '  balm  in  Gilead ; "  for,  after  stating 
the  dimensions  of  the  proposed  Gun — namely,  "  fifty  feet 
long,  length  of  bore  44  feet,  and  diameter  21  inches, 
charge  of  powder  950  Ibs..  weight  of  shot  6000  Ibs.,  and 
length  of  shot  five  feet,  — it  is  confidently  announced 
that  the  Gun  is  expected  to  be  capable  of  throwing  a 
2i-ton  shot  from  the  Government  butts  at  Woolwich 
to  the  West-End  of  London. 

So  doubt  more  precise  information  will  be  given  as  to 
what  part  of  the  West-Eud  the  Gun  will  be  trained  on ;  but 
inasmuch  as  it  is  not  expected  that  "the  new  200-ton 
Gun  can  be  ready  till  the  beginning  of  1879,"  West-End 
life  and  property  can  easily  be  insured  in  the  meantime. 

It  may  be  that  the  intention  is  simply  to  knock  over 
the  Duke  of  York's  Column,  and  imbed  the  shot  at  the 
bottom  of  the  Ornamental  Water  of  St.  James's  Park ; 
but  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  a  full  programme  of  the  expe- 
riments will  be  published — before  the  bombardment 


commences. 


LITERARY.  —  We   understand  the    next    edition    of 
Boudoir  Ballads  is  to  be  illustrated  with  Sterry-oscopic 


HOUSEHOLD  AST. 

MR.  PUNCH  has  received  a  number  of  letters  on  the  subject  of  the 
Rector  of  Lincoln's  very  suggestive  address  at  the  Oxford  (City) 
Schools  of  Science  and  Art.  (See  Times,  November  18th.)  A 
selection  from  these  he  has  great  pleasure  in  laying  before  his 
readers. 

LETTER  I. 
DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 

THE  Rector  of  Lincoln  says  : — 

"  The  man  who,  without  copying,  can  arrange  a  cluster  of  rose-leaves 
nobly,  can  design  anything.  A  Frenchwoman  can  do  this ;  an  Englishwoman 
cannot.  Is  it  because  roses  do  not  grow  in  England  ? " 

Now,  I  don't  exactly  know  what  he  means  by  arranging  rose- 
leaves  "  nobly."  These  Art-critics  do  use  such  queer  terms  !  They 
will  persist  in  styling  the  drawing  of  drapery  "  magisterial "  (which 
somehow  suggests  the  police-court),  and  the  tinting  of  an  elbow 
"  precious  "  (which  reminds  us  of  bullion  or  baby-talk).  But  if  he 
mean  that  an  Englishwoman  can't  arrange  flowers  and  leaves  and 
things,  whether  in  a  bouquet  or  on  a  bonnet,  just  as  nicely  as  a 
Frenchwoman,  I  believe  it  s  all  nonsense.  Praise  up  the  past  and 
foreign  parts  as  much  as  you  please,  but  not  a  good  word  for  the 
present  or  our  own  people,  on  any  account !  That  seems  to  be  the 
motto  of  the  modern  critics.  "  Where  is  the  old  Turkey  carpet 
now  P  "  asks  MB.  PATTISON,  plaintively.  Why,  gone  where  I  hope 
those  good-for-nothing  Turks  may  soon  follow  it.  Dowdy  old 
things,  with  dingy  colours  and  patterns  like  a  kaleidoscope  gone 
mad!  He  talks  about  "Nature,  with  its  thousand  forms  and 
colours  of  unrivalled  beauty,"  and  then  goes  and  prefers  a  many- 
tinted  muddle  of  meaningless  zigzags  to  the  lovely  purple  fern 
leaves  and  golden  snowdrops  that  adorn  the  floor  of  my  drawing- 
room.  Coal-scuttles  again  !  He  is  quite  dismal  on  the  development 
of  the  Coal-Scuttle.  JOHN  has  just  bought  me  a  new  one,  the  love- 
liest design— a  coal-rase  it  is  called,  if  you  please— beautifully 
japanned  and  gilt,  so  shiny  you  can  see  your  face  in  it,  witli  the 
1'  alls  of  Niagara  painted  on  the  top— stich  blue,  bounding  water  !— 
and  a  bunch  of  dahlias,  just  like  life,  on  each  side.  If  that  is  not 
Art  in  the  household,  I  should  like  to  know  what  is.  What  would 
MR.  PATTISOX  have  ?  I'm  sure  I  like  a  nice  house  and  pretty  things 
as  much  as  any  woman  ;  but  if  all  our  bright  decorations  are  to  be 
denounced  as  "  Vulgarities,"  what  j*  one  to  do  ?  I  took  such  pride 
in  that  carpet  and  that  coal-vase,  and  now  ! • 

Well,  I've  seen  some  of  their  High-Art-Households  all  out- 
landishness,  dim  tints,  and  stiff  discomfort ;  and  if  that 's  the  sort 
of  thing  they  want  to  substitute  for  the  cosiness  and  colour  of  an 
English  home,  I  beg  to  assure  them  it  won't  do  for 

AN  ENGLISHWOMAN. 
LETTER  II. 
DEAR  PUNCH, 

PATTISON  is  beautifully  down  upon  "  Mindless  Mechanism." 
Fact  is,  High  Art  will  never  flourish  till  low  Machinery  is  abolished. 
\\  o  must  do  away  with  the  Steam-engine  ;  it  is  the  Incubus  of  the 


Age.  "  Fuel,"  says  PATTISON,  "  is  unfortunately  dirty  in  its  nature." 

'  So  is  the  Locomotive.     And  ugly!     Dirt  and  ugliness  are  inimical 

j  to  High  Art.     They  must  be  banished.    Don't  quite  know  what 

Nature  was  about  when  she  made  coal  dirty— unless  she  wanted  to 

warn  us  against  using  it.     Fancy  Nature  is  a  bit  of  a  Philistine 

after  all,  and  wants  elevating  by  being  made  to  enter  "into  the 

sphere  of  Art."    Iron  and  coal  are  nuisances.    Let  us  keep  to  gold 

and  sunshine. 

Yours, 

ANTI-PHILISTINE. 
LETTER  III. 
SIR, 

MORE  fudge  about  High  Art ,!— High-falutin'  Art,  /call  it. 
"By  the  habit  of  mechanical, multiplication,  invention  is  killed, 
and  the  soul  degraded."  Indeed!  I  should  like  to  make  the 
Gentleman  live  for  a  year,  deprived  of  the  advantages  of  "mecha- 
nical multiplication,"  and  I  should. nut  like  to  pay  his  bill  for  steel 
pens  and  shirt-collars  at  the  end  of  the  term.  As  to  invention, 
why  there  's  more  of  it  in  one  week's  number  of  The  Engineer  than 
in  twenty  Exhibitions  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Pooh!  MUEANO 
acqua  marina  may  be  all  very  well  for  Chemist's  show-bottles  ;  but 
give  me  the  marine  engine  ! 

Yours, 

A  PRACTICAL  MAN. 
LETTER  IV. 
EXCELLENT  PUNCH, 

' '  THINGS  worse  than  they  were  thirty  years  ago ! "  Of  course 
they  are!  What  is  there  to  love  in  an  age  of  lacquer?  Art  has 
gone  to  the  wall.  Look  at  .our  Picture-posters,  and  admit  it ! 
Brummagen  Art  (?)  is  worse  than  Brummagem  utility.  An  "in- 
dustrial product "  trying  to  look  like  "a  spiritual  object,"  a  coal- 
box  posing  as  a  work  of  Art,  are  more  disgusting  than  an  old 
coquette  figuring  as  a  youthful  belle.  High  Art  is  hopeless.  Let 
us  fall  back  on  naive  and  antique  hideousness,  which  is,  indeed, 
almost  a  form  of  beauty.  To  the  soul  sickened  with  the  "illustrated 
china"  of  our  shop-windows  there  is  solace  in  a  willow-pattern 
plate. 

Yours,  despondently, 

Rococo. 
LETTER  V. 
IJIPASTIAL  SIB, 

IN  PATTISON'S  address  there  is  much  that  is  true,  less  that 
is  new,  and  not  a  little  that  is  askew.  What  a  pity  High  Art 
Mentors  will  be  so  queer  and  querulous !  Can't  they  point  us  to 
pleasant  possibilities  without  visiting  us  with  the  sin  of  vulgar 
necessity?  Coal  is  "unfortunately"  dirty,  yes!  and  many  of  the 
forward  steps  of  civilisation  are  "unfortunately"  through  grubby 
and  disagreeable  ways.  Let  the  llluminati  of  Art  give  us  more 
light  and  less  lightning,  and  let  them  shun  the  appearance  of 
peevish  dilettantism.  There  are  functions  in  this  world  for  the 
enlightener,  the  merry  mocker,  even  the  scathing  satirist  perhaps  ; 
but  for  the  Scold — domestic,  political,  theological,  or  aesthetic — no! 

Yours  sincerely, 

FAIEPLAT. 
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NEW    FOOTBALL    RULES. 

1.  No  match  to  be  played  withou 
a  Surgeon  being  in  attendance  on  th 
ground. 

•>.  Should  there  be  a  hospital  within 
a  convenient  distance,  notice  to   b 
given  beforehand,  that    the  service 
of  the  Staff  maybe  called  into  requi 
sition. 

•'!.  An  ample  supply  of  bandages 
lint,  splints,  and  other  appliances  ' 
be  kept  always  in  readiness. 

4.  An  ambulance  to  be  in  waiting 
to  convey  any  one  who  may  receiv 
an  injury  to  his  home  or  to  th 
hospital. 

."i.  If  an  ambulance  cannot  be  pro 
cured,   then  a   sufficient  nutnl 
Cabs  to  be  within  immediate  call. 

i  >.  Proper  attendants  and  nurses  t 
be  engaged  to  wait  on  the  sufferers. 

7.  Brandy  and  other  stimulants  t< 
be  kept  on  the  grounds. 

8.  Crutches  and  sticks  to  be  sup 
plied  for  tho  use  of  those  whose  in- 
juries may  be  only  slight,  but  who 
yet  may  require  some  artificial  sup- 
port to  enable  them  to  return  to  their 
homes. 

fl..No  Game.to.be  played  except  on  ground  within  easy  reach  of  a 
Telegraph  Office.  *K.         ~,^ 

These  regulations  may  possibly  be  considered  severe  and  gloomy 
but  inasmuch  as  Football,  as  now  too  often  played,  appears  tx 
inflict  grievous  injury,  and  even  loss  of  life  on  those  who  engage 
in  its  "scrimmages,"  (from  which  it  would  seem  to  the  uninitiatec 
hardly  possible  to  emerge  without  some  serious  mischief)  it  becomes 
necessary  to  recommend  to  all,  both  men  and  boys,  who  venture 


time  thai 

-,— -  — — .id  Touch- 
stone been  a  Football  player,  he  could  not  have  said  it  was  "the 
first  time  that  ever  he  neard  breaking  of  legs  and  necks  was  sport 
for  Gentlemen." 

\\Y  will  not  press  the  acceptance  of  our  proposed  rules,  if  some 
code  of  laws  can  be  rigidly  and  universally  adopted,  which  shall 
greatly  lessen,  if  not  entirely  prevent,  the  risks  that  now  seem  to 
cloud  the  good  name  of  the  game,  and  to  lead  to  the  unwelcome 
introduction  on  the  scene  of  the  Doctor  and  the  Coroner. 


THOROUGHLY  ENGLISH. 

MR.  PUNCH,  SIB, 

YOUK  generosity  to  the  young  and  the  intellectual  is  so 
well  known  that  I  have  not  the  smallest  hesitation  in  appealing  to 
you.  I  am  a  young  dramatist.  Like  SHAXSPEARE,  I  take  my  plots 
from  foreign  sources,  but  my  dialogue  is  entirely  my  own  ;  and  if 
my  incidents  are  sometimes  foreign,  their  clothing  is  thoroughly 
English.  In  justification  of  this  assertion,  I  beg  to  enclose  an 
extract  from  one  of  my  latest  adaptations.  I  think  you  will  admit 
the  manners  and  language  are  as  thoroughly  English  as,  say,  Peril 
at  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre  P 

I  am,  Sir, 

Your  obedient  Servant, 

The  New  Junior  Athentrum  AN  UNACTED  PIAYWRITEB. 

<i  nrrick 


A  third-floor  in  Victoria  Street,  elegantly  furnished  .     The 

W  retemble*   an  old   curiosity-shop.     China,  brass  dishes, 

men  tn  arinnnr,  vnint  lace,  and  ebony  cabinets  scattered  about 

in  carthu  Imt    iatttfui  profusion.    BUNG  (a  butler)  discovered 

ilustiinj  th,'  furniture  with  n  long  f<-ut  tier-brush.     LADY  LUCY 

PLANTAOKXKT  playfvliy  daps  hi-r  hands  nrer  BUNG'S  eyes  from 

behind,  with  a  playful  txe&mation  of  "  Boh  !  " 

Jinny  (distngagina  himself,  after  a  struggle}.  Ah,  LADY  LUCY,  is 

i  y<%  j     iear  me>      w  you  frightened  me  !    Not  that  anything  you 

should  do  should  cause  me  fear.    Have  I  not  played  with  you  since 

you  were  four  years  old  ? 

Lady  Lucy.  Yes,  yes.  But,  BUNG.  have  you  got  me  the  last 
number  ot  La  Folie,  as  I  bade  you,  and  the  Amusing  Journal,  with 
thejem/Mon  ot  that  dear  WILXIE  COLLINS  ?  And  have  you  seen  mv 
Cousin  ? 

limit!.  Here  are  the  papers,  my  Lady.  And  here  is  a  letter  from 
your  Cousin.  \  ou  will  not  betray  me  to  the  Duke,  your  father  ? 

Lucy.  Oh  no,  dear  BUNG.    Be  tranquil.    Leave  me  !  [BuNG 


bun:*,  inn!  i:rit.~\  And  now  for  his  letter  !  I  know  I  am  imprudent 
but  what  can  I  do  ?  When  I  met  him  at  the  early  service  at  St 
James's,  Piccadilly,  could  I  help  my  chair  being  placed  next  to  his 
could  I  help  our  fingers  meeting  in  the  font  at  the  door,  as  we  wen 
out?  In  a  word,  could  I  help  loving  him:'  (Opens  letter.)  Ah 
what  is  this  ?  How  imprudent  !  He  has  been  playing  heavily  a 
his  Circle.  The  old  story  !  The  old  story  ! 


He-enter  BUNG,  followed  by  SIR  Jonx. 
Bung.   SIR  JOIIN  BARLEYCORN!      (Aside.)     I   must  warn   the 
Viscount  of  this  visit.  [Exit 

Lady  Lucy.  Sir  ! 

Sir  John  (who  is  in  full  evening  dress,  and  carries  a  bouquet). 
Permit  me,  my  Lady  :  but  I  wouldT  not  have  dared  to  have  callec 
upon  you  at  this  early  hour  of  the  morning.  I  would  wish  to  see 
your  noble  Father. 

Lady  Lui-y.  Sir,  I  will  go  and  send  him  to  you.   Kir  !  (Curtseys.) 
Sir  John.  In  reparation  for  disturbing  you,  my  Lady,  will  you 
permit  me  tho  honour  of  presenting  you  with  this  bouquet  '( 
Lady  Lucy  (with  a  little  cry).  Sir,  you  are  all  too  obliging. 

[Exit 

Sir  John.  She  is  prettier  than  her  photograph!  It  was  an 
excellent  idea  ! 

Enter  the  Duke. 
The  Duke.  Ah,  my  dear  SIB  JOHN.    I  am  delighted  to  see  you 
Will  you  not  join  our  lunch  ?    We  always  lunch  at  twelve. 

Sir  John.  You  are  too  good.  I  have  already  breakfasted.  I  have 
come  here  on  matter  of  the  last  moment  to  my  happiness.  I  have 
the  honour  to  beg  permission  of  your  Grace  to  pay  my  addresses 
to  LADY  LUCY,  your  charming  daughter. 

The  Duke.  SIR  JOHN,  I  shall  be  proud  to  salute  you  as  one  of  the 
family.  Have  you  the  contract  prepared  ? 

Sir  John  (opens  the  door,  and  calls).  MB.  SMITH!  [Enter  Mr. 
Smith,  a  Lawyer.']  MR.  SMITH,  have  you  the  contract  ready  ? 

Mr.  Smith  (bowing  to  the  Duke,  and  producing  a  paper).  It  is 
here! 

The  Duke.  In  that  case,  Gentlemen,  I  will  call  my  daughter. 

[Exit. 

Sir  John.  How  my  Mother's  heart  would  have  rejoiced  in  this 
moment  !  My  dear  sainted  Mother  !  She  is  with  the  angels,  now, 
MB.  SMITH  ! 

Re-enter  the  Duke,  leading  in  LADY  LTJCT. 
The  Duke.  My  child,  you  will  sign  this  paper. 
Lady  Lucy.  Yes,  Papa.  [She  signs  the  contract. 

Sir  John.  What  pleasure  to  write  my  signature  under  my 
Lady's. 

[He  signs.    MB.  SMITH  bows  and  retires  with  his  Law  papers. 
The  Duke.   Let  me  shake  you  by  the  hand,  SIB  JOHN  ;  for  are 
you  not  now  my  Son  ? 

Sir  John.  Adieu,  Sir  Duke,  and  my  Lady.  I  go  to  the  battue, 
and  then  will  return  to  lay  at  your  feet  the  spoils  of  my  chase. 

[Exit. 

Lady  Lucy.  What  paper  was  that  I  signed,  Papa  ? 
The  Duke.   A  contract  of  marriage.     SIR  JOHN  is  to  be  your 
msband. 

Lady  Lucy.  Mv  husband  !  [She  starts. 

The  Duke  (coldly).   Your  husband.      Have  you  any  reason  to 
allege  against  the  union  ? 
Lady  Lucy.  None.     (Aside.)    Alas  ! 
The  Duke  (sternly).  Then  you  obey  ? 
Lady  Lucy.  I  obey,  dear  Papa. 
The  Duke.  I  knew  it.    Are  yon  not  my  child  ? 

Enter  the  Viscount,  in  fall  erening  dress. 

Lady  Lucy  (with  a  little  cry).  My  Cousin  ! 

The  Viscount.  Sir  Duke  !  My  uncle,  I  have  the  honour  to  demand 
n  marriage  my  beautiful  cousin,  your  daughter,  tho  LADY  LUCY. 

The  Duke.  It  is  too  late.  You  are  a  brave  boy  ;  but  the  contract 
omes  to  be  signed.  LUCY  is'to  marry  - 

Bung  (entering).  SIR  JOHN  BARLEYCORN  ! 

Enter  the  Baronet  in  full  hunting  costume. 
Sir  John  (with  triumph).  I  have  shot  a  fox  ! 
The  Duke.  Let  us  drink  to  the  health  of  the  sportsman  ! 
[BuNG  brings  in  a  lighted  punch-bmol.     They  all  drink  to  SIR 
JOHN  as  the  Curtain  falls. 


"A  LITTLE   KNOWLEDGE,"   ETC. 

Schoolmaster.  What  is  the  meaning  of  Equinox  ? 
Pupil  (ichi>  knntrs  something  of  Latin  derirutinns).   Please,  Sir, 
;  's  Latin  for  Nightmare. 

WHY  is  Punch's  Poc£e<-.Boo&  like  a  Young  Lady  at  her  first  ball'r 
Because  it's  "just  out." 
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THE    FIGHT    OVER    THE    SCHOOL-BOARD. 


POOR  Education !    Like  a  lamb  beset  by  wolves  and  vultures ! 
How  should  she  trim  the  balance  fair  'twixt  clashing  creeds  and 

cultures  ? 

All  friends  to  her,  but  angry  foes  a  outrancc  to  each  other ; 
She,  standing  where  the  Champions  close,  can  scarce  tell  one  from 

t'other. 

To  teach  small  BILL  his  A. B.C.,  or  little  SUE  her  sewing, 
One  well  may  ask  is  that  a  task  to  set  the  war-horns  blowing  ? 
But  then  of  course  the  job  will  look  much  harder,  and  far  ampler, 
If  BILL  must  have  a  Baptist  Book,  and   SUE  a  High  Church 
Sampler. 

The  Three  R.'s,  muddled  by  a  fourth, — Religion. — like  the  compass. 
With  endless  "  points  "  from  south  to  north, — for  chief  result  read 

rumpus. 

To  give  the  young  what  reason  asks,  and  simple  prudence  urges, 
Were  sure  the  easiest  of  tasks,  but  for  the  Boanerges. 

The  School-Board,  spread  with  spare  repast,  must  have  "  Church 

Pie  "  for  centre, 

And  every  guest  must  vote  that  best,  nought  less  will  e'er  content  her. 
While  keen  Dissent,  who  loathes  the  dish,  would  sooner  sweep  the 

table 
Than  feed  one  hungry  mouth  on  fare  with  that  particular  label. 


Oh  clumsy  caterers !    Ignorance  comes,  what  time  you  scowl  and 

mutter, 

And  lures  your  guests  to  other  food, — the  garbage  of  the  gutter. 
Fie,  Gentlemen!  The  common  foe  demands  your  banded  forces  ; 
To  cut  the  ground  from  under  him  will  tax  your  joint  resources. 

But  still  the  Churchman  slangs  Dissent,  and  both  bethump  the 

Papist, 

And  Nothingarians  venom  vent  all  round.     No  dull  Red-Tapiat 
Could  so  adroitly  block  the  way,  that  lay  so  fair  before  us, 
As  each  hot  Ass  who  lifts  his  bray  to  swell  the  angry  chorus. 

Bring  not  into  the  Schoolroom,  Sirs,  your  doxies  or  your  schisms, 
The    spelling  -  book    and    slate  are  not   the  ground  for  warring 

isms ; 

The  Alphabet  need  not  bo  mixed  with  shibboleths  Sectarian, 
Monopoly  but  masquerades  in  guise  humanitarian. 

Fight  fair,  and  in  another  field.    Side-issues  fog  the  unwary. 
What  you   all    mean   is  "  our    side  up,"    although   your  voices 

vary. 
Proud  "  Mother  Church"  should  be  too  proud  to  flash  false  lights 

like  rockets, 
And  conscience  seek  to  circumvent  by  sly  appeal  to— pockets ! 


THE  NAVY  OF  THE  FUTURE. 
(By  Submarine  Telegraph.) 

GlBRiLTAK,  .Vrf  Dec.,  1896. 

THE  Enemy's  fleet  was  signalled  early  yesterday  morning.  It 
was  composed  of  eighty  Ironclads,  all  carrying  thirty-three  feet  of 
armour  plating,  but  with  no  armament  heavier  than  the  old-fashioned 
300-ton  Gun.  It  was  soon  ascertained  that  the  Fleet  had  received  false 
intelligence  about  the  movements  of  the  Wasp  (our  Mediterranean 
Gunboat,  built  to  carry  a  2,000-ton  Gun,  the  latest  achievement  of 
the  combined  Woolwich  and  Elswiok  Factories),  and  believed  that 
it  might  be  possible  to  take  Gibraltar  by  a  cotip  de  main  during  the 
absence  of  her  little  protector.  By  two  o'clock  the  Enemy's  Fleet 
was  well  within  range  of  the  Wasp's  gun,  but  her  Commander  pre- 


ferred to  allow  the  Ironclads  to  approach  within  a  radius  of  fourteen 
miles.  At  this  short  range  the  Wasp  opened  tire,  to  the  consterna- 
tion of  the  Admiral  in  command  of  the  Enemy's  Fleet.  It  was, 
however,  too  late  to  escape.  Fifty  out  of  the  eighty  Ironclads  were  soon 
disposed  of — smashed  and  sunk.  The  remainder  hauled  down  their 
flags.  Divers  are  at  work  on  the  scene  of  action,  clearing  away  the 
submarine  debris.  The  Wasf>  has  lately  received  an  important 
increase  to  her  fighting  force  of  two  Marines  and  Artillerymen.  Her 
complement  is  now  fourteen  hands,  all  told. 


UNPARDONABLE  ABSENCE. 

GETTING  home  on  a  cold  foggy  night,  and  finding  that  your  fire 
has  "gone  out." 
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A    COMPLIMENT. 

Hairdresser.  "Asy  OFF  TUB  BEARD,  SIR?" 

Customer.  "  No,  THANK  YOU.      1  'VB  LATELY  TRIMMED  IT  MYSELF." 
Hairdresser.  "INDEED,  SIR!     I  SHOULD  NOT  UAVB  TUOTTOBT  ANY  GENTLEMAN 
OUT  OF  THE  PROFESSION  COOLD  HAVK  DONE  IT  so  WELL  I !  " 


SENTIMENT ! 

JOHN  BULL  soliloquiseth— 

SENTIMENT  P  Well,  I  've  no  fancy  for  snivelling, 

Policy  gushing  or  piping  it 's  eye 
Is  but  a  sort  of  delirious  drivelling, 

Eyes  ore  like  gunpowder,  better  kept  dry. 
Yet  right  is  right,  though  Club  cynic  or  Minister 

Hints  with  a  sneer  that  I  falter  or  pule, 
Plausible  caveats  strike  me  as  sinister. 

Urged  in  serene  disregard  of  that  rule. 

Sentiment  ?    Kcadv  retort  for  demolishing 

Arguments  founded  on  feelings  humane  ! 
Superfine  penmen  thfcir  periods  polishing 

Pomt  every  gibe  with  that  word  of  disdain. 
Yet  if  Philippics  'gainst  feeling  that  fulminate 

Are  put  through  analysis  searching  and  stern, 
It  may  be  found  that  the  censures  which  culminate 

In  horror  of  rant  are  but  rant  in  their  turn. 

Sentiment  vertui  Imperial  Policy! 

Taking  Antithesis !    Smart  Militaires 
Wonder  Bru.  doesn't  his  fatuous  folly  sec 

Mixing  up  feeling  with  Foreign  Affairs, 
Are  they  antagonists!    Simple  humanity 

Seems  to  be  coolly  shut  out  in  the  cold, 
Sympathy  's  branded  Vulgarian  Vanity, 

Bosh  that  should  never  give  qualms  to  the  bold. 

Sentiment !  Certain  keen  scribes  have  their  knife  in  it. 

Bellicose  bounce  is  much  more  to  their  mind  ; 
Shocked,  so  they  say,  that  the  thing  has  such  life  in  it, 

Fain  would  they  whistle  its  "dupes"  down  the  wind 
They  minimise,  mock,  and  depreciate  spitefully  ; 

Gentlemen,  are  you  not  missing  the  mark  ? 
Doubtless  you  tickle  Club-loungers  delightfully, 

But  are  wo  all — save  yourselves — in  the  dark  ? 

Interest  ?    Well,  there  are  Interests  various— 

Some  that  mere  selfishness  fails  to  descry. 
Number  one's  hold  on  his  own  were  precarious 

If  to  his  neighbours'  he  ne'er  had  an  eye. 
Scowl,  my  young  friends,  at  the  "  Humanitarian," 

Monopoly  claim  of  cool  patriot  sense  ; 
But  shrewdest  policy  were  but  barbarian 

Were  this  same  "  Sentiment "  quite  driven  hence. 


DERBY  POTTKEY.— Our  Foreign  Policy. 


THE  FRA  DIAVOLO  OF  FACT. 

SPEAKISO  of  Brigandage  in  Southern  Italy,  a  newspaper  corre- 
spondent makes  a  remark  with  a  suggestive  word  in  it.  How  this 
scourge  is  to  be  dealt  with  will  be  a  difficult  question  for  the 
Government."  As  to  Brigandage,  how  is  the  Italian  Government 
to  deal  with  that  scourge  ?  Echo  answers — if  you  ask  loud  enough 
— Scourge !  How  has  that  scourge,  robbery  with  violence,  been 
dealt  with  by  the  British  Legislature  ?  By  means  of  that  other 
scourge,  the  Cat-o'-nine-tails.  What  is  there  to  prevent  a  military 
force  from  being  despatched  to  hunt  the  highwaymen  and  footpads 
of  Naples  and  Sicily  down,  with  proper  dogs  if  necessary.  When 
caught,  might  they  not  summarily  be  brought  to  trial,  ana,  under  a 
statute  enacted  to  that  end,  be  sentenced,  on  conviction,  to  penal 
servitude,  and  a  good  flogging,  or  several  good  floggings,  apiece  ? 
What  an  edifying  sight  to  the  Manutengoli  of  Sicily  and  the 


of  Naples  it  would  be  to  see  SIGNOB  LEONE,  now  playing  Fra 
Diarolo  in  real  life  thereabouts  with  impunity,  stripped  of  his  green 
velvet  jacket,  lace,  and  ribbons,  seized  up  in  the  whipping-stocks, 
and  lashed  until  he  howled  for  mercy,  and  some  time  after ! 

Would  not  that  teach  him,  if  ever  let  loose  again,  to  think  twice 
before  again  carrying  off  a  British  Banker— or  anyone  else— and 
demanding  under  threat  to  murder  or  mutilate  him,  four  thousand 
pounds  ransom  ? 

The  state  of  society  in  Southern  Italy  appears  to  be  such  that 
thieves  there  pass  for  gentlemen  among  the  higher  classes.  They 
need  to  be  taught  that  thieves  and  robbers  are  criminals  and  black- 
guards, and  what  better  way  of  doing  this  could  there  be  than 
stripping  such  rascals  as  LF.OXE  at  once  of  their  operatic  frippery, 
and  their  glory,  and  giving  the  Fra  Diavolo  of  odious  reality  a 
sound  flogging  r 

PHOPEE  ACCOMPANIMENT  OF  THAMES  MCD  BUTTER.— Alum  Bay 
Bread. 


HINTS  FOR  NEW  SCHOOL-BOARDS. 

To  remember  that  the  tongue  is  a  dangerous  member. 

Not  to  set  down  opponents,  and  those  who  differ  from  you  in 
opinion,  as  sceptics  and  atheists,  or  narrow-minded  and  intolerant 
bigots. 

To  expect  opposition,  and  to  meet  it  with  fairness  and  good- 
humour. 

Not  to  ride  hobbies  too  far  or  too  fast. 

To  use  the  organ  of  hearing  rather  than  the  organ  of  speech. 

If  there  are  any  defects  in  your  own  education,  to  endeavour  to 
remedy  them. 

To  read  all  the  best  works  on  Education,  and  to  master  the  Acts 
of  Parliament,  blue-books  and  statistics  that  have  been  published  on 
the  same  important  subject. 

Never  to  speak  except  in  a  cool,  calm,  quiet,  composed,  and 
unruffled  frame  of  mind. 

Always  to  walk  to  the  place  of  meeting — exercise  being  favourable 
to  deliberation  and  reflection,  and  adverse  to  haste  and  impetuosity. 

To  dine  together  occasionally  (not,  of  course,  at  the  expense  of  the 
ratepayers). 

Before  everything  and  everybody  else— rates,  ratepayers,  creeds, 
churches,  sects,  parties,  and  parents — to  think  of  the  children. 

Compensation. 

Torn  has  said  "  Ta,  ta ! "  to  the  Strand,  but  we  have  had  Toto 
chez  Tata  at  the  Opera  Comique,  which  in  MADAME  CHACMONT'S 
hands  spoils  us  for  any  light  performances  for  some  time  to  come. 
MossiEfE  PTTNCH  "attend  MADAME  CaAUMONT"  next  season  with 
pleasure,  but  sincerely  hopes  she  will  bring  another  repertoire 
with  her.  

THE  MATERIAL  FOR  THE  AECTIC  MEDAL.— Frosted  Silver. 
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WHAT'S    THE    ODDS? 

OK,  THE  DUMB  JOCKEY  OF  JEDDINGTON.* 

A  HBW  SI'OBTIXCl  NOVEL   BY 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP, 
Author  of"  Two  Kicks,"  "Squeezing  Langford,"  $c.,  $c. 

CHAPTER  I. — "  Striking  him  with  a  Feather." 

T  was  morning  at 
Jeddington.  The 
event  of  the  year, 
the  Derby,  was 
just  over,  and  the 
snow  lay  bright 
and  sparkling  like 
crystals  on  the 
ground.  As  usual, 
the  Great  Race  of 
the  year  had  been 
won  by  one  of  the 
Jeddington  Lot — 
born,  bred,  and 
trained  in  the  Jed- 
dington stables. 
It  is  not  given  to 
every  man  to  win 
a  Derby  even  once 
in  a  lifetime. 
Great  men  have 
lived  and  died  and 
never  won  a 
Derby.  ARISTO- 
PHANES and  LORD 
GEORGE  BEN- 
TDJCK  are  exam- 
ples in  point.  But 
old  SIB  THOMAS 

DODD,  Bart.,  had  managed  it.     Regularly  every  year   the    Derby 

winner  had  come  from  .Jeddington,  and  SIB  THOMAS  DODD  had  been 

the  owner. 
But  old  SIB  THOMAS  was  not  immortal,   and,  having  only  a 

nephew,  SIR  TOMMY  TODD,  Junior,  the  time  arrived  when  the 

•  From  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP.— You  've  changed  the  name  i 
It  was  to  have  been  A  Hatful  of  Money.  Why  ? 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor.— Friend  of  my  youth  haven't  you 
ever  heard  of  changing  your  name  for  property  ?  Well,  Sir,  I  think  this 
bporting  Novel  will  be  a  better  property  under  the  new  title.  It  is  enough 
for  me  to  think  so ;  but  I  will  give  a  satisfactorily  artistic  reason  Observe 
it  has  a  secondti&e.  This  is  t£  attract  those  who  never  read  anything  but 

that  section 
more  gente 

find  out  a  j,...,  t  m  .uuguuiu  ucgiuuiug  wim  -- j,  so  as  to  nt  in,  amteratively 
with  "  Jockey,  you  would  be  the  last  person  to  attempt  finding  a  flaw  in  my 
title-deed,  and  the  first  to  send  me  a  congratulatory  letter,  containing  a  rouleau 
ot  real  genuine  "  stuff"-as  we  turfites  call  it.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  been  frank 
and  free  with  you.  "  Honest  JAWLEY  "  was  always  my  name  at  school,  and 
1  am  proud  to  say  that,  as  long  a»I  can  manage  it,  it  shall  be  my  sobriquet 
through  hfe.  You  must  come  down  and  spend  a  couple  of  months  here  with 
1  ve  a  lovely  quiet  horse  for  you— just  the  thing.  Say  when.— J  S 

From  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP.— Highly  satisfactory.  Get  on 
Your  kind  invitation  I  would  avail  myself  of  with  pleasure,  only  your  letter 
does  not  bear  your  address ;  and  the  elderly  lady  who  opened  the  door  in  that 
siding  out  of  Chapel  Street  West  where  your  name  is  engraved  on  the  brass 
plate  under  the  second  bell  handle,  could  give  me  no  information  on  the 
subject.  Drop  me  a  line  here.  Always  ready  to  shake  off  the  business  cob- 
webs, and  rush  into  the  champagney  air  of  the  country.  I  do  not  care  much 
about  hunting ;  but,  if  the  nag  is  very  quiet,  no  one  would  enjoy  a  morning 
on  horseback  more  than  would  yours  truly,  THB  EDITOR. 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor.— All  right.  Old  woman  in  Chapel 
Street  is  a  very  old  servant  m  our  family.  She  's  been  with  the  JAWLEY 
SHARPS  for  years,  and  her  father  and  mother  before  her.  Dear  old  ladv '  I 
still  retain  her  on  my  establishment  for  past  services ;  and,  after  all,  you  know 
to  belong  to  an  old  family  engenders  ties  between  master  and  servant  which 
are  unmtelligible  to  the  parvenu.  Bless  dear  old  MARGERY  !  She 's  very 
deaf,  and  uncommonly  sagacious.  I  don't  think  you'd  get  anything  out  of 
her,  though  she  might  out  of  you.  I  was  annoyed  she  didn't  show  fou  into 
the  dining-room,  and  give  you  luncheon  when  you  called;  but  the  fact  is,  the 
little  bachelor  crib  is  in  such  disorder  when  I  'm  at  my  hunting  quartern,  that 
the  good  old  soul  was  unprepared  for  visitors.  Au  rlvoir  !  fluid  you  come 
down  here  Everything  ready  for  you-gun,  horse,  dogs,  and  French  co™k 
heartily.'j.s!  ^  7  ™'  ""* >S  aU-m:;rely  W  **en.  Yoiu^s, 

Reply  by  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SnARp.-Yes,  I  will  say  "when"  if 
West  -Eof  C0imt17  addre68'  *°  J  6end  thi8  to  ^apel  Street 


uncle  was  compelled  by  the  stern  monitor  of  the  human  race  to 
make  room  for  his  nephew. 

SIB  TOMMY  DODD  came  into  the  estates — worth  about  sixty-five 
thousand  a  year  (Land-tax  redeemed) — hampered  only  by  one  con- 
dition, viz.,  That,  if  he  did  not  lose  three  Derby  s  in  succession,  not 
merely  by  a  neck,  or  a  length,  but  by  his  horse  coining  in  absolutely 
last  of  all,  the  whole  property  would  pass  at  once  to  a  near  relative, 
the  HONOURABLE  PULLMAN  CABB,  who  would  be  saddled  with 
precisely  the  same  condition.  If,  after  trying  several  other  members 
of  the  family,  the  Derby  was  still  being  won  by  the  Jeddington  Lot, 
the  property  was  to  return  to  SIR  TOMMY  TODD,  the  same  condition 
as  before  existing,  and  from  him  to  the  HONOURABLE  PULLMAN 
CABR,  and  so  on  again.  Only  there  was  this  proviso,  that,  if  SIR 
TOMMY  should  marry  and  there  should  appear  a  son  and  heir,  then 
the  HONOURABLE  PULLMAN  CAHH  would  come  into  the  property — 
"  but,"  so  the  wording  of  the  will  went,  "  Not  before  the  Buy." 

Hard  stipulations  to  come  from  the  feathered  goosequill  in  the 
nervous  hand  of  the  old,  good,  kind-hearted,  generous  port-wine- 
drinking,  sport-loving,  venerable  Baronet,  who  thus  passed  away, 
and,  in  making  room  for  his  nephew,  had,  indeed,  struck  Mm  with 
a  feather. 

CHAPTER  II. —  Which  is  the  Favourite  f 

ROUND  the  cheery  fire  in  the  fine  old  ancestral  Music  Hall  be- 
longing to  the  DODDS,  which  had  lately  been  fitted  up  with  a  sliding 
roof  for  the  amusement  of  the  guests  in  winter,  sat  a  pleasant  and 
aristocratic  company. 

"  TOMMY,"  said  the  HONOURABLE  PULLMAN  CABR,  slowly  puffing 
his  regalia.  "  I'll  lay  you  twenty  thousand  pounds  to  a  sovereign 
that  the  Derby  Loser  is  not  in  your  stables  this  year." 

"  Done! "  replied  SIR  TOMMY. 

"  TOMMY  DODD!  TOMMY  DODD!"  cried  several  voices  from  various 
corners  of  the  hall,  "  on  with  you  again ! ' 

"  Done  with  you  all— at  the  price,"  said  SIR  TOMMY,  booking 
the  bets.  "  And  now,"  he  added,  "  suppose  we  go  and  look  at  the 
lot." 

They  all  rose  as  one  man.  The  sporting  instinct  was  strong  on 
them. 

"  I  '11  go  with  you,"  exclaimed  a  light,  ringing,  musical  voice. 

"LADY  Di!"  cried  SLR  TOMMY,  "why  we  shall  be  only  too 
charmed." 

"  Of  course— charmed,"  repeated  the  HONOURABLE  PULLMAN,  in 
his  low  sneering  voice. 

LADY  Dr  regarded  him  with  superlative  disdain.  She  was  a  mar- 
vellously handsome  woman  was  LADY  DIANA  BRITELEIGH,  pos- 
sessed originally  of  locks  that  the  most  raven-ous  raven  might  have 
envied.* 

To  be  a  Blonde,  however,  she  thought  would  suit  her  better.  So 
Blonde  she  became,  and  perhaps  to  Black  she  would  return.  She 
was  highly  popular  with  men,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence, 
equally  adored  by  her  own  sex. 

"  Blonde  is  the  Jeddington  colour  now,  TOMMY,"  she  whispered, 
in  her  sweetest  low  tone.  Hers  was  a  rich  contralto  voice ;  and 
her  highest  speaking-note  was  to  put  it  musically,  "  C  under  line." 

"  Yes,"  she  used  to  say  to  her  sparkling  Mamma,  "  I  am  all  down 
among  the  coals ;  and  my  voice  is  more  like  Newcastle-under- 
Line  than  double  C."  She  was  still  unmarried.  Her  Aunt,  who 
had  married  the  Russian  Prince,  SiEMiorF,  accompanied  her  every- 
where, except  on  the  piano. 

Hanging  on  SIR  THOMAS'S  other  arm  was  the  beautiful  Brunette, 
MRS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE,  the  youngest  widow  in  the  world,  and  the 
most  fascinating  woman  in  the  country.  SIR  THOMAS  looked  from 
one  to  the  other,  and  pressed  the  fair  arm  of  each  alternately. 

"  Where 's  poor  BUTTON,  your  Stud-Groom  ?  "  asked  LADY  Di,  as 
she  passed,  leaning  on  SIR  THOMAS'S  arm,  through  the  door  towards 
the  Training  Stables,  at  the  back  of  the  house. 

"  You  have  only  to  ask,  and  he  will  appear,"  replied  SIR  THOMAS, 
producing  a  clear,  bell-like  whistle,  by  the  most  natural  means 
possible. 

"  How  simple  !  "  exclaimed  MRS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE,  ecstatically ; 
"you  have  everything  at  your  fingers'  ends." 

*  There  are  several  things  I  want  to  ask.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  a  sporting 
man.  But  why  should  a  "  raven  envy  anyone's  locks  "  ?  I  own  to  not  being 
a  skilled  naturalist,  but  have  ravens  locks  ?  You  who  live  so  much  in  the 


meaning,  as  I  gather  from  your  opening  chapter,  unless  you  only  allude  to 
that  exceptional  Derby,  about  four  years  or  so  ago,  which  was  run  in  a  snow- 
storm. Mind  I  don't  pretend  to  any  knowledge  of  sport  myself,  and  trust 
implicitly  to  you.  Only  remember  the  eyes  of  the  Sporting  Public  are  on  you. 
Yours  truly,  THE  EDITOR. 

from  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor. — Dear  EDDY.  I  never  fre- 
quent a  "  Sporting  Public."  You  won't  pickup  the  real  information  there. 
Trust  me.  I'm  in  it.  You  're  not.  Come  down  here,  and  spend  Sunday. 
Best  of  everything  on  hand.  Yours  ever,  J.  S. 

[But  no  address.— ED.] 
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He  pressed  her  gloved  palm  with  his  right  hand,  while  with  his 
left  lie  warmly  grasped  the  little  cight-and-a-quarter  kid  that  con- 
cealed from  the  prying  gaze  the  delicately  turned  lingers  of  the 
lovely  LADY  Di. 

The  HoNOURAiii.E  PULLMAN  CARE  gave  a  low  sneering  laugh,  as, 
linking  his  arm  in  that  of  the  noble  Italian  sportsman,  COUNT 
FutHAiiO  in  NONSENZA,  he  whispered  maliciously,  "Which  is  the 
favourite  ?  " 

At  this  instant  the  gay  party  was  Maidenly  startled  by  a  loud 
report,  followed  hy  a  piercing  shriek,  issuing  from  the  Training 
Stables. 

SIR  THOMAS  burst  open  the  door  and  ran  into  the  yard. 
(To  be  continued.) 


MR.    PUNCH'S    GUIDE    TO    THE    ARMY. 

SECTION  VII. 

ONCERNISG  PROMOTION. 

WHEN  Mr.  Punch  re- 
sumed his  seat  in  the  ante- 
room he  found  his  poor  little 
friend  FIELD-MARSHAL  SIB 
FIUNKY  GKKUI:I:,  K.C.B., 
in  great  distress.  The 
melancholy  and  diminutive 
veteran  was  spelling  over 
an  Army  List  with  the  aid 
of  a  powerful  magnifying 
glass.  Upon  inquiring  the 
cause  of  his  probe's  distress 
Mr.  Punch  was  informed 
that  the  broken-hearted 
Field-Marshal  was  crying 
over  the  fact  that  he  was 
the  Colonel  of  only  one 
Kegiment  instead  of  four. 

<7My  dear  little  friend," 
said  Mr.  Punch,  "you must 
remember  that  the  Colonelcy 
of  a  Regiment  is  only  given 
to  some  venerable  and  dis- 
tinguished warrior  as  a  sort 
of  pension.  Say  that  a  man 

has  fought  and  bled 'for  his  country  ini  half-a-dozen  campaigns,  has 
married,  and  reared  a  large  family,  and  at  seventy  or  eighty  years 
of  age  is  past  work,  and  wants  an  addition  to  his  scanty  pay.  Then 
it  is  that  the  Government  presents  him  with  a  Colonelcy. 

"  Oh,  SIB  FRANK  Y  sees  it  all  now,"  cried  the  little  Field-Marshal, 
clapping  his  hands  with  pleasure.  "  SIB  FRAXKY  understands  now 
why  the  DrKE  OF  CAMBRIDGE  is  Colonel  of  the  Rifle  Brigade,  the 
Royal  Artillery,  a  Regiment  of  Guards,  and  the  17th  Lancers." 

Mr.  Punch  coughed  (to  clear  his  throat),  and  continued  his 
lectures. 

Part  I.  By  Merit.— An  officer  having  chosen  his  Regiment,  his 
next  care  will  be"  to  rise  as  rapidly  as  possible  in  the  ranks  of  the 
Army  List.  His  ambition  will  lead  him  from  Sub-Lieutenant  to 
Lieutenant,  from  Lieutenant  to  Captain,  and  from  thence  to  the 
glories  of  gilt  spurs  and  brass  scabbards.  In  these  days  of  "  selec- 
tion," when  money  goes  for  little  or  nothing,  he  will  have  to  depend 
much  upon  himself,  and  scarcely  at  all  upon  his  banker's  account. 
As  the  Colonel  gives  the  tone  to  the  Regiment,  it  will  be  as  well  for 
him  to  carefully  study  the  peculiarities  of  his  commanding  officer, 
with  a  view  to  forming  his  own  conduct  upon  the  example  set  to 
him.  As  the  Army  is  composed  of  all  sorts  and  manners  of  men,  he 
may  have  to  assume  any  number  of  disguises  as  he  passes  from  bat- 
talion to  battalion.  He  may  rest  assured,  however,  that  one  of  the 
following  "styles"  (with  mild  modifications  calculated  to  suit 
the  variety  of  each  peculiar  case)  may  be  relied  upon  as  a  trust- 
worthy pattern. 

The  Sedate  Style.— Punctuality  on  Parade.  Slight  Sermons  after 
the  reading  of  the  Order-Book.  No  violent  language.  Delight  in 
serious  Penny-Readings.  Patronage  9f  Sunday-Books,  Missions, 
and  Total- Abstinence.  If  the  Colonel  is  very  extreme  (and  has  an 
extreme  Wife),  a  little  Sunday  Preaching  at  the  corners  of  thorough- 
fares may  be  indulged  in  occasionally.  Spectacles  (if  possible, 
tinted)  should  be  adopted  with  this  style. 

The  Soldu-r-like  Style. — Great  smartness.  Orders,  answers,  and 
general  information  snapped  out  in  words  of  one  syllable.  In 
moments  of  excitement  strong  language  may  be  permittted.  Great 
severity  to  be  used  to  culprits  appearing  on  Parade  with  a  button 
badly  polished.  Much  "Military  Shop"  (off  Parade)  should  be 
talked  with  this  style. 

The  Peacock  Style.— Gorgeous  garments  on  all  occasions.  Much 
zeal  for  the  "credit  of  the  Regiment."  Duties  on  Parade  shirked  as 


in iidi  us  possible.  Anxiety  to  be  shown  in  getting  up  Regimental 
Balls,  Regimental  Drags,  Regiment  Harriers,  and  Etegmratal  K.\- 
penses  generally.  A  Breast-Tin  with  the  cypher  of  the  Regiment 
should  be  habitually  worn  with  this  style. 

The  JIiintnriiH.1  Style.— Great  attention  to  be  paid  to  "good  things" 
^.  Laughter  should  always  be  at  hand  to  wel<  ome  the 
ColoneT*  pops.  The  latest  eomio  songs  should  be  rehearsed  daily. 
The  banjo  and  the  bones  should  be  used  with  his.stylc. 

T/ii   lii-iithrrli/  Style.-  A  nick-name  to  bo  adopted  without  hesi- 

tation.     No  objection  to  be  shown  to   practical  jokes.    Individual 

y  to  be  merged  in  the  wealth  of  the  Regiment.     Promissory 

notes  to  be  signed  freely.    The  words  "  dear  old  chappy  "  constantly 

uttered  with  this  style. 

By  adopting  one  ot  thu  abuvu  " rules  of  life"  an  officer  should 
have  little  dittieulty  in  securing  promotion.  It  i  i-y,  how- 

ever, that  he  should  be  careful  to  class  his  Colonel  in  the  proper 
style,  or  the  "  confidential  report"  upon  his  conduct  may  M  the 
reverse  of  satistaetory. 

Part  II.  By  Interest.— If  an  officer  have  sufficient  interest  to 
carry  him  up  the  tree  of  promotion,  he  need  not  trouble  himself 
about  his  surroundings.  If  it  is  known  that  he  is  "  looked 
after  "  at  head-quarters,  Ids  Colonel  will  be  chary  of  writing  any- 
thing to  his  disparagement.  However,  if  he  finds  his  regimental 
duties  a  bnre,  he  should  take  some  steps  to  be  presented  with  a  start' 
appointment.  As  an  aide-dv-cump  he  should  enjoy  the  maximum 
of  comfort  for  the  minimum  of  responsibility. 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  VII. 

Ensign  Eugene.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch,  you  have  just  spoken  of  a 
"  Confidential  Report."  Can  you  kindly  tell  me  what  it  is  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Certainly  my  good  EJJSIGN  EUGENB  of  the  Volun- 
teers. A  "  Confidential  Report "  is  the  document  sent  in  annually 
by  a  Commanding  Officer  to  the  General  of  his  district.  Sooner  or 
later  it  reaches  the  War  Office.  In  this  report  a  sketch  is  given  (con- 
fidentially) of  the  conduct  of  every  officer  of  the  Regiment,  from  the 
senior  Major  down  to  the  junior  subaltern.  Now,  imagine  all.of  you 
that  you  have  to  send  in  a  Cofltidential  Report.  Say  what  conduct 
would  you  consider  meriting  the  censure  of  "  highly  unsatisfac- 
tory." 

Colonel  Charles.  If  I  found  one  of  my  Officers  disrespectful  to 
me.  If  he  addressed  me  without  my  military  title  out  of  the 
training,  and  was  inclined  to  criticise  my  knowledge  of  the  Drill- 
book  when  the  Regiment  was  embodied.  All  this,  Sir,  I  should 
consider  "  highly  unsatisfactory." 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  COLONEL  CHARLES,  of  the  Royal  East  Mud- 
borough  Militia,  I  have  no  doubt  you  would.  And  you,  ENSIGN 
EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers,  what  conduct  would  you  consider 
"  highly  unsatisfactory." 

Ensign  Eugene,  Why,  of  course,  if  he  didn't  pay  his  subscription. 

Mr.  Punch.  And  you,  LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN  GEORGE,  of  the 
Grenadier  Guards  (Green),  can  you  tell  me  ? 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George.  I  should  say  his  conduct  was 
"  highly  unsatisfactory  "  if  he  belonged  to  a  bad  set,  and  was  fool 
enough  to  offend  his  Colonel. 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  pupils,  you  are  all  right,  a  fact  that 
proves  that  a  "confidential  report"  must  always  be  an  exceed- 
ingly valuable  document. 


TO   THE  WAITS. 
(A  pre-dated  Prayer.) 

WHY  banish  slumber  with  your  Yule-tide  lays, 

Scare  sweet  forgetfulness  from  toil-worn  wights, 
And  make  the  month  that  brings  the  Best  of  Days, 
Bring  worst  of  nights  ? 

Let  Sleep  knit  up  the  ravelled  sleave  of  Care ; 

Drive  it  not  from  me  with  your  "  Church  Beth'  Chime," 
I  'm  not  a  sheet,  to  need  an  extra  air 
In  winter  time. 

"  Beautiful  Spring,"  intruding  on  my  snore, 

Comes  down  on  Dreamland  like  a  sudden  blight ; 
A  beautiful  spring  mattress  pleases  best 
In  dead  of  night. 

I  '11  let  you  "  like  a  soldier  fall,"  in  fight, 

Or  'neath  your  tent  in  war-time  lay  your  head  ; 
But,  please,  in  peace  let  me  have  out  my  night, 
In  my  tent  bed. 

At  least  be  sure  that  when,  on  Boxing  Day, 

Beadle  and  bell-ringer  besiege  my  gate, 
For  clink  of  coin  their  music  to  repay, 

The  Waits  may— wait! 
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HOW    WE    MANAGE    OUR    LITTLE    AFFAIRS    OF    THE    HEART    AT    BRIGHTON. 


SCHOOL-BOAEDS  AND  SWINE. 

Parochial  Pig  squeaks — 

TnEBE  was  a  certain  Shearer,  on  a  time  who  chose  to  ply 
His  shears  upon  a  pachyderm,  the  tenant  of  a  stye : 
With  copious  clamour  and  scant  fleece  his  labour  was  repaid ; 
"  Great  cry  and  little  wool,"  still  lives,  the  saw  in  that  case  made. 

Great  cry  of  "  Education  "  rings  on  all  sides  in  our  ears, 
But  little  wool  that  we  can  see  for  all  the  talk  appears. 
Whilst  public  men,  declaiming,  vent  their  platitudes  outworn, 
And  School-Boards  fight,  small  scholars  and  Ratepayers  are  shorn. 

Good. Gentlemen  and  Ladies — for  'mongst  rights  of  Womankind, 
The  right  to  sit  on  School-Boards  now  is  won  by  strength  of  mind — 
One  question  to  your  wisdom  let  your  close-shorn  Pigs  commend  ; 
That  is,  how  much  have  you  to  show  for  all  that  you  expend  ? 

Nor  deem  them  sordid  swine  if  they  another  point  propose, 
As  doubtful  of  the  good  and  use  for  which  their  money  goes. 
With  so  much  bricks-and-mortar,  and  sites  for  building  bought, 
And  all  that 's  spent  in  teaching,  after  all,  how  much  is  taught  'i 

How  much  do  you  imagine  that  a  Schoolboy,  as  a  rule, 
Learns  from  his  masters,  not  at  Board,  but  e'en  at  Boarding  School  ? 
Learns,  to  retain  in  after  years,  and  turn  to  use  and  boot  ? 
Inform  us,  you  that  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 

How  much  beyond  those  Rudiments,  the  R's  in  number  three, 
Learn  ninety-nine  in  a  hundred  boys  at  a  fair  Academic ? 
Beyond  that  useful  triad  what  do  the  Million  know  ? 
Is  it  worth  paying  to  drive  more  into  small  heads  below  ? 

What  know  the  multitude  of  men  whom  boys  at  school  you  knew, 
But  the  Three  R's,  if  all  the  three,  beyond  the  studious  few? 
And  did  you  e'er  bethink  yourselves,  fond  mother,  thoughtful  sire, 
How  many  of  your  little  ones  e'er  more  learning  will  acquire  ? 

That  question  may  have  ne'er  yet  crossed  the  philanthropic  mind, 

That  looks  to  general  good  with  eye  to  nearer  objects  blind. 

With  views  enlarged,  and  thoughts  beyond  a  narrower  sphere  that 

roam, 
Oft  workeis  for  the  public  weal  omit  the  care  of  home. 


And  doth  it  much  the  public  or  parochial  weal  concern 

That  gutter  children  should  be  taught  more  than  most  home  youth 

learn  P 

Too  much  attempt  not,  if  you  're  wise  :  the  million  who  've  to  pay 
The  Education-tax  don't  like  their  money  thrown  away. 


MORE  CONFERENCES  THAN  ONK. 

CONFERENCES  are  suggested  on  the  following  very  urgent 
Eastern  questions : — 

What  can  be  done  with  the  poor  of  Bethnal  Green  ? 

What  improvements  can  be  made  in  the  lodging-houses  of 
Clerkenwell  ? 

What  can  be  done  for  the  education  of  the  children  of  Shoreditch  ? 

How  can  two-thirds  of  the  Shad  well  public-houses  be  closed  ? 

What  can  be  done  to  protect  the  Sailors  of  the  Docks  from 
robbery  ? 

How  can  a  proper  observance  of  Sunday  be  made  popular  in 
Whitechapel  ? 

How  can  feelings  of  equity  be  instilled  into  the  bosoms  of  the 
inhabitants  of  Houndsditch  ? 

How  can  the  London  Fields  be  made  capable  of  further  improve- 
ment '? 

Fow  can  "  penny  gaffs  "  be  abolished  ? 

How  are  the  amusements  of  cheap  Music  Halls  to  be  regulated  ? 

How  is  the  drainage  to  be  improved  in  the  poor  neighbourhoods 
near  the  Tower  ? 

And,  lastly,  why  are  people  more  interested  in  the  Turks  of  Bul- 
garia than  the  Arabs  of  London '' 


Politics  in  the  Pulpit. 

IF  the  Licerpool  Post  has  not  been  hoaxed,  MR.  SPUROEON,  the 
other  Sunday,  took  occasion  to  pray  for  a  change  of  Ministers,  and 
said,  "Let  not  the  extraordinary  folly  of  our  rulers  lead  our 
country  into  war."  Should  he  not  rather  have  prayed  that  they 
might  nave  the  extraordinary  wisdom  to  keep  us  out  of  it  ? 


A  VERT  BAD  JUDGE.— The  Man  who  tries  his  Friends. 
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HARLEQUIN    GOSCHEN ; 

OR,   THE   CRAFTY  KHEDIVE   AND   THE   COLLAPSING   CANDLE. 

(A  Present  for  the  Pantomime.  Writert.) 
CLOWN.  "  HERE  'S  A  LARK  !     I  'M  BURNING  IT  AT  BOTH  EXDS! .'  " 
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KNIGHTS    OF    THE    THISTLE. 

SM.VHT  "City  men  who  give  half- 
crowns  to  box-keepen. 
llores  who  '-all  upon  literary 
101 11  at  the  busiest  time  of  the  day. 
Silly  persons  who  send  subjects 
for  Cartoons  to  Punch. 

Unprincipled 
I  who  scud  Mr. 
Punch     his     own 
jokes,  a  week  old, 
OB  original. 

Fussy  nobodies 
who  convene  sub ur- 
ban meetings  to 
consider  questions 
of  imperial  impor- 
tance. 

"  Comic  "  Actors 
who  supplement 
thei  r  Authors'  words 
with  balderdash  of 
their  own. 

Four-fifths  of  the 
"  plungers"  on  the 
Stock  Exchange. 

Young  Gentle- 
men who  go  on  to 
the  Turf. 

Amateur  Actors,  as  a  rule. 
Amateur  Authors,  with  scarcely  an  exception. 
Believers  in  Spiritualism  who  are  cheated  but  do  not  cheat. 
"  Constant  Readers  "  who  write  to  the  newspapers  about  the  state 
of  the  weather. 
Volunteer  Firemen. 
Some  of  the  oilieials  at  the  War  Office. 
Many  of  the  officials  at  the  Admiralty. 
Practical  jokers. 

Silly  Subalterns  who  are  fond  of  "  bear-fighting." 
Noodles  who  tell  lone  stories. 
Ladies'  Men  generally. 

Idiots  who  indulge  in  dangerous  figures  on  the  Skating  Rinks. 
Snobs  who  create  disturbances  in  places  of  public  entertainment. 
Shouters  of  treason  and  writers  of  ribaldry. 
People  with  missions. 
Sneerers  at  Morality. 
Scoffers  at  Religion. 
Mock  cynics  and  sham  philosophers. 

And,  lastly,  all  other  Donkeys  whose  particular  characteristics 
have  not  been  set  forth  in  the  above  list. 


SONGS  TOR  THE  SLUMS. 

SOMEBODY  or  other  has  been  somewhere  or  other  reported  to  have 
said  to  somebody  or  other  that,  if  he  had  the  making  of  the  songs  of 
a  nation,  it  would  not  matter  much  who  had  the  making  of  its  laws. 
Had  Mr.  Punch  let  fall  this  saying,  there  might  have  been  some 
truth  in  it ;  for  not  many  Acts  of  Parliament  can  ever  he  so  bene- 
ficial to  the  British  Nation  as  the  poetry  of  Punch.  Parliament, 
indeed,  might  quickly  shut  up  shop  if  the  country  listened  solely  to 
the  wisdom  of  its  Punch.  But  unluckily  it  happens  that  the  songs 
of  Mr.  Punch  are  not  the  only  ones  now  published,  and  there  is 
abundance  of  good  work  in  store  for  Parliament  to  counteract  the 
evil  influence  of  the  bad  songs  which  are  made. 

Only  fancy  what  egregious  fools  would  sit  in  Parliament  if  the 
law-makers  of  England  were  selected  from  the  writers  of  its  popular 
street-songs !  Imagine  what  a  farce  legislation  would  become  if  the 
genius  who  produced,  say,  "  Tommy,  make  room  for  your  Uncle,' 
were  entrusted  with  the  task  of  training  an  amendment  to  the 
Education  Act,  or  of  bringing  in  a  Bill  to  codify  our  Civil  Law 
And  conceive  what  weighty  wisdom  from  Punch  and  other  law- 
givers is  required  by  way  of  antidote  to  the  folly  of  the  balderdash 
squalled  nightly  at  the  Music  Halls,  whence  it  quickly  is  exported 
wholesale  to  permeate  the  slums. 

As  it  is  probable  that  LORD  BEACONSFIELD,  or  even  MR.  GLAD- 
M ONI:,  but  seldom  pays  a  visit  to  these  places  of  amusement,  we 
think  it  well  for  his  enlightenment,  and  that  of  other  Legislators 
to  put  forth  a  few  specimens  of  songs  that  might  be  popular  at  any 
of  our  Music  Halls,  if  sung  by  vulgar  singers  and  set  to  silly  tunes. 

(Specimen  JVo.  1.) 
"I'M  SUCH  A  BASHFUL  MAX!" 


One  day  I  strolled  down  Piccadilly, 
Where  a  scrumptious  Gal  I  met. 


Her  eyes  they'd  knock  a  feller  silly  ; 

Her  hair  it  was  as  black  as  jet. 
"  By  Jove !  "  thinks  I,  soon  as  I  spied  her, 

""Here's  good-bye  to  MAHY  Ax>- !  " 
And  so  next  step  I  hopped  beside  her, 

'Cos  I  'm  such  a  Bashful  Man  ! 

"  Good  morning,  Miss,"  says  I,  politely. 

"  Does  your  Mammy  know  you  're  out '' " 
Thin  I  iquoze  her  fingers  tightly, 

\\  liii-h  it  made  her  lips  lo  pout. 
Her  shawl  I  oll'crcil  tor  to  carry — 

(  IMC  should  he  civil  when  one  can— 
Then  I  axed  her  for  to  marry, 

'Cos  I  'm  such  a  Bashful  Man  ! 

Inil  AD  <»i,  and  so  on.  <•  nr  AH  i:i  .it-lading  the 

fiifiiret,  accompanied  '*/'  n. »/•.•,«  with  many  mvntilng  winks  and 
gestures,  and  tumultuous  applause.') 

(Specimen  No.  2.) 
"  SPANKING    JOE." 

I  'M  a  rollicking  cadger  as  poor  as  a  rat, 
But  I  'm  bold  as  a  badger,  and  'cute  as  a  cat : 
I  'm  a  sweep  by  purfession,  but  prigging  I  do, 
Which  at  Clerkenwell  Session  I  "ve  made  my  deboo. 

Chorus  (in  which  tin'  r/ili</h/fin'i/  audience  join) — 
Oh,  ain't  I  just  a  jolly  blade,  the  pace  oh  don't  I  go ! 
The  gals  all  fall  in  love  with  me,  they  call  me  Spanking  JOE  ! 

With  the  glo_ves  I  'm  a  wunner,  I  'm  up  to  all  guards, 
And  you  '11  find  me  a  stunner  at  forcing  the  cards  : 
I  'm  a  bit  of  a  lusher,  and  when  I  've  a  drop 
I  '11  knock  any  Crusher  all  over  the  shop  ! 

Chorus  (with  rapture  at  this  hit  at  the  constituted  authorities) — 
Oh,  ain't  I  just  a  jolly  blade,  the  pace  oh  don't  I  go ! 
There  ain't  a  Peeler  has  the  pluck  to  face  old  Spanking  JOE! 

1  attends  all  the  races,  I  plays  on  the  floot, 
Like  a  Nigger's  my  face  is,  as  black  as  a  boot : 
My  address  if  you  axes,  of  the  street  I  've  the  key, 
And  I  don't  pay  no  taxes,  'cept  for  corfy  and  tea. 

Chorus  (with  a  snapping  of  the  fingers  at  the  Tar- Collector) — 
Oh,  ain't  I  just  a  jolly  blade,  the  pace  oh  don't  I  go ! 
Of  Income-tax  I  ain't  afraid,  my  fortin  is  too  low ! 

(Specimen  Xo.  3.) 
"PRETTY    POLLY   POUTER." 

PRETTY  POLLY  POUTER, 

She  'a  a  reg'lor  out-and-outer, 
For  she  won  a  pri/e  for  beauty  at  a  Barmaid  Show : 

She  looks  so  'ristocratie, 

Though  she  lives  in  a  back  attic, 
And  her  mother  keeps  a  milk-walk  in  the  slums  of  Pimlico ! 

She  can  chaff  a  cove  so  sweetly, 

She  can  tog  herself  so  neatly  ; 
She 's  a  skirt  of  scarlet  satin  trimmed  with  poppies  in  full  blow: 

And  she  sports  a  pink  silk  bonnet, 

With  blue  butterflies  upon  it, 
Which  astonishes  the  milk- walk  in  the  slums  of  Pimlico ! 

Since  first  I  saw  Miss  POLLY 

I  've  been  took  quite  melancholy, 
For  I  asked  her  if  she  'd  have  me,  and  she  said,    Oh,  dear  me,  no ! " 

Now  I  feel  my  heart  is  blighted, 

For  I  ne'er  can  be  united 
To  sweet  pretty  POLLY  POUTEK  in  the  slums  of  Pimlico ! 


Lord  Salisbury's  Mission. 

Il  is  encouraging  to  have  learnt,  by  various  special  telegrams, 
that  LOBD  SALISBURY'S  Mission  has  prospered  hitherto  to  the  extent 
of  his  Lordship's  partaking  of  sixteen  grand  dinners,  private  and 
official,  during  his  progress  to  the  East. 

The  postprandial  result  appears  to  have  been  equally  satisfactory  ; 
for  a  very  special  sub-marine  telegram  from  Rome  declares  that 
his  Lordship's  journey  has  "  increased  his  hopes  of  the  peaceful 
result  of  the  Conference." 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  add  that  the  telegram  concludes  by 
stating,  that  our  noble  Representative  at  the  proposed  Conference 
waste  "DINE"  at  eight  o'clock  with  SIR  AUGUSTUS  PAGET  at  the 
Embassy  at  Porta  Pia. 
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-- 


SPLITTING    THE    DIFFERENCE.' 


Preslytr.rian  Minister  (portentously).  "  J.»VIE<,  THIS  is  AVERT  DREADFUL  THING!    You  HAVE  HEARD  THERE  is  ONE  POUM>  MISSING 

FROM   TDK    BoX  I" 

James  (the  Beadle,  who  is  strotujly  suspected).   "'DEED,  SIR,  so  THEY  WERE  i  ELLIN'  ME  — 
Minister  (solemnly).   "  JAMKS  !  YOU  AND  I  ALONE  HAD  AIJCESS  TO  THAT  Box  -  •" 
James.  "IT'S  JUST  AS  YE  SAV,  SIR—  IT  MUST  LIE  BETWEEN  us  TWA!    AN'  THE  BEST  WAY'LL 
AN'  I  'I.L  PAY  TUB  TITIIKR,  AN'  SAY  NA'  MAIR  ABOOT  ir  !  " 


YOU  TO  PAY  THE  TAB  HXLF, 


THE  MORAL  BUTTERMA.N. 

(A  Romance  in  One  Act.) 

SCENE—  A  Butter  Shop.    Moral  Butterman  discovered  reading 
"  The  Christian  Universe." 

Enter  Lady  Customer. 

Moral  Butterman.  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Miss,  this  afternoon? 

Lady  Customer.  Oh,  thank  you,  I  only  wanted  a  pound  of 
butter. 

Moral  Butterman.  Yes,  Miss,  certainly,  Miss.  What  quality 
would  you  like  ? 

Lady  Customer.  What  have  you  ? 

Moral  Butterman.  Well,  here  is  a  very  nice,  well-flavoured, 
article  we  call  "  Butterine,"  which  we  can  afford'  to  do  at  One- 
and-Two.  We  have  a  large  sale  for  it.  It  is  composed  of  Thames 
skimmings  and  clarified  grease.  It  gives  great  satisfaction.  Will 
you  taste  it  ? 

Lady  Customer.  Oh,  dear,  no.    Have  you  nothing  else  ? 

Moral  Butterman  (cheer fully).  Yes,  Miss.  Here  is  another  still 
better  flavoured  article,  which  we  call  "Oleo-margarine."  I  cannot 
tell  you  of  what  it  is  composed,  as  it  is  imported  by  the  ton.  We 
sell  a  large  quantity,  and  at  as  low  a  price  as  One-and-Three.  I 
think  if  you  tasted  it,  perhaps  ? 

Lady  Customer.  Oh  no,  thank  you.  Then  you  have  nothing 
else? 

Moral  Butterman.  Not  at  the  price,  Miss ;  except  our  celebrated 
"  Bosh."  We  do  know  what  that  is  made  of.  It  is  composed  of 
beef-fat  and  other  harmless  materials,  together  with  a  sufficient 
amount  of  water. 

Lady  Customer.  Oh,  thank  you !    Good  evening ! 

Moral  Butterman.  Then  you  won't  try  the  "  Bosh,"  Miss  ?    We 


have  some  first-rate  Devonshire  butter  at  two  shillings,  but  it  has 
nothing  like  the  flavour  of  the  others. 

Lady  Customer.  I  should  hope  not.     If  you  can  warrant  it,  give 
me  half  a  pound,  and  let  me  go.    I  don't  feel  well. 

[Lady  is  served,  and  exit.       Moral  Butterman  groans,   and 
resumes  "  The  Christian  T'/nrerse." 
Curtain. 


More  Eisily  Wanted  than  Got. 

TIIR  following  advertisement  has  been  extensively  circulated  in 
the  South  of  Ireland  :— 

TO  CLERGYMEN.— WANTED,  for  n  small  Seaside  Parish  in  the 
diocese  of  Cork,  which  has  been  vacant  some  months,  a  steady  married 
C  LERGYM  AN,  between  forty  and  forty-five  years  of  age,  as  Kector.  Must  be 
a  Gentleman  by  birth,  education,  and  manners,  of  high  intellectual  attain- 
ments, a  brilliant  and  persuasive  preacher,  a  sound  Protestant,  strictly 
evangelical,  untinged  by  either  High  or  liroad  Church  opinions,  and,  as  the 
congregation  is  largely  composed  of  Ladies,  a  diligent  and  pleasing  visitor. 
He  must  possess  agreeable  social  qualities,  and  be  of  prepossessing  appearance. 
The  stipend  being  small,  ample  private  means  are  essential.  To  a  Gentleman 
of  an  amiable  or  compliant  disposition  this  would  prove  a  desirable  post.  No 
one  need  apply  in  whom  the  foregoing  qualifications  are  not  combined. — For 
further  particulars  apply,  &c.,  &c. 

A  fine  illustration  of  demand  and  supply  in  the  "  open  market." 
It  shows  how  .Disestablishment  must  be  working  to  improve  the 
quality  of  the  article  "  ? 


TITLE  FOB  W.  E.  G.  (when  he  takes  his  Peerage).— LORD  PENMAEN- 
MAWB. 
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THE    AMATEUR    TENOR    AT    HOME. 

Mrs.  Broicn  (in  the  midst  of  the  lovely  prcliule  to  Gounod's  "  ilaid  of  Athens,"  which  melody 

Brown  is  />i-<i>/i -ilnij  /or  the  Smiths'  party).    "  WOULD  you GIVE    BABT ONK  or   TIIOBB 

lVwi>Fi:«,  JAMES,  OR  DO  YOU THINK  A LINSEED  POULTICK  WILL  BO?" 


A  BRITISH  FETE  FOR  FRANCE. 

THE  Members  of  the  French  Senate,  and  Chamber  of  Deputies  too,  have  lately  received 
a  vt TV  acceptable  present  all  round;  to  wit,  a  copy  of  MR.  C.  HILL'S  prize  essay,  entitled 
Sun  i  In  if,  containing  an  introductory  letter  by  that  prince  of  living  letter- writers  and  polemics, 
MR.  GLADSTONE.  This  useful  and  appropriate  gift  was  also  accompanied  by  a  letter  from 
the  donors,  the  President  and  Secretary  of  the  Committee  of  the  Working  Men's  Lord's  Day 
Rest  Association,  on  the  part  of  that  Society.  The  presentees  are  severally  addressed  as 
follows : — 

"  SIR, — Will  you  do  the  Committee  of  this  Association  the  honour  of  accepting  the  accompanying 
little  book,  entitled  Sutid<iy :  its  Influences  on  Health  and  Xationai  1'roiperity  f  The  observance  of  the 
Sabbath  Day  has  been  an  incalculable  blessing  to  Great  Britain,  and  it  is  the  desire  of  the  Working  Men 
and  others  connected  with  this  Association  to  see  their  brethren  and  sisters  in  France  enabled,  like  them- 
selves, to  enjoy  the  Sabbath  as  a  day  of  rest  from  labour.  We  regret  to  learn  that  in  France  and  other 
Continental  countries  labour  is  carried  on  to  a  great  extent  on  the  Lord's  Day,  and  we  feel  that  if  prac- 
tical measures  could  be  devised  for  promoting  the  obs? rvance  of  the  Sabbath,  and  reducing  the  amount  of 


!  iy  l.ibour  to  that  which  i«  ncrcfsary,  a  great 
would  descend  on  the  French  nation." 


The  above  appeal  has  elicited  the  most 
satisfactory  answers.  This  is  ono  of 

them  :  — 

Permit  me,  (Jmtli-mi-n,  to  offer  you 
milliards  of  thanks  for  your  valuable  tr:ict 
on  Sunday  by  the  eminent  HILL,  in  addi- 
tion to  one  of  the  celebrated  letters  of  your 
incomparable  Protestant  ex-Minister,  SIR 
GLADSTONES. 

It  is  admirable  the  zeal  which,  in  the  face 
of  grave  preoccupations,  has  forced  you  to 
engage  your  minds  with  the  subject  of 
Sunday  ;  and  that  for  others  who  do  not 
think  of  it  themselves. 

One  is  astonished  to  see  that  British 
Workmen,  for  whom  the  law  has  made  the 
Sunday  after  their  six  days'  labour  a  day 
of  repose,  arc  not  satisfied  themselves  to 
rest  and  be  thankful,  but,  besides,  seek  to 
oblige  people  not  at  all  sleepy  to  desist 
from  enjoying  that  festival  by  passing  it  in 
their  own  way. 

Still  more  ama/cd  is  one  in  finding  that 
Workmen  of  Britain,  for  whom  their  in- 
dustries might  be  imagined  employment 
more  than  full,  not  only  labouring  out  of 
work  hours  to  impose  inaction  during 
Sunday  upon  their  compatriots,  but  also 
exhorting  the  French  legislature  to  in- 
stitute throughout  the  whole  of  France  the 
British  Sunday.  One  thinks  that  working 
tailors,  shoemakers,  carpenters,  bricklayers, 
painters,  plumbers,  and  glaziers  would  nave 
quite  enough  to  do  to  attend  to  their  avoca- 
tions, and  busy  themselves  solely  with  their 
needles,  awls,  saws,  planes,  axes,  chisels, 
hods,  trowels,  solder,  paint,  and  putty.  To 
abandon  their  own  business  for  the  study 
of  our  welfare  is  too  generous. 

It  is  your  desire  to  see  the  enjoyment  of 
the  Sabbath  as  a  day  of  rest  from  labour 
made  compulsory  on  those  whom  you 
affectionately  call  your  brothers  and  sisters 
in  France.  This  is,  indeed,  a  fraternal  idea. 
It  is  even  more  fraternal  than  Christian 
fraternity.  You  wish  your  brothers  and 
your  sisters  to  enjoy  Sunday  in  the  English 
mode,  and  likewise  to  enjoy  the  Sabbath. 
Consequently,  your  fraternity  embraces 
also  the  Jews.  Do  you  wish  us  all  to  enjoy. 
in  doing  nothing,  both  the  seventh  day  ana 
the  first  ? 

In  England  you  are  so  happy  as  to  have 
no  places  of  amusement  open  on  Sunday 
but  the  public  -houses,  and  those  shut 
during  hours  of  worship.  It  is  your  desire 
to  close  them  altogether  for  the  whole  day. 
You  would  advise  us  also  to  shut  up  all 
restaurants  and  refreshment-rooms,  and. 
as  well,  all  galleries  of  art  and  science,  ana 
every  museum,  to  say  nothing  of  theatres  : 
besides  to  prohibit  all  races,  dancing,  and 
each  possible  kind  of  recreation  on  Sabbaths 
and  Sundays.  That  is  how  you  invite  us  to 
enjoy  the  Sunday  and  the  Sabbath,  and  by 
legislation  to  compel  everybody  else  to  do 
the  same.  We  thank  you  profoundly  for 
that  so  kind  invitation,  which,  however,  the 
insuperable  opinions  and  sentiments  of  the 
French  People  compel  'us  to  decline. 

Accept,  Gentlemen,  the  assurance  of  my 
distinguished  consideration. 

TOUTMONCEIL. 


A  Sign  of  the  Times. 

PORTENTOUS  display  of  Ritualism !  Where 
are  the  comments  of  the  Record  and  the 
Rock  on  this  last  notable  sign  of  the  times  ? 
We  observe  that  even  at  the  Mayor's 
Banquet  at  Birmingham,  the  other  day,  a 
CHAMHERLAIN  was  present  with  a 
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NOTES    FROM   OUR   WELL-INFORMED    MAN. 

(Public  and  Confidential  Addresses  to  the  Editor.) 

HESE  are  days,  Sir,  in 
which,  a  Journal  is  be- 
hind the  Times,  and 
behind  the  Telegraph, 
too,  for  the  matter  of 
that,  if  not  posted  up 
not  only  in  the  latest 
news,  but  also  in  such 
details  of  private  in- 
telligence, highly  - 
spiced,  pressed  and 
condensed,  of  course, 
as  may  interest  and 
delight  its  millions 
of  readers,  and  place 
them  in  that  enviable 
position  recognised  by 
all  as  "  behind  the 
scenes."  As  to  the 
pleasures  and  charms 
of  being  "  behind  the 
scenes,  that  will  be 
a  subject  for  another 
letter.  But  as  a 
paper  is  nothing  with- 
out its  gossip,  and 
its  scandal,  allow  me 
to  be  your  Gossip, 
though  heaven  fore- 
fend  I  should  be  your 
Scandal. 

I  do  not  profess  to 
give  anything  politi- 
cal— I  may  ;  but  this 
is  not  my  object.  I 
shall  not  present  you 
with  tit  bits  about  our 
dear  BEACONSFIELD.  No,  Sir.  Lejeu  nevautpas  lachandeUe.  The 
Jew  is  not  worth  the  scandal,  as  Gwendolen  might  have  said  of  Daniel 
Deronda.  Ah !  why  did  not  GEORGE  ELIOT  adopt  the  motto  I 
suggested  to  that  talented  Authoress  :— 

"  C'est  1'amour,  1'  amour,  1' amour, 
Qui  fait  le  Dan' I  Deronda." 

But  perhaps  it  wasn't  good  enough  for  her.  But  to  business.  I 
am  Your  Well-informed  Man.  I  send  this  letter  now  on  the  spot, 
because  I  happen  to  know  that  you  will  not  get  one  from  that  flighty 
Gentleman  who  goes  about  calling  himself  "  Your  Representative.*' 
"  But  that  I  am  prevented  by  a  severe  cold,"  as  the  Ghost  of 
Hamlet's  father  said,  "I  could  a  tale  unfold  "about  the  above- 
mentioned  Contributor,  which  would  make  your  quills  stand  on 
end,  like  those  of  the  fretful  Porcupine. 

By  the  way,  what  a  voluminous  writer  the  Porcupine  ought  to 
be,  if  he  'd  only  been  brought  up  to  it.  But  I  suppose  he  never  got 
over  the  invention  of  steel  pens  ? 

I  met  Your  Representative  going  off  into  the  country  with — well, 
that 's  no  business  of  mine,  of  course— only  if  he  sends  you  any  of 
what  he  calls  his  criticisms  (!  !  ! -7-011  my  word,  I  can't  find  enough 
notes  of  exclamation — for  "admiration''  is  not  the  word  I  want- 
to  express  my  intense  astonishment  at  his  unblushing  effrontery), 
you  may  take  my  word  for  it — and  I  '11  meet  him  anywhere  after- 
wards— coffee  for  two,  and  pistols  for  one  (myself) — that  he  has 
not  been  to  the  Theatre  he  professes  to  write  about.  As  I  am  the 
Well-informed  Man,  let  me  prove  it.  I  will  tell  you  what  is  doing 
everywhere,  and  what  is  going  to  be  done.  You  shall  be  with  me  a 
privileged  person  behind  the  scenes. 

Drury  Zone.— MR.  CHATTERTON  has  determined  upon  producing 
The  Critic.  The  after-piece  will  be  an  Appeal  to  the  Public ;  of 
course,  there  will  be  no  pantomime  at  this  house. 

The  VOKKS  Family  are  staying  at  Hawarden,  and  MR.  GLADSTONE 
takes  lessons  in  Sanskrit  every  morning,  before  breakfast,  from  Mu. 
FRED  YOKES.  In  the  Afternoon  the  ex-Premier,— or,  as  he  is  called 
at  Hawarden,  the  Axe-Premier, — goes  about  axing  riddles  and  cut- 
ting jokes  for  dinner. 

At  the  Adelphi  and  Princess's,  MR.  WILLS,  author  of  Charles,  his 
Friend,  and  other  capital  Farces,  will  do  the  Pantomimes.  He  has 
not  yet  chosen  the  subjects. 

At  the  Folly.— It  is  whispered  in  my  ear  that  MR.  HENRY  IRVING 
*ifl  aPE«ar  here  in  a  round  of  his  favourite  characters  after  Christ- 
mas<  The  roof  will  be  heightened,  and  the  stage-door  very  consi- 
derably enlarged  to  allow  of  his  entrance.  He  is  to  play  in  one 
new  piece  adapted  from  the  French,  entitled  Cmitts  qni  Coutts. 
Great  things  are  expected— as  they  always  have  been. 


MLLE.  CKAITMONT  has  presented  MR.  E.  PIGOTT,  the  Licenser  of 
Plays,  with  a  new  French  Dictionary  as  a  souvenir.  There  was 
a  private  performance  of  Madame  attend  Monsieur  at  the  LOKD 
CHAMBERLAIN'S  Office.  The  part  of  Monsieur  by  the  courteous  and 
amiable  licenser. 

MR.  DAVID  JAMES  is  engaged  on  a  Volume  of  Sermons.  He  will 
retire  from  the  Stage  after  the  3,000th  night  of  Our  Soys.  His 
only  objection  to  becoming  a  Clergyman  is  purely  technical.  He 
says  he  cannot  believe  in  the  success  of  any  Establishment  that 
admits  Orders. 

When  I  was  in  Dorsetshire,  I  heard  that  Temple  Bar  was  coming 
down,  though  by  what  train  was  uncertain.  Besides  these  gems  of 
information,  I  could  give  you.  several  highly  interesting  and  equally 
true,  about  most  of  our  Public  Men,  but  I  think  the  above  are  suffi- 
cient to  prove  that  I  am  what  I  profess  to  be, 

YOUR  WELL-INFORMED  MAN. 


A  DISINTERESTED  COLUMN. 

NOTICE   TO   CANDIDATES   FOR   MATRICULATION  AT  THE 
LONDON  UNIVERSITY.— A  FINAL  READING  up  of  Punch's  ]>,„•!,;!- 
Hook  for  1877   absolutely  necessary.    Terms  for  one  Poelcet-Book,  ILilf-a- 
Crown. 

DAYLIGHT  REFLECTED  EVERYWHERE  by  the  Light  Literature 
in  Punch's  Pocket- Book  for  1877. 

HOW  COLD   IT  HAS   BEEN.— But  one  glance  at  Punch's  Pocket- 
Book  for  1877  warms  the  heart  and  shakes  the  sides.     The  most  season- 
able  and   suitable   Present    for    Birthdays,    Weddings,    and    all    Christmas 
Festivities. 

"  "WHAT  AM   I?"— NOTHING  without    Punch's    Pocket-Book  for 
VV      1877.    "  Full  of  thought,  and  well  worth  Half-a-Crown." 

WHY  GIVE  MORE  ?— Punch's  Pocket-Book  does  not  cost  one  half- 
penny over  Two-and-sbtpence.     Post  free  for  an  additional  Twopence. 

HOW  TO    RESTORE    THE    MUSCULAR    MOVEMENT  GENE- 
RALLY.— Buy  Punch's  Pocket-Book  for  1877,  and  laugh  like  a  sun- 
beam and  dance  like  a  bird.     Only  2s.  Gd. 

SEVEN  SHILLINGS  PER  TON  FOR  COAL  reads  like  a  misprint, 
but  there  can  be  no  mistake  about  Two-and-sixpencefor.PM«<:A's  Pocket- 
Book  for  1877.    The  cheapest  thing  out. 

DO    YOU    WANT    LUXURIANT    HAIR    AND    WHISKERS  ?— 
All  information  on  every  subject  worth  knowing  is  to  be  found  in 
Punch's  Pocket-Bonk  for  1877. 

THE  EASTERN   QUESTION  answered  satisfactorily  af  85,    Fleet 
Street,  E.C.,  by  the  appearance  of  Punch's  Pocket-Book  for  1877-    Price 
Two-and-sixpence.    Great  Reduction  of  the  original  stock  within  a  few  days, 
on  taking  a  quantity. 

LL    STATESMEN,    Government    Officials,    and    Diplomatists   use 
Punch's  Pocket-Book  for  1877- 

PERFECTLY  SAFE   INVESTMENT,  WITHOUT  RISK.— Only 
Half-a-Crown  for  Punch's  Pocket-Book  for  1877. 

milEY  ALL  DO   IT  !  "— WHAT  ?— Why,    I  my   Punch's  Pm-krt- 
JL     Book  for  1877. 

T71URNISH  YOUR  HOUSE  at  85,  Fleet  Street,  with  Punch's  Pockct- 
JD      Book  for  1877. 


A  Beacon  for  Beaconsfield. 

'WARE  your  Admiralty's  masters 
Still  incurring  fresh  disasters^: 
Ships  colliding,  sunk,  or  sinking, 
Safety  valves  for  lack  of  thinking 
Out  of  order,  and  exploding 
Boilers,  ill  in  warfare  boding  ; 
Arctic  voyage  stopped  by  scurvy. 
Why  ?    No  lime  juice  '(    Topsy-turvy, 
Such  mishaps'  concatenations 
Oft  have  turned  Administrations ! 


TECHNICAL   EDUCATION.  —  Motto  for  Lady  Helps:    "Learn  to 
labour  and  to  wait."— Longfel/nn-. 


A  HINT  FOR  THE  CONFERENCE. — What  Ottomans  were  made  for. 
To  be  sat  upon. 

LAMENTS  OVER  TEMPLE-BAB. — CHILDISH. 
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THE    TOOTH    THAT    WONT    COME    OUT. 


THE  REV.  AUTUUB  TOOTH,  having,  been  inhibited  from  playing 
Mats  b\-  the  Court  of  Arches,  a  "  large  and  enthusiastic  meetinsr" 
of  his  habitual  audiences  was  held  at  St.  James's,  Hatcham,  the 
other  evening,  "  to  protest  against "  his  inhibition,  "  and  to  express 
sympathy  with  him."  According  to  the  Post : — 

"  In  moving  the  third  resolution,  which  pledged  the  meeting  to  withhold  all 
moral,  personal,  and  pecuniary  support  from  any  Prieet '  intruded  into  their 
parish,'  MR.  KOHEKT  TOOTH,  the  patron  of  the  living,  observed  that  the 
Vicar's  conduct  had  been  termed  lawless,  but  it  was  not  to  be  forgotten  that, 
at  the  commencement  of  the  proceedings,  he  had  volunteered  to  submit  to  the 
Bishop's  decision,  provided  his  Lordship  would  try  the  matter  in  accordance 
with  the  Church's  laws." 

Under  which  Church,  Bezonian,  speak  or  die  ?  The  Church 
by  law  established,  or  the  Church  of  which,  in  this  country,  the 
top-sawyer  is  CARDINAL  MANNING  ?  The  former,  by  the  decree-  o( 
its  highest  Court,  has  declared  MR.  TOOTH  to  have  proved  himself, 
in  playing  Mass,  an  unsound  Tooth,  a  Tooth  to  be  stopped,  a  Tooth 
which,  if  stopping  will  not  suffice,  will  have  to  come  out.  As  to 
the  latter,  it  would  simply  disown  MB.  TOOTH,  and  declare  his  pre- 
tension to  play  Mass  improper,  if  not  impious  and  condemnable. 
The  least  serious  of  those  ecclesiastics  whom  TOOTH  takes  off  would 
say  that  comedians  go  too  far  when  they  attempt  ckiesa  puffa. 
Apparently  MR.  Jfcoin,  like  other  English  actors  in  his  line  oi 
business,  does  not  Uhow  what  he  is  about.  He  should  learn.  A 
Divine  whose  writings  a  few  years  ago  caused  great  commotion 
in  Exeter  Hall,  might  teach  him;  for  at  present,  evidently,  this 
TOOTH  is  innocent  of  the  theology  of  DENS. 


BOOK-KEEPEES. — Hook  borrowers. 


MUM130-JUMBOJS  LATEST  MUFTI. 

An  Energetic  Protest  front  an  Alarmed  Member  of  the  Party 

</  Ordtr. 

"The  formula  of  our  Zeit-Geitt  a  Development."— C.  E.  ArpLBTow,  I'M 
Contemporary  Jtcvutv. 

DEVELOPMENT  ?    Oh,  yes !    Our  last  new  Dagon ! 

A  fetish  formula  that  I  cry  plague  on. 

Of  this  catch-word,  that  mouthed  mi  f  ir  and  wide  la, 

I  'm  sick  as  e'er  was  Greek  of  AUISIIDKH. 

/  hold  this  vaunted  key  to  the  world'*  riddle 

A  downright  diddle. 

Devised  by  DARWIN  and  such  imps  of  Babel, 
To  rob  the  world  of  creeds  comfortable, 

And  all  that  'a  fixed  and  stable. 
There  never  was  such  aid  to  Eevolution 
As  this  pert  theory  of  "  Evolution  ;  " 
A  sort  of  hocus-pocus,  by  whote  sleight 
Nothing,  by  slow  degrees,  growi  everything  : 
And  all,  from  mote  .to  Seraph-made  to  spring 

Spontaneously  from  Chaos  and  Old  riight. 
I  love  it  not.     1  like  to  "  draw  the  line :  " 
I  hold  belief  in  boundaries,  ranks,  and  classes. 
The  notion  that  a  lump  of  jelly  passes, 
By  changes  none  may  mark  they  are  so  fine, 
Into  a  stout  Conservative  County  Squire, 

Is  one  1  can't  admire. 
A  Eadioal  may  rise  from  an  Ascidian 
(He 's  not  much  better  at  his  full  meridian ! ) 
But  Me  date  back  to  speck  of  protoplasm '' 

It  gives  me  quite  a  spasm ! 

Development  jumbles  everything.    Nought 's  a  fixture, 
But  all  the  universe  a  sort  of  mixture. 
There 's  no  clear  boundary  line  'twixt  Ape  and  Angel, 
According  to  this  precious  new  evangel. 
"  All  idiosyncrasies  are  fluent."    Are  they  ? 
So  are  some  idiots !     Every  bond  and  bar  they 
Would  fain  attenuate  till  'tis  as  fine 
As  what  they  call  a  mathematio  line ; 
Length  without  breadth  or  substance,  which,  by  Jingo ! 
Seems  a  fair  type  of  all  their  long-spun  lingo ! 
(They  'd  like  to  serve  my  hedges  so,  no  doubt, 
But  honest  quickset  keeps  false  Quixotes  out.) 
It 's  all  their  artful  way  of  muddling  things. 
Creeds,  Constitutions,  Classes,  Ranks,  and  Kaces ; 
Till  none  can  fix  their  principles,  or  places : 
A  Radical  conspiracy  that  flings 
Doubts  on  our  lineage,  and  throws  dubious  lights 
On  privileges  and  on  social  rights. 
Cosmos  1    What  Order  could  be  underangeable, 
With  elements  so  vague  and  interchangeable  P 
Who 's  who,  and  which  is  which,  in  stamp  or  station, 
In  face  of  their  confounded  "  Correlation  "  ? 
Development  our  formula  P    Absurd ! 
I  hold  a  man 's  a  man,  a  bird 's  a  bird, 
A  Radical 's  a  Radical,  and  a  rat 
Is  not,  and  never  will  be,  dog  or  cat. 
Things  were  made  so  or  so  for  weighty  reasons, 
And  may  they  ne'er  get  muddled — like  our  Seasons ! 
Hard  and  fast  lines  are  comfort  and  salvation 

In  Nature  and  the  nation ; 

And,  if  the  Zeit-  Oeist  holds  these  doctrines  hazy, 
I  'm  sure  the  'fait- deist  must  be  going  crazy. 


NO  MORE  CATTLE  SHOWS! 

ACCORDING  to  the  report  of  a  lecture  lately  delivered  by 
DK.  CHILDS,  F.R.C.8.,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Society  for  the 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals,  at  Tunbrid^e  Wells,  on  "  Vivi- 
section, its  Uselessness  as  well  as  its  Unlawfulness,"  the  Lecturer, 
introducing  his  subject,  "said  that  nothing  more  was  wanted  to 
effect  the  total  suppression  of  Vivisection  than  that  the  people  at 
large  should  have  a  clear  notion  of  what  Vivisection  means." 
Perhaps  what  he  wished  to  say  was  merely  that  if  people  desired  to 
effect  the  total  suppression  of  Vivisection,  it  wag  necessary  that 
they  should  clearly  know  what  it  meant.  Now  Vivisection  means 
cutting  or  maiming  any  living  thing.  So,  if  it  were  totallv  suppressed 
there  would  be  an  end  of  butchers.  As  it  is,  we  don  t  kill  a  pig 
every  day,  but  then  we  should  never  kill  a  pig  any  day.  Hunting, 
shooting,  fishing,  and  all  manner  of  field-sports,  would  be  entirely 
prohibited,  and  we  should  become  a  nation  of  Vegetarians. 

NOVELTY  FOB  THE  BJUC-A-BHAC  HraiEU.— A  Railway  in  China. 
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A   WOLF    IN    SHEEP'S    CLOTHING." 

Rustic  (who  had  just  been  informed  of  (he  meaning  of  the  "  S.D."  affixed  to  the  Parson's  name  on  the  Notice).   "  BACHELOR  o'  DIVINITY  ! 
THEN  THAT  THBEB  MAN  AIN'T  A  EIGHT  MAN  TO  PRAICH,  BY  MY  WAYS  o'  THINKING  ! " 
Informant.  "  WHY  NOT  ? " 
Rustic.  "  'CAUSE  HE  CALLS  HISSELF  A  BACHELOR  1    AN'  I  KNOWS  HE'S  A  MARRIED  MAN!" 


GEOLOGICAL  GENEALOGY. 

JUDICIOUS  MB.  PUNCH,  SCIENTIFIC  SIB, 

THE  Order  that  I  have  the  honour  to  belong  to,  is  one 
•wherein  much  account  is  made  of  Pedigree.  You  know  what  a  name 
for  high  blood  is  borne  by  the  descendants  of  the  Godolphin  Arabian. 
Of  course  we  are  all  descended  from  coevals  of  ADAM  ;  but  until 
lately  our  origin  was  not  supposed  traceable  any  higher.  Now, 
however,  it  is  referred  to  a  prenistoric  period  of  indefinitely  remote 
antiquity.  Geological  Genealogists  ascribe  a  long  lineage  indeed  to 
the  Noble  Animal. 

But,  worthy  Sir,  in  demonstrating  our  family  to  be  as  old  as  the 
hills,  or  at  least  as  the  rocks  or  strata  in  which  are  found  the  bones 
of  our  ancestors,  some  Gentlemen  of  Science  do  us  a  doubtful 
honour.  PROFESSOR  HUXLEY,  the  other  day,  delivered  at  the 
London  Institution  a  lecture  on  "  Some  Recent  Additions  to  our 
Knowledge  of  the  Pedigree  of  "  my  race.  They  consisted  in  certain 
discoveries  lately  made  of  organic  remains,  imagined  to  warrant  an 
induction,  which  the  Professor,  in  concluding  his  discourse,  and 
referring  to  the  theory  of  "  evolution,"  expressed  as  follows,  if  truly 
reported: — 

"  There  was  no  longer  any  other  reasonable  and  fair  hypothesis,  and  it 
might  truly  be  called  an  ascertained  fact,  that  the  various  forms  of  the  horse 
were  all  descended  from  a  common  ancestry.  Just  as  certainly  as  there  was  a 
point  whence  the  horse  and  bear  diverged,  so  there  must  have  been  a  common 
point  whence  all  mammals  diverged." 

T  So,  then,  PROFESSOB  HUXLEY  declares  it  a  certain  truth  that  we 
Noble  Animals  are  all  remote  cousins  of  that  savage,  ugly,  ridicu- 
lous, climbing,  plantigrade  brute,  the  Bear.  Is  it  so  certain  ?  How 
does  he  make  it  out?  By  showing  that  although,  whilst  the  bear 
has  nve  toes,  we  have  but  one,  only  one  bone,  apparently,  in  the 
tore  leg  to  his  two,  and  no  more  than  fourty-four  teeth,  he  having 
forty-six,  yet  on  minute  examination  we  are  found  to  possess,  in  the 
shape  of  "small  splints"  for  toes,  and  an  ulna  "  shrivelled  to  a 
mere  thread  of  bone,"  the  rudiments  that  make  up  the  Bear's  com- 


plement of  bones,  and  that  certain  of  our  ancestors  whose  relics  have 
turned  up  in  successive  strata,  exhibit  these  bones  more  completely 
developed.  To  wit,  in  the  Pleiocene,  the  Pleiohippus.  an  animal 
like  a  horse,  with  differences  as  to  teeth  and  bones,  and  the  Proto- 
hippus  or  Hipparion,  the  latter  having  three  really  jointed  toes ;  and 
so  upwards  through  the  Meiocene  beds  with  the  Meiohippus  or  An- 
chitherium,  and  the  Mesohippus,  with  still  more  perfectly  formed 
toes  to  the  Eocene,  the  oldest  bed  of  the  Tertiary  system,  and  therein 
the  Orohippus  with  four  complete  toes  to  each  fore  foot ;  to  each  hind 
leg  three.  This  creature,  PROFESSOR  HUXLEY  says,  is  no  bigger 
than  a  fox,  he  calls  it  the  "Oldest  Horse."  Might  he  not  rather 
have  called  it  the  "  Oldest  Pony  "  ? 

Now,  Mr.  Punch,  without  presuming  to  contradict  PHOFESSOB 
HUXLEY,  allow  me  to  ask,  Do  hispremisses,  as  above  quoted,  clearly 
necessitate  his  conclusion  ?  What  proof  is  there  that  we  are 
descendants  of  the  Orohippus,  indicated  by  some  resemblance  in 
point  of  toes  to  be  conceivably  a  not  very  distant  relation  to  the 
Bear  ?  Sir,  I  am  ready  to  go  at  a  five-barred  gate  or  a  bullfincher. 
with  anything  on  two  legs,  and  that  much  weight  on  the  back  of 
me ;  but  one  ought  to  be  able  to  clear  an  acre  of  corn  to  match  the 
leap  which  the  learned  Professor  seems  to  make  in  jumping  to 
conclusions  like  the  foregoing. 

Of  course  it  was  MR.  DARWIN  who  put  the  idea  of  taking  such 
jumps  as  those  into  PBOFESSOB  HUXLEY'S  head ;  but  who  put  it  into 
MR.  DARWIN'S  ?  I  don't  know,  Mr.  Punch.  I  don't  pretend  to  be 
wise  enough  to  say ;  but  I  cannot  help  suspecting  that  it  was  some 
very  profound  Philosopher  in  the  University  of  Laputa. 
Believe  me,  dear  Sir,  your  ever  faithful  and 

Affectionate  Friend  and  Servant, 

HOUYHNHNM. 

P.S. — Geology  will,  perhaps,  by-and-by  reveal  a  so-called  horse 
even  older  and  smaller  than  the  Orohippus,  not  so  big  as  a  Fox, 
being  no  bigger  than  a  Rat,  and  nearer  still  akin  to  the  Bears  and 
the  Sloths,  to  be  called,  possibly,  the  Microtherium,  and  supposed 
to  have  done  duty  for  the  Horse  in  Prehistoric  Lilliput. 
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RAIN!    RAIN! 

COMBINATION  OF  SOU'-WESTER  AND  EEL-TRAP.    (SUGGESTION  FOB  A 
WATER-TIGHT  DRESS.) 


THE  ARCTIC  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS. 

"  Tuttday,  Dee.  5th.  The  LORD  MAYOR  entertained  the 
crews  of  H.M.'s  ships  Alert  and  Discovery  .  .  . 

"  JOHN  BUN  YAK,  of  the  Ducovtry,  entertained  the  company 
with  a  song." — Vidt  Ntwtpaptr  Reports. 

Now  Mr.  Punch  heard  in  his  dream  that  this  was  the 
song  JOHN  BUJTTAN  sang  :— 

On,  Christians  all,  both  great  and  small, 

Let  me  unfurl  my  roll, 
To  sing  the  Pilgrims'  Progress  made 

Towards  the  Northern  Pole. 
Where  bears  forbear  to  make  their  lair, 

And  knots  are  not  on  wing, 
Sloughs  of  Despond  were  struggled  through, 

With  sledges  in  the  Spring ; 
Across  the  sea  of  ancient  ice, 

As  far  as  we  could  go, 
O'er  Mountains  not  Delectable, 

Of  hummock,  berg,  and  floe ! 
Oft  shifting  ice  as  in  a  vice 

Had  our  good  ships  held  fast, 
But  Great-Heart  MAKES  unshrinking  dares 

The  orow's-nest's  bitter  blast. 
From  ice-sea's  rim  the  Giant  Grim 

Forced  us  to  axe  our  way, 
Bat  Giant  Despair  was  fain  to  swear, 

We  kept  him  still  at  bay : 
Both  tried  their  best  to  baulk  our  quest, 

Both  we  were  game  to  lick, 
And  when  at  length  they  broke  our  strength, 

"Twas  by  a  scurvy  trick. 
We  fought  the  cold  as  Christian  bold 

Apollyon  did  fight. 
But  vain  to  strive,  we  could  not  drive 

Our  Ice-Fiend  into  flight. 
Then  fill  the  cup !    Take,  others,  up 

The  task  we  leave  undone : 
There  'a  not  a  Salt  will  call  a  halt 

When  honour  "s  to  be  won. 
The  Hill  of  Difficulty,  still. 

While  stout  hearts  choose  for  goal, 
His  Pilgrim's  Progress  to  fulfil. 

JOHN  BULL  must  reach  the  Pole ! 


"Chair!" 

LADIES,  gentle  Ladies,  please  to  look  at  this : — 

"  In  Manchester  an  influential  movement  has  arisen  for  pro- 
Tiding  seats  for  ahopwomen,  during  their  long  hours  of  service 
at  the  counter." 

Surely,  Ladies,  you  will  wish  this  movement  all 
success.  This,  now  the  standing  rule  at  shops  where 
Ladies  mostly  cpngregate-^an  evil  of  long  standing- 
should  be  remedied  forthwith.  "  They  also  serve,"  says 
MILTON,  "  who  only  stand  and  wait."  But.  when  serving 
at  the  counter,  a  girl  may  wait  upon  her  customers 
without  the  need  of  standing  all  day  long;  and  what 
fatigue  she  suffers  from  this  "only  standing,"  they 
only  who  have  stood  it  can  tell. 


WRONG  J2V  TOTO. 

WHERE  will  it  stop  if  such  a  precedent  is  admitted  ?  We  are  told 
that  MADAME  CHAUMONT  herself  called  on  the  Censor  of  Plays,  and 
persuaded  him  to  license  the  pieces  she  has  lately  so  charmed  us  all 
in  performing.  We  can  hear  her  saying,  with  that  irresistible  smile, 
and  that  suggestive  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  which  we  know  and  like 
so  well,  "  Voyons,  mon  petit  chou!  Sots  raisonnable .'  Faii-moi 
cette  petite  concession  .'  Pas  moyen  de  me  la  refuser.  Hein  f  " 
And  of  course  the  merely  human  Licenser  yields,  as  we  should  all 
yield  in  his  place. 

But  if  this  conduct  should  be  catching  ?  If  every  time  a  piece 
was  likely  to  be  refused  a  licence,  the  most-concerned  Actor  or 
Actress  were  to  seek  a  personal  interview  with  the  licenser,  what 
a  life  that  unfortunate  official  would  lead ! 

Suppose  Miss  E.  FABREN  were  to  rush  off  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
Office,  and,  popping  her  head  in  at  the  door,  were  to  say,  with  a  wink — 

"  Look  here,  Old  Man  !  If  you  don't  let  me  play  that  farce,  I  '11 
strike  you  with  a  feather !  I  must  have  that  line  in,  or  I  '11  stab 
yon  with  a  Wose !  "  And  then,  with  a  hop,  step,  and  jump,  perch 
herself  on  the  back  of  a  chair,  and  inquire  after  the  healtn  of  the 
Governor — meaning  the  MARQUIS  OF  HERTFORD. 


Or]  imagine  MB.  FRED  YOKES,  dissatisfied  with  the  cuts  made  in 
the  next  Christmas  Pantomime,  coining  head-first  through  the 
window  in  Palace  Yard,  and  throwing  his  leg  over  the  Censor's 
astonished  head,  windmill-wise,  until  the  lines  were  restored ! 

Then,  again,  MR.  DAVID  JAKES  might  repair  to  MB.  PIQOTT'S 

private  residence,  and,  sticking  a  knife  into  the  "  Doiset " But 

no ;  MB.  DAVID  JAKES  will  never  require  another  licence.  Has  he 
not  sworn  that  succeeding  generations  shall  take  their  boys  to  see 
Our  Boy>  till  the  end  of  the  century  ? 

Another  day,  MR.  TOOLS  might  take  it  into  his  amusing  noddle  t° 
proceed,  in  a  Hansom,  to  St.  John's  Wood,  and,  bearding  MR. 
PIOOTT  in  his  lair,  might  thus  address  him  : — 

"  Look  here,  my  dear  boy !  You  've  a  licensed  a  good  deal,  and 
still — still  I  am  not  happy.  I  "11  trouble  you — excuse  my  taking  off 
my  glove ! — I  '11  trouble  you  to  put  those  lines  back  where  you  took 
'em  from !  And  don't  try  it  on  again — not  before  this  Boy  f  What 
says  the  young  OBADIAH?  PIQOTT,  my  boy,  you  are  on !  f' 

Such  licence  on  the  part  of  the  Profession  would  be  inexcusable. 
But  we  feel  sure  the  present  Censor  knows  how  to  keep  the  Stage  in 
order,  without  reducing  himself  to  the  necessity  of  maintaining  a  state 
I  of  siege  alike  of  his  premises  and  his  principles. 
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WHAT'S    THE    ODDS. 

OR,  THE  DUMB  JOCKEY  OF  JEDDINGTON. 

A  OISUIVZ  BPOBTINO  3TOTBL    BY 

MAJOR    JAWLEY   SHARP, 
Author  of  "  Squeezing  T.niifffnrrf,"  "  Tire  Kifks,"  §e., 

CHATTED  III.—"  The  Jeddington  Dodd  Lnt." 


HE  report  that  had  so  startled 
them  was  soon  explained  by 
ME.  STBINGHALT,  the  accom- 
plished Trainer.  "  We  've  just 
been  firing,  a  Colt,",  said  ME. 
STRINGHALT. 

SIE  THOMAS  DODD  was  satis- 
fied. "  ME.  SiBraqHALT,"  he 
said,  addressing  his  Trainer, 
"  Don't  fire  any  more  Colts  just 
now,  because  of  the  Ladies." 

"  I  won't,  SIE  THOMAS,"  was 
the  obsequious   reply.     "  The 
fact   is,   that  this  would   not 
have  happened,  only  the  fet- 
lock caught  in  something,  snapped,  and  the  Colt  went  off  of  its  own  accord." 

"  Oh,  do  let  us  go  all  over  the  Stables ! "  exclaimed  LADY  Di  BEITELEIGH, 
rapturously. 

"Oh,  let's!"  exclaimed  MBS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE,  not  to  be  outdone  by  her 
brilliant  rival. 

"  How  happy  could  I  be  with  either  !  "  murmured  SIE  THOMAS,  as  he  bent  his 
left  eye  on  LADT  Di,  at  the  same  time  turning  his  right  full  on  the  attractive 
MRS.  AZAMYLE. 

The  HONBLE.  PULLMAN  CASE  frowned,  and  pinched  COUNT  FAEEAGO'S  arm,  who, 
not  to  be  behindhand,  retaliated  with  a  kick. 

The  Jeddington  training-stables  were  a  marvel  of  neatness.  They  were  most 
conveniently  situated  between  the  house  and  the  race-course,  where  SIB  THOMAS 
had  won  so  many  Derbys. 

The  Trainer  beckoned  to  an  elegant  young  man,  who  was  lounging  in  a  Japanese 
arm-chair,  in  dressing-gown  and  slippers,  inhaling  one  of  the  choicest  bandannas 
that  money  could  procure.  By  his  expansive  shirt-front  of  the  purest  white, 
which  formed  an  admirable  setting  for  his  large  diamond  studs,  anyone  could 
immediately  tell  what  capacity  their  wearer  filled  in  these  Stables.  Evidently  he 
was  the  Stud  Groom. 

With  an  easy  bow  he  advanced,  and  proffered  his  services  as  cicerone  to  the 
party. 

It  was  a  thoroughly  sporting  scene,  as  ME.  WILLIAM  BUTTON  (the  Stud  Groom) 
pointed  out.  In  one  corner  there  was  a  fine  Dorking  Hen  laying  the  odds.  In 
another,  a  sleek-coated  Race-Horse  was  backing  himself  against  a  wall.  A  dead 
Mouse  lay  in  the  middle  of  the  yard,  and  a  fast-trotting  Cob  was  walking  over  the 
corse.  The  temperature  was  perfect,  and  the  thermometer  registered  a  dead  heat. 
ME.  STRINGHALT'S  family  of  ten  children — all  of  them  of  such  a  decided 
Japanese  type  as  to  have  won  them  the  name  of  "  the  Plat  Race  " — lived  over  the 
Stables,  and  the  butcher,  who  had  just  arrived,  was  carrying  in  the  Nursery 
Steaks ;  while  MBS.  STRINGHALT,  a  cheery,  elderly  woman,  was  putting  the  pot  on. 
Just  outside,  where  the  garden  joined  the  yard,  the  gardeners  were  busily  engaged 
in  hedging,  and  MB.  STBINGHALT'S  eldest  boy  was  trying  to  train  a  horse-chestnut 
over  a  low  fence ;  while  the  second  was  watching  a  caterpillar  on  a  mulberry  leaf, 
and  asking  his  brother,  "  Will  it  spin,  OBADIAH  r  will  it  spin  ?  " 

"  Now,    said  MR.  WILLIAM  BUTTON  (who  was  as  proud  of  the  horses  under  his 

care  as  a  grandmother  of  her  youngest  grandchild),     I  will  show  you  our  Derby 

pets.    First  of  all,  you  shall  see  our  Twentybob  Mare." 

He  led  the  way  towards  the  Pound. 


"  Twentybob  in  the  Pound,"  said  the  Stud  Groom, 
admiringly.  •'  And  you  won't  get  more  change  out  of 
any  horse  than  that. 

Everyone  admired  her  massive  ribs,  her  short, 
curved  back,  and  her  long  silver  tail. 

"  A  little  slipped  in  the  forehand,"  observed  the 
HONBLE.  PULLMAN  CARE,  quietly. 

"  You  know,  Sir,  where  the  fault  lies,"  returned 
the  Stud  Groom,  who  had  some  respect  for  the 
HONBLE.  P.'s  opinion. 

And  they  walked  on  towards  that  peculiar  building 
which,  in  all  training  stables,  is  called  the  Mansion 
House.  Here  they  naturally  expected  to  see  the  Mare. 
They  were  not  disappointed. 

"  Oh,  how  lovely !  "  exclaimed  both  Ladies, 
pressing  SIB  THOMAS'S  arm. 

It  was  indeed  a  sight  to  rejoice  the  heart  of  any 
true  lover  of  Sport. 

They  were  looking  at  a  splendid  Mare  lying  in  a 
soft,  downy  Mare's  Nest.  She  was  absorbed  in  pro- 
found thought,  brooding  over  her  lot.  "She  can't 
help  it,"  the  Stud  Groom  observed.  "  She  belongs 
to  the  genuine  stock  of  Brood  Mares,  and  they  all  do 
it." 

Suddenly  a  twittering  carol  of  birds  broke  on  their 
ears.  The  Ladies  looked  about  amazed.  There  were 
no  feathered  songsters  visible. 

The  Stud  Groom  smiled.  "  It 's  the  Thrushes  the 
Mare  's  always  got.  They  sing  on  a  fine  summer 
morning  like  this,"  the  Trainer,  who  had  now  joined 
the  party,  explained. 

MB.  STRINGHALT.  the  Trainer,  might  have  added 
that  he  encouraged  music  in  his  stables.  Outside, 
a  quintette  of  Grooms  might  have  been  observed  with 
their  pipes,  taking  their  time  and  their  tune  from 
the  Chief  Ostler,  who  was  giving  it  them  with  his 
pitchfork ;  while  each  horse  lazily  leaned  back  in  his 
stall,  listening  to  the  melody,  and  some  few  put 
their  heads  out  of  their  private  boxes,  and  either 
nodded  affirmatively,  or  said  "  Neigh  "  distinctly.* 

"  Look  here !  "  said  the  Trainer,  drawing,  their 
attention  to  an  animal  in  a  box.  "Here's  one  of 
our  Derby  pets.  This  is  the  Invisible  Prince,  out  of 
Sight,  by  Jingo." 

She  was  a  beautiful  bit  of  skin  was  this  brood- 
foal.  Her  legs  were  long  and  sinewy,  with  a  good 
round,  firm,  swelling  knee,  well  curved  outwards — a 
sign  that  there  was  no  bend  sinister  in  her  pedi- 
gree. Her  left  hock  was  still,  her  right  hock  was 
sparkling,  just  the  sort  you  'd  expect  in  a  winner  of 
a  Champagne  cup.  Her  shoulders  drooped  a  little, 
giving  the  notion  of  extraordinary  force  and  great 
staying  power.  This  was  the  one  point  that  SEB 
THOMAS  went  for  with  all  his  might  and  main.  By 
the  provisions  of  the  will  he  was  compelled  not  only 
to  lose,  but  to  come  in  absolutely  last  oi  all,  for  three 
Derbys  in  succession.  Hitherto  all  his  horses  would 
win.  If  he  could  but  find  on  emare  with  sufficient 
staying  power  to  stay  behind  all  the  others,  his 
estates  were  secure  to  him  for  the  rest  of  his  life. 
Therefore,  on  the  Invisible  Prince  all  SIB  THOMAS 
DODD'S  hopes  were  centred. 

LADY  Di  could  not  restrain  her  admiration. 

"  She  has  a  tail  of  which  a  rat  might  be  proud,"  she 
cried,  enthusiastically. 

"  She 's    right    in   the    mane,"    chimed  in    MRS. 

AZAMYLE. 

*  from  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP. — We 
(speaking  editorially)  feel  bound  to  ask  you  a  few  questions. 
We  do  not  profess  to  be  sporting,  but  haven't  you  slightly 
over-coloured  the  picture  of  the  Stud  Groom  and  the  Training 
Stables  ? 

From  MAJOR  JATVLITY  SHARP  to  the  Editor. — Not  a  bit. 
Haven't  I  said  "  they  were  a  marvel  of  neatness  "  F  This 
carefully-chosen  expression  fore-stalls  (as  we  used  to  say  at 
Doncaster  when  I  kept  four  race-horses  in  as  many  stalls)  all 
objections.  Depend  upon  me,  my  friend,  for  my  sketches 
are  from  life.  Nil  dubitandum.  Did  you  ever  drive  a 
tandwm,  by  the  way?  If  so,  you  would  understand  my 
motto,  "Nil  dubitandum,  nil  desperandum"  i.  e.,  "\Vhen 
driving  an  uncertain  team  in  a  tandiim  (old  style  of  spelling), 
don't  go  at  random." — Yours  ever,  J.  S. 

P.S. — Come  down,  and  see  us.  By  the  way,  just  for  sport 
look  in  at  Billingsgate  Market,  and  bring  down  a  Bag  Fox 
with  you.  No  difficulty  in  train.  Tip  the  Guard,  and  he  '11 
let  you  put  him  under  the  seat.  A  leather  carpet-bag  will 
carry  him  as  well  as  anything,  and  not  attract  attention. 
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"  A  more  perfect  nose  I  never  saw,"  laid  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN. 

"  //  naio  Jtuniiinii,"  cried  the  delighted  COUNT  FERBAOO,  as  good 
a  judge  of  horseflesh  as  ever  crossed  the  Pyrenees. 

"  And  something  of  the  Hebraic  in  it."  added  SIB  THOMAS  ;  "  or, 
I  should  say,  more  correctly,  of  the  Koyal  Judaic  type,  which,  in 
this  peculiar  breed,  has  long  been  the  distinguishing  mark  of  the 
old  Clothes'  Horse.'* 

"  The  Baron  would  be  glad  to  welcome  him  in  his  Stables,"  mur- 
mured the  HONHLK.  PDI.LMAN,  as  he  patted  the  animal's  proboscis. 

"  We  have  another  Derby  mare,"  observed  ME.  WILLIAM  BUTTON, 
carelessly.  "  She  is  named  Moka,  by  Sawney  Beanie,  out  of 
Chicory :  at  least,  that  is  how  I  have  entered  her  in  the  Registry. 
She  is  handsomely  marked,  you  '11  observe,"  he  added,  as  he 
opened  a  small  lattice  in  order  to  allow  the  visitors  to  get  a  peep  at 
the  animal  in  question.  "  She  haa  the  true  length  and  delicate 
acuteness  of  ear,  and  the  two  dark  stripes  on  the  shoulders,  which 
are  the  genuine  signs  of  great  staying  and  much  enduring  power. 
Should  Invisible  Prince  rail,  it  is  quite  on  the  cards  for  Moka  to 
lose  a  Derby  for  us.  I  have  taken  her  in  hand  myself,"  added  MB. 
BUTTON,  with  some  pride.  He  had  originally  been  in  a  Cirque,  and 
it  .would  have  taken  a  clever  quadruped  to  snow  him  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  more  tricks  than  he  could  teach  any  one  of  them  in  five 
minutes. 

The  stable-gates  were  thrown  open,  and  a  young  lady  drove  in. 
She  was  radiant  as  the  morning,  and  wore  a  Gainsborough  hat  of 
magnificent  dimensions. 

"  GUSSY  GANDAK  ! "  exclaimed  Sin  THOMAS,  and  in  another 
minute  they  were  locked  in  each  other's  arms,  while  the  rest  of  the 
party  w«re. considerably  shut  up.  When  they  were  unlocked,  Miss 
( ;  rssY  and  SIH  THOMAS  went  up  to  the  House,  skipping  like  a  young 
heir  and  heiress  in  March,  quite  oblivious  of  the  party  they  had 
left  behind  in  the  stable. 

"  Andiamo  ! "  said  COUNT  FABBAGO,  shrugging  his  shouldert. 
"  Cospetto .'  II  Bacio .'  Corpo  di  Baccy  !  "  And  the  good- 
natured  foreigner  lit  a  cigar,  and  strolled  in  the  direction  of  New- 
market. 

MRS.  ASOOOD  AZAMYLE  seized  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN  CASE  by  the 
right  arm,  LADY  Di  grasped  him  by  the  left. 

"  He  must  not  marry  her  .' "  they  both  hissed  in  his  ears.  For  a 
time  jealousy  of  a  common  object  had  united  the  rivals.  But  GUSSY 
was  no  common  object.  The  HONBLE.  PULLMAN  CASE  felt  this 
strongly. 

"  I  must  have  the  estate,  and  SIR  TOMMY  DODD  must  win  three 
Derbys  in  succession.  Whatever  happens,  the  Invisible  Prince 
must  not  come  in  last.  Yet,  with  such  legs,  and  such  a  marvellous 
staying  power,  how  can  it  be  prevented  ?  The  question  ig,  who  will 
be  put  up  to  ride  ?  and  can  I  get  at  him  ?  Who  will  it  be? 

"  I !  "  said  a  low,  distinct  voice,  issuing  from  a  dark  corner. 

The  Ladies  started  to  their  feet.  They  had  been  previously  on 
their  knees,  imploring  the  HOBBLE.  PULLMAN . 

A  tall  man,  far  over  the  average  height,  and  burly  in  proportion, 
weighing  thirty  stone  if  he  weighed  a  pound,  stood  before  them. 
He  was  dressed  in  full  jockey  costume,  including  armour-plates, 
which,  owing  to  the  provisions  of  the  will  necessitating  weight 
carrying  to  any  amount,  constituted  the  d»  rigtuur  racing  attire  of  a 
Tommy  Dodd  Boy. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  asked  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN. 

"  My  name  is  CAVASSON,"  answered  the  warrior-like  figure,  "  and 
I  am  the  Dumb  Jockey*  of  Jeddington." 

The  Ladies  screamed,  for  at  that  moment  they  caught  sight  of  a 
brilliant  pair  of  keen,  eager  eyes  watching  them  through  the  stone 
wall.  To  clear  this  at  a  bound  was,  with  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN, 
the  work  of  a  moment. 

(To  b*  continued.) 


•  I  am  far  from  wishing  to  interfere  with  the  story,  but  how  could  it  be 
the  Dumb  Jockey  when  he  is  made  to  speak  ?  You  '11  excuse  the  question,  I 
know.  I  am  but  anticipating  an  objection  on  the  part  of  the  readers.  Yours 
ever,  THE  EDITOR. 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor.— My  dear  Sir,  this  i»  part  of  the 
plot.  What  interest  could  possibly  be  felt  in  a  dumb  Jockey  who  didn't 
speak  ?  Why,  the  curiosity  mutt  be  roused  by  the  fact  of  the  Ihirnb  Jockey 
speaking !  "  How  did  he  do  it  ?"  "  Why  did  he  do  it  ?  "  "  Wag  he  really 
dumb  > "  Don't  you  see  f  That  '•  the  way  we  do  the  trick !  When  art  you 
coming  down  to  my  little  place  in  Hampshire  ?  The  Ladies  are  dvinu  to 
meet  you.  Yours,  J.  S. 

The  Editor  to  MAJOR  JATVLBT  SHARP.— I 'm  ready.  But  you've  again 
forgotten  to  put  in  your  address.  — ED. 


A  BABE   PRINT. 

THE  one  that  frightened  Robinson  Crusoe.    There  was  only  one 
impression  of  it. 


BEST  WEAPON  FOE  KttLDfa  TIME.— The  Minute-Gun. 


WORDS    WITHOUT    SONGS. 

HE  presence  of  a 
popular  singer 
(whose  appear- 
ances are  a  little 
uncertain)  was,  a 
short  time  since, 
announced  in  a 
certain  provincial 
town  by  placards 
bearing  the  in- 
scription, "  Mu. 
So  -  AND  -  So  has 
arrived."  Should 
this  idea  be  de- 
veloped, we  may 
hope  to  see  a 
column  in  the 
country  papers 
devoted  to  a  series 
of  announcements, 
framed  after  the 
following  fash- 
ion:— 

(By  Telegraph 
from  Our  Own 
Correspondents. ) 

LONDON,  10  A.M. 

SlGNOE      TOMP- 

DNI,  the  celebrated  bassn-profondo,  has  just  reached  the  station  in 
a  Hansom-cab.  He  is  now  engaged  in  securing  a  first-class  ticket 
for  Jewsborough-on-the-Sea.  He  is  expected  (by  the  porter  in 
charge  of  his  railway  rugs  and  hat-box)  to  travel  down  to  Jews- 
borough-on-the-Sea in  a  smoking  compartment. 

LONDON,  lO'lO  A.M. 

SIGNOB  TOMPKINI  has  just  started.  He  called  for  a  newspaper, 
and.his  voice  seemed  to  be  in  excellent  order.  The  porter  was  right. 
The  celebrated  Singer  is  travelling  in  a  smoking-compartment. 

MUDBOBOUGH  STATION,  11  A.M. 

The  train  containing  SIGNOE  TOMPKINI  has  just  arrived  here.  He 
has  asked  the  guard  at  what  time  the  train  is  expected  to  reach 
Jewsborough-on-the-Sea.  He  seems  to  be  in  excellent  voice.  He 
is  smoking  a  Manilla-cheroot.  A  medical  man  has  just  informed 
me  that  he  has  seen  the  celebrated  Singer  (through  the  carriage 
window),  and  thinks  it  highly  probable  that  he  will  oe  able  to  keep 
his  engagement  at  the  Concert  to-night.  Train  started. 

CLAYSHAM-ON-TEE-NOOZB,  12  NOON. 

The  London  train  has  come  in.  SISNOR  TOMPKISI  hasjust  left  it 
to  get  a  sandwich.  He  asked  for  a  glass  of  sherry.  His  "  Upper 
G  seems  to  be  as  fresh  as  ever.  Some  anxiety  was  felt  lest  he 
should  change  his  mind,  and  return  to  town  by  the  next  train. 
Now,  happily,  all  doubts  are  set  at  rest.  He  has  returned  to  his 
smoking-compartment,  and  has  lighted  a  cigarette. 

WAIKANTALKIN-GTON  STATION,  1  P.K. 

Amidst  great  excitement  the  Tompkini  Train  has  arrived  at  the 
platform.  The  celebrated  Singer  is  still  in  his  carriage.  He  has 
been  heard  by  a  fellow-passenger  in  the  next  compartment  (listening 
through  the  communication- window),  to  sing  a  few  bars  of  "  Tommy 
Make  Room  for  Your  Uncle,"  He  is  said  to  be  in  excellent  voice. 
From  this  point  two  detectives  will  accompany  him  on  his  progress. 
They  will  travel  in  the  next  carriage  (a  second-class  one)  to  that 
occupied  by  the  Signer. 

CHAWD  JUNCTION,  2  P.M. 

The  train  has  arrived.  SIGNOB,  TOMPKDTI  has  not  as  yet  escaped. 
The  guard  has  been  bribed  to  lock  him  in.  The  celebrated  Singer, 
finding  he  could  not  open  the  door,  called  to  the  station-master  for 
assistance.  He  seemed  to  be  in  excellent  voice — his  "Lower  A" 
being  most  impressive.  Great  anxiety  was  felt  lest  he  should  escape 
to  Bangerville  on  the  other  line.  However,  all  is  well.  The  train 
has  started  with  the  Signer.  The  detectives  (who  consider  their 
present  task  one  of  the  most  difficult  ever  confided  to  their  care),  are 
in  good  spirits.  They  seam  to  be  confident  of  success. 

JEWSBOROUOH-OW-THI-SSA,  3  P.M. 

Glorious  news !  The  Signor  has  just  arrived,  and  has  put  up  at 
the  Royal  Hotel.  Unless  he  changes  his  mind  at  the  last  moment, 
there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  he  will  positively  sing  this 
evening. 

NEW  NATIONAI  SONO  (by  the  Editor  of  the  Pali  Mall  Gazette).— 
"  Britons  never  will  be  Slavs." 
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POLITE    SELF-ABNEGATION. 

My  Lady  (anxious  to  get  home).  "SHALL  WE  TTON  TO  THE  EIGHT,  THOMAS,  OR  GO  STRAIGHT  ON?" 

Thomas  (the  new  Boy,  much  flattered  at  having  his  taste  consulted).  "  LOB",  MY  LADY,  IT  DON'T  MAKE  NO  ODDS  TO  us  I" 


OUE  HOME  CONFEBENCE. 

(Friday,  Dec.  8.) 

PRIESTS,  professors,  poets,  painters,  politicians — all  save  fools — 
Why  leave  your  desks  and  easels,  church  or  chapel  pulpits,  schools  ? 
What  are  you  to  the  Eastern  Question— what  that  Question  unto 

you — 
That  you  must  have  your  Conference,  and  make  all  this  ado  ? 

Have  you  no  fear  of  morning  douche,  or  evening  shower-bath  chill, 
From  Jupiter  Junior's  mud-squirt,  or  the  Pall  Mall's  keener  quill  ? 
No  dread  of  club-room  quizzing,  or  Society's  slow  sneer, 
That  in  protest  against  Moslem  rule  you  dare  to  muster  here  ? 

Don't  you  know  the  Turk 's  a  gentleman,  the  Slav  a  scurvy  knave  ? 
That  Islam  takes  French  polish,  and  can  learn  how  to  behave  ? 
That  high  policy 's  above  you,  who  boast  not  Dizzr's  head  ? 
That  you  are  but  fools  rushing  in  where  DEBBYS  fear  to  tread  ? 

Are  you  not  afraid  of  cutting  Old  Mother  England's  throat  ? 
Of  binding  poor  Bulgaria  to  row  in  Poland's  boat '( 
Of  becoming  joint-executors  of  the  CZAB  PEXEB'S  will, 
And  setting  up  the  Russian  Bear  Stamboul's  high  seat  to  fill  ? 

You  don't  believe  in  policy  too  high  for  you  to  read  ? 
One  kind  of  Bear  you  do  not  fear— that  of  the  Bugbear  breed  ? 
You  don't  think  Russia  fool  enough  on  Stamboul  to  lay  paw, 
Because  to  do  so  were  to  run  his  head  i'  the  Lion's  maw  r 

It  is  by  way  of  buffer  'twixt  the  Turkeys  and  the  Bear, 

You  would  build  up  a  people  from  the  down-trod  Slavs  out  there  ? 

Those  that  Derby-Dizzy  Policy  to  the  Bear's  hug  has  driven 

You  'd  bless  with  friends  who  show  a  past  with  less  to  be  forgiven  ? 

Yon  're  sick  of  Turkish  fetches— Turk's  promises  to  pay ; 
Debtors,  who  for  reforms  or  bonds  still  seek  a  longer  day  ? 
You  believe  in  Turkish  programmes  as  in  flakes  of  snow  that  fall  ? 
Better  Russian  force— if  Russian  it  must  be— than  none  at  all  ? 
You  don't  believe  in  ELLIOTT— believer  in  the  Turk  ? 
You  do  believe  in  SALISBTJBY— if  free  his  will  to  work  ? 


You  want  to  let  LOED  DEEBY  know  what  his  "  employers  "  feel, 
And  to  convince  the  Turk  he  must  not  count  on  England's  steel  ? 

You  want  to  give  the  Conference  at  Stamboul  a  good  lead  ? 
You  wish  the  Northern  Emperors — yea  Bear  and  all — good  speed  ? 
Such  common  wish,  and  common  cause,  your  various  sections  links  ? 
I  see — 'tis  BULL  'gainst  BEACONSFIELD — 'tis  Lion  against  Sphinx  ! 


HAMPERS  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 
Furnished  by  our  Dismal  Contributors. 

THE  knowledge  that  all  your  tradesmen  will  send  in  their  little 
accounts,  and  request  payment  for  the  same. 

The  feeling  that  quarter-day  means  a  cheque  for  the  rent  and 
taxes. 

The  certainty  that  for  at  least  a  month  (during  the  Christmas 
vacation),  your  sanctum  will  be  invaded  at  all  hours  of  the  day  by 
well-meaning,  but  boisterous  children. 

The  consciousness  that  Turkey  and  Roast  Beef  plus  Plum  Pudding 
and  Mince  Pies  never  agree  with  you. 

The  awkwardness  of  having  to  take  part  in  a  family  party  in 
which  some  of  your  relations  are  not  on  terms  of  cordial  friendship 
with  the  rest. 

The  bother  of  having  to  attend  your  family  on  freqnent  visits  to 
the  various  West-End  Pantomimes. 

The  trouble  of  having  to  entertain,  and  be  entertained. 

The  labour  of  making  up  your  books  for  the  past  year,  and  seeing 
your  way  into  the  next. 

The  worry  of  easing  your  conscience  by  forgiving  old  scores,  and 
setting  wrong  things  right. 

The  pain  of  receiving  applications  from  poor  relations,  making 
requests  with  which  it  is  impossible  to  comply. 

The  nuisance  of  having  to  make  merry  when  you  feel  inclined  to 
wear  sack-cloth  and  ashes  in  preference  to  any  other  more  cheerful 
costume. 

And  last,  the  almost  unbearable  infliction  of  having  to  make 
believe  that  you  consider  Christmas  a  joyous  time  when  you  know  it 
to  be  the  most  melancholy  season  in  the  whole  year. 
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CONFERENCE 


AT   THE   DOOR. 


"LIFT  UP  THY  BROW,  RENOWNED  SALISBURY, 
AND  WITH  A  GREAT  HEART  HEAVE  AWAY  THIS  STORM." 

SHAKSPEARJ,  King  John,  Act  V.,  So. 
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MR.    PUNCH'S    GUIDE    TO    THE    ARMY. 

SECTION  VIII.  AND  LAST.— CONCERNING  PALL  MALL. 

HEN  Mr.  Punch  met  his 
pupils  in  the  ante-room, 
the  face  of  the  sage  was 
sad.  "  My  friends,"  said 
he,  "  the  moment  has 
arrived  when  we  must 
part.  I  have  shown  you 
during  the  course  of  these 
lectures  how  to  enter  the 
Army,  and  how  to  behave 
in  it  when  honoured  with 
a  place  in  the  Army  List. 
And  surely  that  is  enough. 
COLONEL  CHARLES  of  the 
Royal  East  Mudborough 
Militia,  stealthily  brushed 
away  a  tear,  ExsifiX 
KniKNK,  of  the  Volun- 
teers, blew  his  nose  with 
unusual  energy,  and  even 

LIEUTENANT  AND  CAPTAIN 

GEORGE  of  the  Grenadiers 
(Green)  was  affected.  As 
for  little  SIR  FRANK 
GEEGEE,  K.  C.  B.,  he 
whined  in  the  most  dis- 
mal manner  possible. 
"  Why  leave  off  ?"  asked 
"Because,  my  friends,"  replied  Mr. 


the  four  pupils  together. 


Punch,  ''a~Guide~to  the  Army  appearing  in  the  leading  English 
paper  (for  my  lectures  are  reported  in  the  London  Charivari ),  might 
be  considered  at  such  a  time  as  this,. as  threatening  to  the'  peace 
of  Europe.  Foreigners  might  imagine  that  we  were  going  to  arm 
in  earnest."  "  You  are  quite  right,"  returned  COLONEL  CHARLES. 
"I  had  given  permission  to  the  Band  of  the  Royal  East  Mud- 
borough  Militia  to  play  at  an  amateur  performance.  The  permis- 
sion shall  be  withdrawn.  We  cannot  be  too  careful  in  avoiding 
the  chance  of  an  imputation  of  making  demonstrations  in  force." 

And  then  for  the  last  time  Mr.  Punch  addressed  his  pupils  as  the 
Teacher  of  the  Army. 

Part  I.  The  Horse  Guards.  The  Executive  of  the  Army  is  to 
be  found  in  a  number  of  houses  in  Pall  Mall.  The  houses  opposite 
the  Rag  and  Junior  Carlton  belong  to  the  War  Office  and  the  Horse 
Guards.  A  small  building  in  St.  James's  Square  is  quite  large 
enough  to  contain  the  Intelligence  Department  of  the  Service.  The 
War  Office,  like  an  official  Octopus,  has  branches  in  the  neighbour- 
hood iof  Spring  Gardens,  but  these  branches  are  not  of  much  im- 
Ertance.  The  two  great  Establishments  of  the  Executive  are  the 
)rse  Guards  and  the  War  Office. 

The  Horse  Guards  is  called,  at  the  present  moment,  the  Horse 
Guards,  because  it  has  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  Horse 
(iiiiirds.  It  is  supposed  that  the  name  was  originally  given  to  the 
Department  because  a  former  Commander-in-Chiel  swore  until 
everything  was  "  Blue."  This  must  have  been  very  many  years 
ago,  because  no  modern  Commander-in-Chief  has  been  known  to 
use  any  stronger  expression  than  "  oh  dear  me !  "  and  this  only  at 
times  of  great  excitement. 

The  mission  of  the  Horse  Guards  is  to  quarrel  with  the  War 
Office.  Although  next-door  neighbours,  every  kind  of  moral  im- 
pediment is  placed  as  a  barrier  in  the  dark  passage  which  leads  from 
the  one  to  the  other.  The  War  Office  has  not  always  been  able  to 
maintain  the  reputation  of  being  Civil.  The  Horse  Guards  has 
never  been  anything  but  Military.  Two  immense  Grenadiers  are 
crammed  under  a  portico  at  the  entrance,  and  the  hall  looks  more 
like  a  Guard-room  than  a  Government  Office.  The  Messengers  are 
Soldiers,  and  the  Chiefs  of  the  Departments  are  Soldiers,  too. 
Scarlet  meets  you  on  every  side,  and  appropriately  the  work  of  the 
Horse  Guards  consists  chiefly  of  Red  Tape. 

The  Commander-in-Chief  has  many  duties.  It  is  he  who  decides 
upon  the  adoption  of  a  new  button — of  course,  after  obtaining  the 
sanction  of  the  Secretary  of  State  for  War.  It  is  he  who  arranges 
about  the  Peace  Campaigns  of  the  Forces— of  course,  after  obtaining 
the  sanction  of  the  Secretary  of  State  for  War.  In  fact,  it  is  he  who 
commands  the  Army— of  course,  after  obtaining  the  sanction  of  the 
Secretary  of  State  for  War.  From  this  it  will  be  seen  that  the 
Commander-in-Chief  (or,  to  be  more  exact,  the  Officer  Commanding- 
in-Chief)  is  an  Independent  Official  of  the  very  last  importance. 
And  yet  at  times  ill-feeling  is  said  to  exist  between  the  Commander  - 
m-Chief  and  the  Secretary  of  State  for  War.  If  the  Soldier  claims 
the  authority,  the  Civilian  holds  the  money  ;  if  "  the  DUKE  "  wants 
this  done,  "MR.  So-AND-So  "  would  be  delighted  to  oblige  him  if  the 
Nation  would  only  afford  the  expense. 


Under  these  circumstances  certain  rude  people  have  suggested 
that  the  Horse  Guards  in  its  present  condition  is  not  quite  so  useful 
an  Institution  of  the  Country  as  it  might  be  made  to  be. 

Part  II.  The  War  Office.—  The  War  Office  is  quite  a  different 
place.  A  solitary  Sentinel  guards  the  roomy  court-yard.  The  hall 
is  full  of  obliging  Messengers  of  the  homely  type — portly,  grey- 
haired,  and  intensely  unmilitary.  The  waiting-room  is  decorated 
with  an  old  Picture  of  the  Judgment  of  Solomon,  some  spirited 
Lithographs  of  Provincial  Hotels,  a  List  of  Newspapers,  a  Book 
from  a  House  Agent,  and  the  Programme  of  the  Royal  1'olytechnic 
Institution.  It  is  in  this  cheery,  unconventional  apartment  that 
Deputation!  are  collected  together,  and  hard-worked  Clerks  have 
little  chats  with  their  Iriends  on  "private  business."  If  you  wish 
to  see  MR.  TENTEHFOTTR,  a  Boy  carries  up  your  name  on  a  slip  of 
paper  to  the  proper  Department,  and,  owing  to  the  intelligence  and 
activity  of  the  youthful  Mereurius,  you  are  kept  in  suspense  for  the 
appearance  of  the  genial  TENTEKKOUK  seldom  less  than  ten  minutes 
and  sometimes  more  than  two  hours.  And  is'  not  this  as  it  should 
be  ?  Is  not  the  apartment  a  waiting-room  P 

The  War  Office  delights  in  Forms  for  the  transmission  of  business. 
Scarcely  an  Army  List  is  published  that  does  not  contain  at  least 
half-a-dozen  Forms  to  be  filled  in  and  signed  by  one  Officer  and 
countersigned  by  another.  Mr.  Punch,  always  anxious  to  be 
practical,  begs  to  submit  to  ( (dicers  of  the  Army  the  most  useful 
Form  of  all.  If  an  Officer  is  a  good  fellow,  and  has  been  up  to 
Town,  he  is  sure  to  have  met  a  Man'in  the  War  Office.  Of  this  Man 
he  should  make  a  Friend,  and,  once  having  secured  him  as  a  Friend, 
he  can  use  the  following  document  as  occasion  may  require  : — 

FORM  FOR  OBTAINING  AN  EXCHANGE,  oErrnrG  SPECIAL  LEATE, 

AND  OTHER  FATOTRS. 

Mr  DEAR  OLD  MAN, 

You  are  such  an  awfully  kind  old  Fellow,  that  I  don't 
mind  bothering  you  a  bit.  Although  I  admit  it  is  a  little  rough 
upon  you  to  be  always  asking  you  to  be  doing  something  or  other. 
But  the  fact  is,  I  want — [Here  insert  u-hat  you  want."]  I  am  sure 
you  will  get  it  managed  for  me  if  you  can.  If  you  see  BILLT,  give 
him  my  love. 
F.  R.  0.  M.  TEKTERFOUH,  ESQ.  Mine  ever, 

TOMMY  D' ATKINS. 

If  this  does  not  get  you  what  you  need,  all  Mr.  Punch  can  say 
is,  that  he  knows  very  little  of  the  kind-heartedness  of  those  most 
obliging  and  most  hard-working  of  Officials— the  Clerks  at  the 
War  Office. 

CONVERSATION  ON  SECTION  VIII. 

Ensign  Eugene.  My  dear  Mr.  Punch,  before  you  go,  cannot  you 
tell  us  something  about  foreign  Armies  P 

Mr.  Punch.  My  dear  ENSIGN  EUGENE,  of  the  Volunteers,  I  made 
up  my  mind  only  to  deal  with  our  own  Forces.  But,  to  oblige  you. 
I  can  hint  that  the  Russians  have  several  million  Soldiers ;  but  of 
these  several  millions  only  a  few  hundred  thousands  really  exist. 
The  rest  are  merely  efficient — on  paper. 

Colonel  Charles.  The  German  Landwehr  is  a  sort  of  Militia,  is 
it  not  ? 

Mr.  Punch.  Yes,  my  dear  Colonel.  PRINCE  vox  ^BISMARCK  has 
recently  declared  that  peace  between  England  and  Germany  has 
been  the  tradition  for  centuries.  Under  these  circumstances  it  is 
highly  improbable  that  the  English  Militia  will  ever  meet  the 
German  Militia  in  deadly  combat.  This  will,  of  course,  be  very 
lucky  for — the  weaker  Militia. 

Lieutenant  and  Captain  George. — And  what,  Sir,  is  the  strength 
of  the  British  Army  r 

Mr.  Punch.  My  good  Friend,  I  will  answer  your  question,  and 
bring  my  lectures  to  a  conclusion,  with  the  assertion  that  the  strength 
of  the  British  Army  may  be  summed  up  in  the  words,  "  unlimited 
pluck." 


Impromptu  by  Sir  Wilfrid. 

"  One  teetotaller,  ADAM  ArtEs,  was  as  fine  a  fellow  as  eTer  stopped,  and 
he  kept  on  his  legs  manfully  to  the  last." —  CAPTAIN  SIR  OIORO*  HAESS, 
at  tht  Fortitnmtth  Arctic  Entertainment,  November  30. 

A  HEALTH  to  gallant  ADAM  AYLES, 
Who  o'er  the  topers  still  prevails, 
From  scurvy  safe,  and  Arctic  gales, 
Through  drinking  only  Adam's  Ales  I 


PROVERB   FOR   DIPLOMATISTS. 

"£rs  mark  qui  citu  mark."— "Re  makes  his  mark  twice,  who 
makes  it  quickly."      

BEST  Font  r*  HAND. — Honours  at  Whist. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHT." 

Little  Funnyman.  "  GOING  TO  THE  BLOKERS'S  FANCY  BALL,  FRED  ?" 

Fred.  "  YAB.     BUT  I  DON'T  KNOW  WHAT  CHARACTER  TO " 

Little  Funnyman.  "  CHALK  TOFK  HEAD,  AND  GO  AS  A  CUE  !" 


OK  A  LATE  "EARLY  BIRD." 

THERE  lived  a  man  of  such  an  active  mind 
That,  ere  the  lark  had  mounted  on  the  wind, 

Or  night  had  fled, 

He  made  a  point — when  not  by  pain  deterred — 
Of  being  up  before  most  folks  had  stirred, 

And  out  of  bed. 

And,  ere  the  "Winter's  or  the  Summer's  sun 
Had  o'er  the  wakening  hemisphere  begun 

Its  labour  splendid, 
The  twilight,  as  it  slowly  stole  away, 
Saw  this  man's  labour,  every  working  day, 

Begun — and  ended. 

And  so  intent  to  catch  the  "  early  worm,"— 
'Twas  not  according  to  proverbial  term, — 

He  ever  sought  it : — 
But  leaving  others  to  the  morning  light. 
He  stayed  out  all  the  weary  hours  of  night, 

And  always  "  caught  it." 

And  yet  when  Time  relentlessly  had  shown 
(What  so  much  earlier  he  might  have  known) 

The  pace  was  killing, 
This  active  man  achieved  a  thankless  end, 
And,  dying,  died  without  a.  single  friend — 

Without  a  shilling ! 


Suggestion  for  an  Annual  Boat-Race. 

"THE  EPISCOPAL  FOURS." — Course — from  Fulham  to 
Lambeth.  Umpires — the  Archbishops.  Starter — the 
BISHOP  or  LONDON.  The  last  crew  in  the  race  to  sit  as 
Episcopal  Assessors  for  the  year  in  the  Final  Court  of 
Appeal  for  Ecclesiastical  Causes.  (N.B.— It  is  hoped 
that  they  may  thus  learn  the  art  of  "  pulling  together.") 

NATUEAL  NOJfENCLATITEE. 

IT  is  said  that,  owing  to  the  expense  of  keeping  their 
large  crocodile,  the  Aquarium  Directors  propose  (with 
the  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  permission)  to  change  its  name  to 
La-bouche-chere. 


How  many  Feet  are  there  in  a  Dock-yard  ? 
Twice  as  many  as  there  are  Hands. 


OUR  REPRESENTATIVE  MAN. 

(He  addresses  the  Editor,  and  has  something  to  say  about  a  revival 

at  the  Court  Theatre.) 
SIB, 

I  wru,  make  no  comment  on  the  statement  about  myself  in 
in  the  letter  from  your  "  Well-informed  Man  "  (!)  which  appeared  in 
your  pages  last  week.  There  will  be  a  settlement  infuturo  for  that 
ass  in  praisenti.  I  will  come  to  Hecuba  at  once.  What  I  have  to 
say,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  it,  is  of  more  general  importance,  at 
least  to  that  section  of  the  "  Theatre-going  public,"  which  delights 
in  showing  its  appreciation  of  a  good  English  Comedy,  correctly 
"  mounted,"  and  intelligently  played  throughout.  Such  an  oppor- 
tunity has  been  recently  afforded  to  all  interested  in  the  well-being 
of  true  Dramatic  Art  by  the  revival— in  these  days  of  Revivalism— 
of  New  Men  and  Old  Acres  at  the  Court  Theatre.  Let  me  paren- 
thetically remark  that  I  fail  to  see  why  the  fact  of  MR.  DUBOTTRG'S 
collaborateur  in  this  play  being  "one  of  Ours"  should  preclude 
Your  Regular  Representative  from  bestowing  on  this  play,  in  this 
journal,  that  attention  which  it  certainly  would  have  otherwise  re- 
ceived, had  its  authors'  names  been  the  BROTHERS  ROWE,  or  MESSRS. 
HOOK  AND  CROOK,  or  anything  else  instead  of  MESSRS.  TAYLOR  AND 
Dr/BOUBG.  I  think  the  occasion  demands  it,  for  the  play  itself  is  a 
lesson  in  the  art  of  comedy-writing  to  those  who  err,  either  through 
an  unreasoning  admiration  of  the  school  of  French  Modern  Comedy, 
or  through  an  over-estimation  of  what  may  be  termed  the  "  Robert- 
sonian  Style,"  as  once  seen,  in  its  perfection,  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's. 
Not  having  aeen]Neto  Men  and  Old  Acres  when  first  produced  at  the 
Haymarket,  the  play  is,  to  me,  a  novelty.  This,  however,  affects 
the  actors,  not  the  play.  First,  it  has  a  very  simple  but  thoroughly 
interesting  plot,  clearly  and  intelligently  told  through  the  media 
of  good  dramatic  situations,  always  natural,  never  forced,  and  of 
solid,  nervous  English  dialogue,  which,  if  it  seldom  flashes  with 
epigrammatic  brilliancy,  possesses  at  least  the  rare  merit  of  being 
invariably  in  keeping  with  the  individuality  of  the  person  who  utters 


it,  while  never  once  sinking  to  the  level  of  commonplace,  it  is  not 
at  any  time  either  tedious  or  uninteresting. 

The  right  people  say  the  right  things  at  the  right  moment,  and, 
though  there  is  scarcely  what  is  too  often  now-a-days  considered  as 
a  "pointed  line" — meaning  a  line  that  pricks  and  pains — in  the 
Play,  yet  every  line  is  to  the  point.  To  any  one  who  has  seen 
Our  Soys,  it  will  be  evident  how  easily  the  part  of  the  parvenu, 
Hunter,  unable  to  manage  his  aspirates  (like  MR.  BTEON'S  Sutler- 
man—  and  full  of  pious  sentiments — like  Aminadab  Sleek,  in 
The  Serious  Family),  might  have  been  exalted  into  undue  promi- 
nence for  the  sake  of  "getting  laughs"  in  the  cheapest  manner 
possible  at  the  expense  of  the  more  serious  interest  of  the  Play,  that 
is,  to  the  ruin  of  the  Comedy.  The  Hunter  family  might  have  been 
made  to  draw  the  Town,  but  New  Men  and  Old  Acres  would  then 
have  been  a  Three-Act  Farce.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  collabora- 
teurs  are  entitled  to  great  praise  for  their  firmness  in  resisting  what 
must,  at  some  time  or  other,  have  presented  itself  as  a  most  alluring 
temptation ;  secondly,  the  two  contrasted  love-scenes  in  the  Second 
Act  are  admirable.  Here  is  no  straining  after  the  "idyllic,"  no 
Lard-working  efforts  at  pumping  up  buckets  full  of  sentiment,  no 
despairing  struggle,  as  we  meet  with  in  ROBERTSON'S  imitators,  to 
win  the  languidly  gushing  "  ftuite-too-charming-and-oh-so-mce- 
don't-you-know "  sort  of  praise  from  the  affected  babblers  of  the 
Effeminate  Admiration  Society.  From  beginning  to  end  the  Comedy 
is  an  honest  Comedy,  purely  English,  and  Englishly  pure,  free  from 
all  suspicion  of  offence. 

It  may  be  hypercritical  to  point  out  a  speck,  but  that  the  livery- 
servant  at  the  Bunter's  should  be  called  "  Montmorency  "  does  seem 
to  Your  Representative  a  slip  of  the  collaborateurs'  pen,  like 
DICKENS'S  page-boy,  Augustus,  who  "had plain  BILL  stamped  on 
every  line  of  his  countenance,"  The  livery-servant,  Montmorency, 
would  have  been  perfectly  in  keeping  with  one  of  MR.  TOOLE'S 
Farces,  and,  therefore,  is  quite  out  of  place  in  New  Men  and  Old 
Acres. 

With  Miss  ELLEN  TEEKY  not  a  fault  is  to  be  found.  Lilian  is 
the  best  thing,  far  and  away,  that  she  has  yet  done.  She  has  an 
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HAWK    r.  FALCON. 

Tun  gratitude  of  all  narrators  of  anec- 
dotes and  quoters  of  facetious  sayings  and 
witticisms,  the  thanks  especially  of.oiners- 
out  having  to  entertain  their  company,  are 
eminently  due  to  the  LORD  C'IIIKK  HAKO.V 
for  his  recent  ruling  in  the  Exchequer 
Division  of  the  High  Court  of  Justice,  as 
to  the  privileges  of  Counsel.  Aggrieved 
by  a  certain  statement  made  by  ME.  NAPIER 
HIGGINS,  (I.C.,  during  he  conduct  of  a  case 
before  VICE-CHANCELLOR  MALINS,  MR. 
LEWIS,  an  eminent  Solicitor,  brings  an 
action  for  malicious  defamation  against 
MR.  HIGGINS.  Though  "  hawks,"  as  a  rule, 
"  winna  pick  out  hawks'  een,"  yet  a  So- 
licitor can  occasionally  sue  a  Barrister. 
The  CHIEF  BARON  ruled  that,  as  the  words 
complained  of  were  spoken  by  MR.  HIO- 
OINS in  his  character  of  Counsel  before  a 
Judge  in  a  Court  of  Justice,  an  action  on 
account  of  them  could  not  be  maintained, 
whether  they  were  false  or  true.  Like 
a  thing  of  beauty,  a  good  joke  is  a  joy  for 
ever,  and  will  bear  endless  repetition,  not 
everywhere,  not,  for  example,  ordinarily 
in  these  pages,  but  always  in  proper  time 
and  place.  Now  only  consider  what  would 
have  happened  had  the  LORD  CHIEF  BARON 
laid  down  the  law  contrariwise  to  the  effect 
foregoing?  Counsel  would  have  been,  and 
would  remain  for  ever  debarred  from  the 
practical  repetition  of  that  capital  old  joke, 
once  embodied  in  a  brief,  for  its  brevity  a 
brief  indeed:  "No  case— abuse  the  plam- 
1  tiff's  attorney."  But  now  and  henceforth, 
as  the  law  declared  by  the  CHIEF  _BAROK 
stands,  an  advocate  acting  in  his  pro- 
fessional capacity  remains  privileged  and 
entitled  to  abuse  the  Attorney  on  the  oppo- 
site side,  or  any  other  Attorney  or  Solicitor, 
or  person  ad  libitum,  without  fear,  and 
with  perfect  impunity.  Hooray,  Brother 
Suzfu:,  for  the  LORD  CHIEF  BARON  ! 


YOUNG,    BUT    PRACTICAL. 

"  WHAT  !  HARRY  !  NOT  IN  BBD  YBT,  AND  IT  's  NINK  O'CLOCK  !     WHAT  WILL  PAPA  SAY 

WMRN   HE  COMES   HoMK  1  " 

"On,  PAPA  I    SS'LL  SAY,  '  SUPPBK  !  SUPPER!    WHAT'S  FOR  SUPPBR?'" 


SHAKSPEARIAN  PROGRAMMES  FOR  THE 
CONFERENCE.  —  (Pessimists')  Much  Ado 
About  Nothing,  followed  by  The  Tempest. 
(Punch's)  Measure  for  Measure,  followed 
Well  that  Ends  Well. 


opportunity  of  showing  her  rare  command  of  the  lighter  and  graver 
notes  of  emotion.  She  is  as  true  in  the  one  as  the  other.  Nor  do  I 
think  too  great  praise  can  be  awarded  to  MRS.  GASTON  MURRAY  for 
her  performance  of  Lady  Matilda,  the  presiding  genius  of  the  family, 
the  far-seeing  fashionable  mother  with  a  daughter  to  marry.  The 
Authors  have  placed  her  in  sharp  contrast  with  the  vulgarian  Mrs. 
Banter ;  but  there  would  have  been  great  inducement  for  a  less 
conscientious  artist  to  lose  sight  of  the  contrast,  and  to  have  estab- 
lished a  rivalship.  A  very  little  exaggeration  and  the  part  would 
have  degenerated  into  a  mere  colourless  repetition  of  the  hackneyed 
stage  type  of  the  scheming  mother  and  over-bearing  wife,  which 
found  its  place  in  ROBERTSON'S  Society  in  the  person  of  Lady  Ptar- 
migan, mated  to  that  impossible  aristocratic  dormouse,  which  in 
MR.  HABE'S  hands  was  one  of  the  "  hits "  of  that  amusing  and 
excellent,  after-piece,  the  first  of  the  great  successes,  in  the  early 
days  of  MR.  and  MRS.  BANCROFT'S  reign. 

By  the  way,  I  should  imagine  that  the  part  of  Lord  Ptarmigan 
was  not  much  longer,  if  at  all,  than  that  of  Marmaduke  Vavasour 
in  this  piece.  To  have  little  or  nothing  to  do  in  a  play,  and  yet  to 
impress  the  audience  with  the  idea  that  the  performance  would  be, 
somehow,  incomplete  without  you,  is  an  artistic  triumph  on  which, 
in  the  present  instance,  Ma.  HARE  is  to  be  congratulated. 

MR.  KELLY'S  honest,  upright,  generous,  somewhat  inarticulate, 
Liverpool  Merchant, — calling  to  mind  occasionally  the  character  of 
Juf.H  Mildmay,  in  Still  Waters — is  as  thorough  an  impersonation 
as  can  be  seen  on  any  stage,  French  or  English.  MR.  ANSON'S 
Hunter  will  be  justly  appreciated  by  those  who  saw  him  in  Brothers. 
Most  carefully  does  he  avoid  the  pitfalls  into  which  the  broad  Low 
Comedian  might  so  easily  tumble.  MR.  ERSSEH  JONES'S  German 
adventurer  is  a  capital  bit  of  character ;  and  MR.  CATHCART 
might  be  trusted  as  a  Solicitor  off  the  Stage,  so  totally  unlike  is  he 
to  the  Conventional  Stage  Attorney.  MRS.  STEPHENS,  with  her  bad 


grammar  and  malapropisms,  is  as  amusing  as  she  was  in  The  Ticket 
of  Leave.  MR.  CONWAY  seems  a  trifle  too  old,  and  too  knowing, 
and  too  manly  for  Bertie,  though  it  would  be  difficult  to  mention 
any  one  who  could  better  fill  the  part.  Miss  KATE  AUBREY,  in  her 
anxiety  to  give  a  stamp  of  originality  to  the  character  of  Fanny 
Bunter,  shows  a  slight  tendency  to  exaggeration,  which  is,  perhaps, 
under  the  circumstances,  pardonable.  And  so,  Sir,  I  have  done. 
You  may  probably  disagree  with  me  on  many  points ;  but  differences 
of  opinion  will  never  deter  me  from  signing  myself  now  as  ever, 

YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE. 

P.S. — Wouldn't  that  last  line,  beginning  with  "differences  of 
opinion,"  &c.,  make  a  good  exit  speech  ?    I  shall  register  it. 


SPIRITUALISM  AND  SWINDLING. 

PENDING  the  SLIDE  prosecution,  it  may  be  unsuitable  to  discuss 
the  question  whether  a  Medium,  in  accepting  fees  for  any  consider- 
ation whatsoever  alleged  to  be  spiritual,  receives  money  under  false 
pretences.  Some  people  think  ne  doesn't ;  others  think  he  does. 
What  will  the  latter  say  to  the  following  telegram  from  Rome  : — 

"  The  Unild  Catholics  announces  that  the  widow  of  the  DCKE  DE  GALLIBBA 
has  laid  the  sum  of  1,000,000  franc*  at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Father,  in  the 
names  of  herself  and  her  son  PHILIP,  imploring  the  Apostolic  benediction  on 
the  Buffering  soul  of  her  deceased  husband." 

Unless  the  foregoing  intelligence  is  a  dish  of  wild  duck,  a  point  to 
be  mooted  is  whether  the  tender  of  the  sum  therein  mentioned  was 
accepted,  and  His  Holiness  has  got  the  money.  If  so,  let  us  trust 
that  he  is  a  Medium  who  really  believes  in  his  own  mediumship  of 
communication  with  the  spiritual  world,  and  in  the  efficacy  of  his 
benediction  to  benefit  suffering  souls  in  it. 
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A    CLOWN    ON    THE    CATTLE    SHOW. 

HEN    I   be   up   in 

London, 
What   times  I 

got  to  goo, 
I  mixes  pleasure 

wi'  bisnus 
If  Icanjinethe 

two. 

Although  the 
raain  veil 
pourun, 
And  the  starmy 
winds  did 
blow, 

I  went  to  the 
Agricult'ral 
Hall, 

And     zee     the 
Cattle  Show. 

Terreable  zight  o' 

beastees, 
Cows,    oxun. 
ship,     and 
swine, 

A  veeast  to  every 
grazier's  eye, 
And  to  us  in  the 

farmer  line, 
Likewise  our  wives  and  daaters, 

To  useful  ways  inclined, 

Affoordun  'um  informaaishun, 

And  fodder  fur  the  mind. 

But '  twarnt  alone  the  Cattle 

That  was  wonderful  to  me, 
But  the  People  in  their  thousands, 

The  Christians  come  to  zee, 
Of  every  kind  o'  callun', 

And  trade  besides  our  own, 
To  enjoy  the  feast  o'  Fancy's  eye, 

And  feelosofy  alone. 

They  poked  the  bullocks  and  heifers, 

Till  they  couldn't  stand  up  no  more, 
And  they  prodded  the  fat  pigs,  weighun 

From  twenty  to  varty  score. 
Till  they  squaled  ten  thousand  murders — 

How  tis  to  hear  and  zee 
The  intelligunce  o'  the  Public 

Awake  to  that  there  degree ! 

'Tis  popular  enlightenmunt, 

All  that,  beyond  all  doubt : 
Zound  practical  eddication, 

As  you  med  zay,  carried  out. 
And  a  hint  on  that  there  zubject 

Vrom  the  Smithvield  Club  I  got ; 
What 's  the  use  o'  that  superflus  fat 

On  the  sides  o'  that  there  fat  lot  ? 

The  most  on't  runs  to  perfect  waste ; 

Doan't  do  no  sart  o'  good ; 
To  gie  a  pig  too  much  barley-male, 

'Tis  as  bad  as  burnun  food. 
I  've  heerd  o'  the  banks  o'  the  Izue, 

And  likewise  those  o'  Cam ; 
And  in  eddication  o'  animuls  too 

I  fears  there  be  too  much  Cram. 


IN  EXPLANATION. 

IN  his  number  of  December  2,  Punch  published,  under  the  head 
of  "True  or  Untrue,"  some  lines  on  the  death  of  EMMA  BLACK, 
alleged  to  have  been  caused  by  her  being  shut  in  a  dark  cupboard  at 
the  Southwark  Board  School. 

The  lines  did  not  endorse  the  allegation,  but  pointed  it  out  as  one 
for  inquiry.  Punch  is  glad  to  learn  that  before  the  lines  were  pub- 
lished, a  Committee  of  the  School  Board  had  made  an  inquiry  into 
the  case,  and  found— 

1 .  That  the  child's  death  was  due  to  natural  causes. 

2.  That  there  was  no  evidence,  beyond  the  statement  of  the 
Mother,  that  the  child  was  ever  shut  into  a  dark  closet  at  the  scho»l, 
though  the  Coroner's  Inquest  was  adjourned  for  a  week  to  allow  of 
such  evidence  being  produced. 


3  That  such  evidence  as  was  produced  of  other  children  having 
been  put  in  a  dark  closet  in  the  same  school  related  to  a  time  before 
the  present  Mistress  was  appointed. 

4.  That  the  Mistress  now  in  charge  of  this  infant  school,  Hiss 
BARRETT,  is  a  kind  and  gentle  person,  much  liked  by  the  children 
under  her  charge. 

When  the  London  School  Board  is  so  'jealously  watched  and  so 
liable  to  be  harshly  criticised,  Punch  feels  it  a  duty  on  his  part  to 
show  that  in  a  case  which  seemed  to  call  for  inquiry  the  Board 
promptly  made  such  inquiry,  and  were  able  to  exonerate  the  school- 
mistress of  the  Southwark  Infant  School  from  any  responsibility 
for  the  death  of  EMUA  BLACK. 


PUNCH'S  PABTY  WORD-BOOK. 

WITH  a  view  to  the  enlightenment  of  unsophisticated  and,  there- 
fore, frequently  puzzled  perusers  of  Party  outpourings,  whether 
from  the  press  or  the  platform,  Mr.  Punch  has  prepared  the 
following  definitions  and  explanations  of  some  of  the  chief  words 
and  phrases  in  the  verbal  armoury  of  the  Party  Controversialist. 
The  personal  pronouns  in  these  cases  will,  of  course,  be  understood 
to  refer  to  the  person  speaking  or  writing,  none  other  being  worthy 
of  consideration — from  the  Party  point  of  view. 

All  reasonable  and  respectable  People — Ourselves. 

Everybody — That  portion  of  the  community,  small  or  great, 
which  sides  with  us. 

Nobody — Everybody  who  holds  or  expresses  opinions  antagonistic 
to  ours. 

The  Opinion  of  the  Country — This  is  arrived  at  by  an  exceedingly 
simple  arithmetical  process,  namely,  by  subtracting  the  views  of 
"Nobody"  (in  the  above  sense)  from. those  of  "Everybody"  (as 
before  defined). 

Common-Sense — The  opinion  common  to  all  those  who  agree 
with  us. 

Patriotism — Our  views  of  the  interests  and  duties  (especially  the 
former)  of  pur  country.  Of  this  quality  we  have,  from  the  very 
necessity  of  the  case,  an  exclusive  monopoly.  A  claim  to  any  share 
in  it  on  the  part  of  others  may  be  described  indifferently  as  blind 
philanthropy,"  "  mischievous  humanitarianism,"  or  "  bigoted 
fanaticism." 

Slatant  Conceit — The  impression,  on  the  part  of  our  opponents, 
that  they  have  a  right,  equally  with  ourselves,  to  opinions  of  their 
own. 

Well-meaning  but  Misguided  People — Persons  whom  it  may  be 
desirable  to  depreciate,  but  impolitic  to  abuse. 

Pestilent  and  Pretentious  Sciolists — Persons  of  precisely  the  same 
way  of  thinking  or  speaking,  who  may  be  attacked  with  impunity. 

Spouting — A  depreciatory  epithet  for  all  talk  but  our  own. 

Nostrum — The  specific  01  a  rival  prescriber. 

Faction — Departure  from  our  pet  programme. 

The  Herd — The  World  minus  our  clique. 

Imperial  Interest — Natural  Selfishness — with  a  big  S. 

Hmnanitarianism—A.  scornful  synonym  for  any  form  of  humanity 
that  happens  to  run  counter  to  "  Imperial  Interest." 

Intelligent  Public  Spirit — Open  advocacy  of  our  views. 

Fatuous  Fussiness — Public  advocacy  of  any  others. 

Atrocity — Venal  errors  on  the  part  of  our  clients. 

Ferocity — The  indignation  of  those  who  dare  to  denounce  them. 

Sentiment — The  root  of  all — political — evil. 

Inverted  Commas — A  mechanical,  but  compendious  and  invalu- 
able— because  unanswerable — method  of  tacit  perversion  and  mute 
depreciation.  What  a  shrug  is  to  a  scandal-monger,  "  Inverted 
Commas  "  are  to  a  superfine  critic. 

The  list  might  be  indefinitely  extended,  but  the  principles  of 
interpretation  here  enumerated  will  be  found  to  apply  to  wide  fields 
of  contemporary  controversy.  Read  in  the  lirtit  of  these  principles, 
many  journalistic  Jeremiads  will  be  found  more  intelligible,  if 
porchance  less  edifying. 

From  Psycho  to  Gastro. 

FROM  a  recently  reported  lecture,  it  appears'that  the  Loan  Col- 
lection at  South  Kensington  contains  an  artificial  stomach,  capable 
of  actually  digesting  food.  If  it  can  really  perform  that  function, 
there  will  then  indeed  be  occasion  for  "  no  more  pills,  or  any  other 
medicine"  at  present  requisite  for  the  relief  of  dyspepsia.  The 
artificial  stomach  will  form  a  supplement  to,  or  indeed  mainly,  a 
substitute  for,  artificial  teeth.  It  will  supply  the  want  of  invalids, 
who  complain  that  their  stomach  is  all  gone,  and  thus  virtually, 
though  not  anatomically,  replace  the  real  stomach.  The  artificial 
stomach  may  be  safely  pronounced  a  real  blessing  to  Aldermen. 


DHINK  FOK  QUIET  DRUNKARDS.— The  Silent  Spirit. 
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THE    REAL    THING    FOR 


1.9  (toAo  7i(M  missel  Me  ZI'IK,  COTTWS 


he  imagines  to  be  tlw,  "Slag  at  Bay  "). 

'OUNDS  !  " 


ONCE. 

"  'OLD  'ARD,  'ARRY  ! 


W<  MOTT  WAIT  FOR  TH» 


BETSY  TRIG'S  SOLILOQUY 

On  Things  in  General  and  Sairey  Oamp  in  particular. 

(See  the  latter' t  Letter,  Punch  No.  1844.) 

No,  SAIREY  !    Don't  go  a  suppoging  it !    Pardners  no  more,  if  you 

please ! 
"Which  I  've  still  got  a  character,  SAIREY,  and  then  there  are  T's, 

Mum,  anil  T  s. 

As  Telegraft  doesn't  mean  Tory,  nor  Tory  ain't  ekal  to  Turk. 
Me  visit  you,  SATREY  f    Good  grashns !     There  would  be  a  fine 

piece  o'  work ! 

Shoe  Lane  ain't  no  place  for  my  feet,  SATRKY.    Like  that  werry 

odd-behaved  star 

Them  Music-hall  Gents  is  so  nuts  on,  "  thou  art  so  near,  yet  so  far." 
And  us  for  inviting  yourself,  or  that  HARRIS,  to  tea  in  P.  Court— 
I  declines  to  demean  myself,  SAIKEY.    Ascuse  me  ;  but  there  it  is— 

short. 

And  so  I  shan't  answer  no  letters.  But,  bless  us  and  save  us !  I  'ope 
As  I  may  have  a  mind  of  my  own,  and  make  chice  of  the  parties  I'll 

soap. 
Which  poor  W.  G.  's  had  his  turn,  and— who  knows  ?— he  may  have 

it  again. 
Thmitrh  they  did  use  to  say  as  my  treacle  at  last  raytherwent  'gainst 

his  grain. 

And  wot  if  1  lather  the  Turks,  as  he 's  give  hisself  lately  to  leather, 
And  call  "anti-human  "  and  sech,  as  I  holds  is  too  bad  altogether  ; 
Why,  patriot  feeling  in  course  is  my  tip,  and  I  'm  sorry  to  §ay 
That,  as  patriots,  G.  and  his  backers  is  gone  werry  sadly  astray. 

Which  freedom's  a  werry  fine  thing,  and  humanity  too,— in  its 

place. 
Ah !  who  ever  preached  that  'ere  gospel  with  BETSY'S  effngion  and 

grace '( — 
Big  Capitals  spent  in  their  cause   was  they  ever   begrudged  by 

-D.  JrRIG  i 
But  Constantinople,  you  see,  is  a  Capital  rayther  too  big. 


Likeways  Sentiment's  proper  and  nice  —  when  it  doesn't  touch 

pockets  or  power — 

A  neat  fancy  gingham,  for  use  when  there  isn't  no  signs  of  a  shower ; 
But  when  "  National  Interest "  's  at  stake,  it 's  as  much  out  of  place 

as  mischeevious. 
"Perish  India,  rather  than  honour"  's  a  sentiment  shocking  and 

grievious. 

Them  Russians  would  use  the  poor  Turk  just  to  gain  their  own  ends 

— fraud  or  force  ; 
Which  the  same  is  percisely  our  game — though  our  ends  is  all 

righteous,  of  course. 
To  turn  the  mild  Mussulman  out,  with  sech  self-seeking  motives,  is 

sin; 
We,  with  similar  motives — but  pure  ones — would  keep  the  mild 

Mussulman  in. 

They  may  gay  them  dear  Torks  has  a  turn  for  "  atrocity  "—bother 

that  word !  — 
But  they  're  brave,  and  they  're  grave,  and'don't  gush— jest  my  sort! 

—that  D.  N.  is  absurd. 
Won't  they  leave  ne'er  a  place  to  repent  for  my  own  sweet  Seraskier  ? 

Ah,  bah! 
If  those  bloodthirsty  Christians  had  bowels,  they  'd  pity  that  young 

Padishah. 

Oh !  them  noisy  fanatics  do  rile  me !  As  well  I  'm  aweer  a  head  Nuss 
Is  a  party  as  ought  to  be  took — like  a  pardner — for  better  or  wuss. 
And  Gav'ments  is  ditto— leastways  when  they  're  handling  o'  furrin 

affairs. 
Which  outsiders  should  never  go  meddling,  except  with  good  wishes 

and  prayers. 

Which  is  why  I  've  a  kind  fellow-feeling  for  BENJAMIN  B.  and  his 

lot. 
Up 's  up,  after  all !  '  /  shan't  jine  with  the  parties  that 's  down  on 

them  hot : 

BETSY  PRIO  is  a  patriot  too  downy  for  ever  a  Party  to  blind  ; 
More  pertikler  when  that  Party  's  stumbled,  and  got  itself  quite 

left  behind. 


VOL.  LXII. 
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A    GENTLE    EGOTIST. 

The  only  Son  (in  the  Boscm  of  his  Family).  "  '  PUNCH  '  !     '  GRAPHIC  '  ! !     '  ILLUSTRATED  LONDON  NEWS  '  ! !  !      AY'iiAT  RIDICULOUS  WASTE 

OF  MONEY  TO  BUT  THE8B,    WHEN   I   CAN  SEE  THEM   ANY  DAY   I   LIKE  AT  THE  CLUB  FOR  NOTHING  !" 


No !    Her  heye  on  the  mane  and  the  tail  of  the  roused  British  Lion, 

she  stands 
With  Guyment  a- watching  and  smiling  to  see  how  she  "  strengthens 

their  hands." 
BETSY  PHIO,  with  her  sentiment  shelved,  and  her  spread-eagle 

standard  upreared, 
And  "England's  Imperial  Interests"  for  ever!     Hooray!    Who's 

afeared  P 

AN  ENGLISH  STEEPLE-CHASE. 

( Dedicated  to  the  Middlesex  Magistrates,  with  Mr.  Punch's 
Compliments.) 

A  PICTURE  SUGGESTED  BY  IMAGINATION. 

A  BEAUTIFUL  country  of  the  greenest  trees  and  the  smoothest  turf. 
Birds  singing  in  the  hushes.  A  cloudless  sky  reflected  in  the  clear 
spring  -water  filling  the  brooks.  Nature  at  her  best. 

The  horses  the  fanest  of  their  breed — gently  nurtured  and  kindly 
ridden.  The  course  a  good  old  English  cross-country  road  o'er  turf 
and  hedge,  testing  the  sinews  and  nerves,  but  not  too  harshly. 

The  spectators,  the  fairest  and  the  bravest  of  the  land— beautiful 
women,  refined  and  graceful ;  men  of  gentle  blood,  strong  with 
health,  and  athletic  from  their  childhood,  the  patterns  of  the 
country  :  gay,  without  licence  ;  merry  with  becoming  mirth. 

The  patrons  great  landowners,  proud  of  their  nationality,  anxious 
to  see  England  in  possession  of  the  grandest  cavalry  the  world  has 
ever  seen. 

The  place  the  boast  of  the  neighbourhood. 

In  short,  the  picture  of  an  Arcadian  Paradise. 

A  PICTURE  FOUNDED   UPON    FACT. 

A  MISERABLE  swamp— mud  and  stunted  bushes  trodden  under 
foot  by  hob-nailed  boots.  The  barking  of  curs  and  the  shouts  of 
drunken  men.  A  few  deep  puddles  of  the  dirtiest  of  dirty  water. 
Nature  at  her  worst. 

The  horses  mistrable  creatures,  scarcely  worthy  to  crawl  between 


the  shafts  of  a  broken-down  hackney-cab  or  a  superannuated 
bathing-machine. 

The  course  a  narrow  road,  through  mud  and  slush,  over  cruel 
stone-heaps  and  break-neck  "  brooks  " — a  course  meant  to  put  both 
necks  and  backs  in  jeopardy,  to  maim,  if  not  to  kill,  the  riders  and 
the  ridden. 

The  spectators  the  foulest  of  the  foul — bold,  and  brazen- 
faced, painted,  loud  and  licentious  women,  the  shame  of  their  sex  ; 
the  men  brutal  and  low-browed,  full  of  oaths  and  blasphemy  ; 
miserable  shop-boys,  with  pockets  full  of  stolen  coin ;  burglars 
and  thieves  ;  drunkards  and  blacklegs  ;  rags  of  the  frowsiest 
covering  rogues  of  the  blackest  and  deepest  dyes. 

The  patrons,  sellers  of  strong  drink.  Drink  adulterated  and  bad. 
Drink  blunting  the  senses  of  some,  and  leaving  them  helpless  logs 
upon  the  muddy  road.  Drink  exciting  the  passions  of  others,  and 
turning  dull  brutes  into  wild  beasts,  pickpockets  into  highwaymen, 
bullies  into  murderers. 

The  place  the  curse  of  the  neighbourhood. 

In  short,  the  picture  of  a  suburban  hell ! 


Christmas  Charity. 

(A  paragraph  received  from  our  Special  Penny-a-Liner.) 

WE  willingly  record  an  act  of  seasonable  benevolence,  which 
thoroughly  deserves  the  fullest  possible  publicity ;  and  we  therefore 
do  not  hesitate  to  admit  it  to  our  columns.  A  Gentleman,  whose 
name  we  are  at  present  not  at  liberty  to  mention,  has  conceived  the 
happy  thought  of  distributing  some  thousands  of  Punch's  useful 
Almanack  among  the  London  poor.  No  better  means  could  be 
devised  for  diffusing  information  and  general  intelligence,  as  well 
as  cheerful  mirth ;  and  as  each  gift  will  be  accompanied  with  a  bit 
of  Christmas  beef,  an  excellent  plum-pudding,  a  dozen  of  mince- 
pies,  and  a  gallon  of  good  beer,  mere  can  be  very  little  doubt  that 
it  will  be  everywhere  most  thankfully  received. 
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MISTAKEN     IDENTITY. 

As  the  DC  Smiths,  to  whose  Dinner-Party  he  mas  invited,  lived  in  the  next  Square,  Brown  though1, 

he  would  walk  over. 

Head  ll'ail,/-  (a;t,lf>-  a  wrong  impression).    "  THIS  WON'T  DO,  YOTTNO  MAN  I    WK'VB  BEKN 

IXPKOTIN'  o'  YOU  THIS  'Qua  AND  A  'ALF  !      No  NAPKINS  LAID,  NO  GUASSKS,  NO "  ! ! ! 

[Brown  never  got  over  it  all  the  Evening. 


A  PATTERN  TO  PARLIAMENT. 

MH.  SPEAKEB,  the  Assembly  over  which  you  so  ably  preside  has  ever  appeared 'reluctant 
to  add  to  or  alter  those  traditional  usages  of  which  you,  Sir,  are  the  official  exponent.  Yet, 
pardon  the  suggestion  that  the  British  House  of  Commons  might,  as  advantageously  for 
the  Public  as  agreeably  to  Honourable  Members,  above  all  to  yourself  as  the  moderator,  and 
more  often  than  not,  perhaps,  the  endurer,  of  their  debates,  take  a  leaf,  or  even  leaves, 
out  of  the  book  of  another  Parliament — that  of  Fatherland.  A  column  of  recent  German 
news  in  a  contemporary  has  perhaps  informed  you  that : — 

"The  German  Parliament  is  devoting  part  of  the  time  of  its  last  Swiion  to  the  testing  of  various  articles 
of  public  interest.  About  a  week  ago  some  zealous  Pisciculturists  arranged  an  exhibition  of  German 


fishes,  which  was  succeeded  by  a  '  Parliamentary 
fish  dinner,'  in  which  specimens  of  the  specie* 
exhibited  were  served  up  cooked  for  gastronomic 
examination." 

Is  not  this,  Sir,  a  way  of  winding  up  the 
Session  in  every  respect  preferable  to  that 
of  polluting  its  fag-end  with  the  Massacre 
of  the  Innocents — a  massacre  necessitated 
by  previous  hindrance  to  despatch  of  busi- 
ness '(  The  German  Parliament  at  the  close 
uf  its  sittings  has  time  on  its  hands,  the 
German  Parliament  does  not  throw  away 
night  after  night  in  prolix  debates,  of  which 
tin-  greater  part  end  in  nothing ;  still  less  does 
it  sacrifice  one  day  every  week  to  fanatics 
and  crotcheteers.  If  in  these  particulars 
the  British  House  of  Commons  would  take 
pattern  from  a  more  thinking  and  less 
loquacious  Legislature,  might  it  not  also 
have  time  possibly  to  pass  all  needful  Bills, 
and  then,  having  finished  political  work, 
have  leisure  enough  to  occupy  its  closing 
days  with  darliamentary  ^pinners  for  the 
discussion  of  good  things  t  Although  in 
the  month  of  August  there  is  no  It,  you 
might  yet  have  oysters  on  the  table  —  at 
any  rate,  as  a  question  of  supply  ;  and  you 
could,  on  any  day,  combine  the  consideration 
of  the  cost  of  meat  with  its  consumption. 
After  dinner,  in  further  pursuance  of 
Teutonic  precedent,  would  ensue  smoke,  the 
House  becoming  actually  a  "  Tobacco  Par- 
liament." 

See.  further,  Sir,  how  much  more  wisely 
they  deal  with  a  certain  "  burning  "  ques- 
tion in  another  Collective  Wisdom  :— 

"  And  very  shortly  a  parliamentary  testing  of 
German  wines  is  to  take  place,  for  which  German 
winegrowers  have  contributed  a  selection  of  the 
best  home-grown  wines  little  short  of  a  thousand 
bottles.  The  act  of  testing  is  to  be  made  the 
occasion  of  another  Parliamentary  dinner." 

Consider,  Sir.  how  much  more  sensible  it 
is  to  deal  with  the  Liquor  Question  by 
dining  upon  it,  than  by  squandering 
Wednesday  after  "Wednesday  in  wasting 
breath  upon  Sabbatarian  Sunday  Closing 
and  Teetotallers'  Coercion  Bills  ?  In  order 
to  make  people  sober  by  Act  of  Parliament, 
would  not  the  soundest  legislation  consist 
in  measures  to  secure  them  sound  wine  and 
sound  beer  ?  May  you  be  destined,  Sir,  to 
see  the  House  of  Commons  resolve  itself 
into  many  a  good  dinner-party  on  purpose 
to  test,  claret,  burgundy,  and  all  manner  of 
wine,  as  well  as  ale,  beer,  and  other 
generous  and  exhilarating  liquors;  and 
may  you  yourself  perpetually  preside  over 
the  banquet  as  Speaker  and  Symposiarch. 


THE  SPECIFIC  FOR  SCURVY. 

WHAT,  no  lime-juice  ?  And  so  the 
gallant  fellows  on  the  Arctic  Expedition 
were  seized  with  scurvy,  and  had  to  return 
before  their  time.  And  why  no  lime-juice  ? 
Some  plead  that  it  is  spoilt  or  impaired  in 
virtue  by  getting  frozen,  also  that  sailors 
don't  like  it,  and  shirk  taking  it,  so  as  to 
require  Officers  to  stand  over  them  and 
make  them  drink  it.  How  are  these  diffi- 
culties to  be  overcome  ?  By  due  admixture 
of  distasteful  lime-juice  with  agreeable 
rum  and  sugar.  Add,  perhaps,  a  dash  of 
equally  agreeable  brandy.  Then  wouldn't 
the  lime-juice  go  down  the  nautical  red 
lane  ?  To  b«  sure — and  there  would  be 
your  remedy  of  remedies  for  scurvy.  What 
cures  the  gout,  the  colic,  and  the  phthisic '( 
What  is  it  that's  allowed  to  be  the  very 
best  of  physic  for  every  (possible  human 
ailment,  including  Scurvy  (  Punch ! 

CHAUCBX  for  Children !  '  Surely  a  Spenser 
would  have  been  more  fitting. 
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WHAT'S    THE    ODDS? 

OR,  THE  DUMB  JOCKEY  OF  JEDDINGTON. 

A  HEW  SPOETIlfO  KOTEL   BT 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP, 
Author  of  "  Two  Kicks,"  "  Squeezing  Langford,"  §<;.,  $c. 

CHAPTEB  .  IV.—' ',  Conspirators." 


HE  glittering  eyes  which,  peering 
through  the  stone  wall,  had 
startled  the  two  Ladies,  belonged 
to  LAWYER  FEKBET.  His  eyes 
were  as  sharp  as  he  was  himself; 
in  fact,  they  were  his  pupils. 

"  I  can  see  through  a  stone  wall 
as  well  as  most  people,"  said 
LAWYER  FERBET,  in  an  under- 
tone, to  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN. 

"  Come,"  he  added,  looking  care- 
fully about,  "the  women  have 
gone  up  to  Town ;  the  coast  is 
clear.  We  will  talk  over  this  in 
my  office." 

In  another  hour  the  HONBLE. 
PULLMAN  was  seated  in  LAWYER 
FERRET'S  sanctum. 

"The  Jeddington  Dodd  pro- 
perty is  safe  to  come  to  me,  and 

we  shall  both  be  millionnaires,  if  you  can  insure  SIB  THOMAS'S  winning  the  next  three 
Derbys,"  said  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN. 

LAWYER  FERRET  looked  up  at  him  from  under  his  eyebrows. 
"  It  shall  be  done.     I  '11  take  six-fourths.     You  '11  have  five-thirds."    He  was 
hard  at  a  bargain  was  old  LAWYER  FERRET. 
"Good!     Your  plan?" 

LAWYER  FERRET  considered  a  moment,  then  he  replied, — 
"  I  know  all  the  Jockeys,  including  CAVASSON  the  Dumb  Jockey.  I  will  buy  them 
all.  There  will  be  one  hundred  and  twenty  starters  for  the  Derby.  They  will  all  curb 
up  their  horses,  hold  them  well  in,  and  flog  and  spur  the  Invisible  Prince,  BO  that 
he  must  go.  Whatever  it  costs,  whatever  time  it  takes,  the  Invisible  Prince  will  be 
bound  to  come  in  first,  as  the  others  won't  move  a  step  without  his  beinc  well  ahead. 
If  CAVASSON  should  fail  us,  he  must  be  poisoned." 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN,  as  he  leisurely  cocked  his  hat. 
This  action  did  not  pass  unobserved  by  LAWYER  FERRET.    It  was  not  the  first  time 
he  had  seen  a  hat  cocked  right  before  his  eyes,  and  had  waited  for  it  to  go  off,  un- 
flinchingly. 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN'S  original  intention  in  cocking 
his  hat,  he  had  evidently  given  up  any  notion  of  injury  to  LAWYER  FEBKET,  as  he 
only  nodded  to  the  latter,  and  allowed  his  hat  to  remain  on  his  head,  while  he  took 
himself  off. 

A  brougham  pulled  up  outside  the  door.    In  it  was  LADY  Di. 

"PULLMAN!"  she  exclaimed,  as  the  HONBLE.  P.  came  up  smiling,  "here  arejHie 
thousand  pounds  for  you.  More  if  SIR  THOMAS  does  not  marry  GUSSY." 

He  shall  not,"  answered  the  HONBLE.  P.     "  Come  to  the  Meet  to-morrow.    GUSSY 
«r>5  fresh  k°rse-    Accidents  will  happen.    You  understand  ? " 

Perfectly.  Tell  the  Coachman  to  drive  to  GUNTER'S.  It  is  so  insufferably  hot 
bee  you  at  the  Opera  to-night.  Ta,  tal"  And  off  dashed  the  spanking  ten-guinea 
stepper,  with  the  miniature  brougham,  and  the  three  Flunkeys  in  pink  silk-stockings 


and  gorgeous  liveries,  hanging  on  for  dear  life 
)ehind. 

As  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN  pocketed  the  note,  a 
•ap  on  the  hat  from  an  elegant  riding- whip  caused 
lim  to  look  up. 

"  I  thought  I  knew  the  tap,"  exclaimed  the 
IONBLE.  PULLMAN  as  he  put  up  his  glass,  and 
drank  in  the  liquid  intoxication  of  Mas.  ASQOOD 
AZAMYLE'S  sparkling  eyes. 

"  Your  news  ?  "  she  asked,  as,  with  the  skill  of 
i  perfect  equestrienne,  she  gave  her  horse  his 
lead,  which  was  all  he  wanted  to  make  him  per- 
:ect.  Like  most  Ladies,  MBS.  AZAMYLE  allowed 
all  her  horses  to  eat  their  heads  off  in  the  stable, 
so  that  it  required  no  mean  veterinary  knowledge 
on  her  part  to  supply  the  defect,  and  complete 
;heir  symmetry.  This  she  had  now  done. 

"  Ah,  MRS.  AZAMYLE,"  said  the  HONBLE.  PULL- 
MAN. ' '  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  arranging 
it  all  to  your  satisfaction.  GUSSY  will  be  thrown 
over  to-morrow,  you  'II  see.  SIR  THOMAS  will  win 
;hree  Derbys  in  succession,  and  the  property  will 
be  mine.  Will  you  be  mine  also  ?  " 

"  How  much  are  the  Jeddington  Dodd  estates 
worth?"  was  MRS.  AZAMYLE'S  adroit  reply.  She 
was  a  master  in  the  art  of  fence  in  conversation. 
Oh,  about  two  hundred  million  a  year,"  was 
the  careless  rejoinder.  "  Just  enough  to  scrape 
along  on." 

I  'm  there  !  "  returned  MRS.  AZAMYLE. 

"  You  will  be  out  hunting:  to-inorrow,  of  course," 
called  put  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN,  as  the  fair 
questrian  turned  her  horse,  in  the  direction  of 
Rotten  How,  which  was  as  usual  crowded  with 
the  haut  ton  of  society. 

"  Of  course,"  she  replied ;  and  then  added,  in  a 
tone  of  significant  .  inquiry,  /'How  about  the 
Ditch  ?  " 

The  HONBLE.  PULLMAN  nodded.  They  under- 
stood one  another.* 

CHAPTER  V.—"  The  Hunt  is  up." 

THE  Spring  had  passed,  the  Summer  had  well 
set  in.  Bright  Chanticleer  proclaimed  the  morn, 
and  SIB,  THOMAS  was  out  with  his  hounds  before 
11  A.M. 

CAVASSON,  the  Dumb 'Jockey,  was  mounted  on 
Invisible  Prince. 

"  Nothing  like  hunting  to  train  for  the  Derby," 
was  MR.  STRENGHALT'S  opinion. 

SIR  THOMAS  was  in  high  spirits.  He  had  just 
put  spurs  to  his  horse,  t  which  now  strutted  about 
as  proud  as  a  fighting  cock.  GUSSY  GANDER  was 
mounted  on  a  sweet  cream,  which  she  whipped 
occasionally. 

The  Editor  to  Major  Jawley  Sharp.— My  dear  Sir' 
surely  there  '3  no  hunting  in  Summer.  For  of  course  this 
is  intended  for  Summer.  The  Opera  season  going  on,  and 
Ladies  oppressed  by  the  heat  going  from  Rotten  Row  to 
GUNTEU'S.  We,  speaking  Editorially,  never  heard  of 
hunting  in  Summer. — ED. 

Jawley  Sharp  to  the  Editor. — What!  no  hunting  in 
Summer ! !  I  suppose  you  '11  say  there 's  no  fishing  next. 
I  do  not  pretend  to  describe  ordinary  events,  though 
there  "a  nothing  very  CT/r«ordinary  in  a  good  run  with  a 
July  Fox.  Evidently  you  don't  understand  sporting. 
But  come  down  here,  and  I'll  put  you  up  to  a  thing  or 
two.  Of  course  I  '11  put  you  up  anyhow,  and  not  anyhow, 
but  in  first-rate  style.  Now  let  me  explain  about  a 
"July  Fox."  A  "  July  Fox "  is  not  to  be  found  in  every 
county.  It  is  a  Fox  not  of  the  present,  but  of  the  pre- 
vious year,  and  should  more  correctly  be  described  as  a 
"  last  year's  Fox."  He  won't  keep  till  the  following 
winter,  and  so  they  are  obliged  to  hunt  him  in  July,  so 
as  to  get  him  out  of  the  way  before  the  Cub  season  sets 
in.  Of  course  this  is  a  mere  matter  of  A.  B.  C.  to  any 
sportsman.  And  as  to  "no  hunting  in  July"  ! !  'Gad, 
Sir,  I  should  like  to  see  the  man  who  doesn't  prefer  that 
season  of  the  year  to  any  other.  My  dear  friend,  you  know 
your  business,  I  know  mine.  Jam  satis. — J.  S. 

f  From  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP.— Sir, 
surely  "  putting  spurs  to  a  horse  "  does  not  mean  what 
you  evidently  intend  it  should  mean  here.  Of  course  I 
only  ask  for  information,  but— does  it?— Yours,  ED. 

from  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor. — Dear 
NEDDY,  of  course  it  does.  Why,  any  infant  in  the  nur- 
sery could  have  told  you  this.  Don't  you  remember 
"  Aide  a  Cock-horse  to  Banbury  Cross,"  &c.,  &c.  ?  And 
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According  to  agreement,  and  in  order  to  carry  out  their  nefariou 
designs,  the  Iln\m  i:\iu, K  I'CLIMAX  and  LAWYKII  FKRRET  hav 
escorted  LADY  Di  and  MRS.  AZAMTLK  to  a  diteh,  in  whicli  they  all 
sat  down,  well  hidden  from  view,  in  order  to  watch  the  horse,  tli 
man,  and  the  woman  in  whom  they  had  such  a  tremendous  interest 
I  have  arranged  everything,"  said  SIR  THOMAS  to  CIUSM-,  a 
hand  in  hand  they  Mew  a  bullfinch, 

•'Delighted,  dear  TOM,  to  hear  it,"  replied  hi»  fair  companion 
as  she  cleared  a  haw-haw,  preparatory  to  giving  a  light  silver 
laugh. 

Yes,"  ho  went  on,  after  blowing  his  horn,  and  giving  the  view 
holloa  to  the  Bagman,*  who,  with  the  pack  at  his  back,  mad 
tor  the  bright,  sweet-scented  clover-fteld.      "Yes,  dear,  by  my 
influence  I  V   induced  the  members  of  the  Turl'  Committee  and  (li 
Jockey  Club  to  give  the  Three  Derbys  in  one  day.     I  shall  nm  th 
same  mare    either   the.    Incmbk   Prince  or  JUoka— for    all    th 
three.    They  're  both  being  most  carefully  trained  not  to  start  or  g 
one  men,     ihe  Invitibh  is  beautifully  broken  in.    She  has  opium 
every  morning,  lettuces,  hay,  clover,  rye,  bread,  dumplings,  aj 
buns,  and  buckets  of  water;   everything,  iu  fact,  she  can  eat  am 
drink,  and  as  often  as  possible." 

"AndJfoAaf"  asked Gcssr. 

"  Getting  on  tine.  She 's  out  on  the  sands,  with  the  boys,  from 
morning  to  night  at  sixpence  an  hour." 

They  drew  near  a  sunk  fence,  with  a  ditch  on  either  side,  snr 
mounted  by  spikes,  and  a  stream  running  swiftly  between  th 
bound  i 

The  Lawyer,  the  HONOUHAHLE  PULLMAN,  and  the  two  Ladie 
secreted  in  the  ditch,  held  their  breath.    Suddenly,  as  GUSST'S  hors 
rose  in  the  air,  LAWVKR  FKRRKT  jumped  up  and  made  a  hideou 
grimace.    GtrssY's  horse,  startled  by  the.  apparition,  swerved,  and 
tell  heavily  against  Slit  THOMAS'S  hunter,  and  in  another  momen 
both  were  in  the  river,  and  she  was  safe  in  his  anna,  safe  as  the  bank 
where  he  had  just  deposited  his  treasure. 

"  I  am  thine  for  ever !  "  she  murmured. 

The  hounds  were  in  full  cry.  The  unhappy  and  panting  Bagman 
much  worried  by  the  dogs,  had  headed  them,  and  crossing  the  corn- 
fields, was  now  all  among  the  barley,  and  rolling  in  the  grass  among 
the  buttercups  and  daisies. 

jri,e.8T?M' Tally  ho !  "  "  Yeo  ho !  "  "  Hea™  ahead !  "  "  Yoicks ! 

Half  a  turn  a-starn ! "  now  arose  from  the  mouths  of  the 
Huntsmen.  Poor  Puss  was  hard/prossed.  In  another  second  the 
dogs  were  on  him,  when  they  suddenly  lost  the  scent,  took  up  an  ok 
trail,  got  on  the  slot,  and  streamed  away  for  another  county.  In 
vain  the  held  halloo'd.  Only  old  llarbinaer,  the  veteran  hound  of 
the  true  Hootch  breed,  was  true  to  his  instincts,  but  he  was  too  weak 
to  tackle  the  infuriated  Ifagman,  who  would  have  made  short  work 
him,  had  it  not  been  that  SIR  THOMAS,  seeing  the  unfortunate 
wretch  about  to  rush  at  poor  Gcssv,  jumped  off  his  horse,  and, 
drawing  tho  hunting-knife  which  hung  at  his  belt,  cut  off  his  head 
and  tail  at  one  slice. 

Then  the  Hunters  struck  up  a  chorus,  and  rode  merrily  home, 
while  four  stout  retainers  bore  on  a  litter  the  body  of  the  luckless 
iiagman,  who  would  never  more  travel  that  road  again. 

Of  course  the  poor  Bagman,  who  had  thus  hardly  earned  the  money 
tor  his  starving  family,  was  buried,  at  SIR  THOMAS'S  expense,  in  the 

would  a  "  cock-horse  "  bo  complete  without  tpurs  ?  I  grant  you  that  the 
expression  is  a  stable  technicality,  and  i«,  probably,  founded  on  a  very  old 
ighsu  custom.  But  if  you  want  to  ice  the  iort  of  thing  I  <lo  meun,  run  down 


here. 


J.  S. 


From  the  Editor  to  the  Major.— Nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure. 
Hut— Me  address  ?— ED. 

•  From  the  Editor  to  MAJOB  JA.WI.EY  SuAHP.-My  rery  dear  Sir,  I  am 
«oj!  an  Anti- Vivisection ist,  but  in  the  intere»t«  of  humanity  I  have  tried  to 
soften  down  this  chapter  ai  much  as  possible.  When,  in  Chapter  IV..  you 
spoke  of  hunting  iti  summer,  I  naturally  thought  YOU  meant  Fox.hunting 
ind  your  letter  corroborated  this  notion.  But  now,  Sir,  I  find  you  mean  Han. 
hunting.  It  is  useless  for  you  to  deny  this,  as  I  have  asked  several  eminent 
sportsmen,  and  one  and  all  tell  me  that  "  to  hunt  a  Bagman  "  is  most  unmual 
though,  perhaps  when  a  Fox  cannot  be  obtained  (a*  e.g.  in  summer,  I  suppose) 
it  may  occasionally  be  allowable.  I  gather,  from  information  I  have  received 
that  some  impecunious  Commercial  Traveller  is  selected  for  his  knowledge  of 
the  country,  and  is  then  started  with  a  red  herring,  or  a  bug  of  aniseed,  which 
serves  as  scent  for  the  houndi.  This  is  a  sufficiently  cruel  pastime  bv  itself 
and  it  13  shameful  to  think  that  the  poor  Bagman,  after  a  severe  run,  should 
•a  caught  and  worried,  as  you  describe,  by  the  dogg.  But,  good  heavens,  Sir, 
you  are  not  in  earnest,  you  cann»t  be,  when  you  go  on  to  say  that  the  tuccws- 
U  huntsman  cuts  off  the  unhappy  Bagman'i  head  and  tail !  !  I  Of  course 
.his  is  the  spice  you  have  given  to  the  romance,  and  ther.for.,  an  we  appeal  to 
the  general  public,  and  reckon  on  the  support  of  Lady  nadtrt,  as  well  M  un. 
PtrfMW  Ogtbmm,!  have  taken  upon  myself  to  throw  in  a  little  tender 
ouch- in  the  way  of  epithets,  and  by  an  allusion  to  his  funeral  and  his  poor 
family-just  to  soften  down  this  "Bagman  hunting,"  which,  othcrwue, 
would  be  really  worse  than  any  Bulgarian  atrocity.-Yours,  ED. 

MAJOU  JAWI.EY  SHARP   to  the  Editor.     (By   Wve.    In  tefc.WDon't 
ouch  a  line.    It 's  all  nght.    lleal  sport,  every  word  of  it,  and  you  '11  spoil  it. 

J.lte  Lditor  to  MAJOK  JAWLEY  SHABP.— Too  late. 


village  churchyard,  and  his  wife  and  children  were  handsomely  pro- 
vided for  by  the  members  of  the  Jeddington  Hunt. 

•  •*•*• 

"  \Ve  have  failed  to-day,"  haul  the  conspirators,  as  they  crept  out 

of  the  ditch,  and  winded  their  way  home  again  up  to   Londoi 

through  the  muddy  lanes,  with  rueful  countenances.     "  We  have 

1  o-day  :  but  our  turn  will  come." 

The  HONIII.K.  PUM.MAN  eyed  LAWYKR  FKRRET  narrowly. 

"To-morrow  tin-  Three  Dcrbys  will  be  run,"  said  the  craft  \ 
Lawyer.  "  That  we  know.  To-night  I  buy  the  Jockeys,  and  the 
game  is  ours.  Ha !  ha !  " 

It  was  an  anxious  night— the  night  before  the  Three  Derbys. 
(To  be  continual.) 


NURSEMAIDS    BEWARE! 

HAY  Mr.  Punch,  direct  the  atten- 
tion of  Servant-girls,  through 
calling  that  of  their  employers, 
to  tho  following  piece  of  good 
news : — 

"At  Hammersmith  Folicc-Court 
Mu.  HBNKV  BIMCER,  of  Clnphain, 
was  summoned  by  tho  Police  for 
driving  a  Bicycle  on  the  footpath  in 
Ladbroke  Grove  Koad,  Netting  Hill. 
The  Defendant  pleaded  Guilty  to 
wheeling  the  Bicycle  on  the  foot- 
path, but  not  to  riding  upon  it.  The 
road,  he  (aid,  was  bad,  and  he  thought 
there  was  no  harm  in  wheeling  the 
Machine  on  the  footpath.  M  it.  PAGBT 
said  it  was  against  the  Law  to  wheel 
a  Bicycle  on  a  path  which  was  for 
the  use  of  foot-passengers.  Bicycles, 
it  was  true,  had  been  invented  since 
the  pasting  of  the  Police  Act,  but 
Ihe  Act  was  clastic  enough  to  take 
them  in.  The  Defendant  murt  pay 
for  his  experience  of  the  Law.  He 
fined  him  Five  Shillings,  with  Two 
Shillings  CosU,  and  recommended 

him  to  tell  his  Bicycling  friend*  that  riding  on  the  footpathi  was  against  the 

Law." 

If  it  is  against  tho  Law  to  wheel  a  Bicycle  on  a  path  which  is  for 
the  use  of  foot-passengers,  it  must  be.  at  least,  equally  against  the 
Law  to  wheel  a  Perambulator.  Do«s  Materfainilias  want  this  Law 
to  be  enforced  ?  If  not,  she  had  better  direct  her  Nursemaid  to 
take  care  how,  with  eyes  fixed  on  vacancy,  she  pushes  a  Carriage  con- 
taining, perhaps,  a  couple  of  heavy  Infants,  along  the  pavement,  and 
over  the  toes  ot  a  Philosopher,  rapt  in  meditation,  whom  she  does 
not  see  in  her  way.  Perhaps  ho  has  Gout  in  his  toes,  and,  in  that 
case,  when  they  are  flattened  by  a  heedlew  fool,  that  alteration  of 
their  form  is  particularly  unpleasant  for 


OUR  CHRISTMAS  ROSK. 

"  HOSES  AT  OHUISTMAV— A  correspondent  at  Llandudno  lends  us  a  few 
•osea  and  hawthorn  sprays  gathered  in  December  bloom,  at  that  favourite 
Welsh  resort,  where  indeed  rows  are  often  known  to  flourish  in  the  open  air 
all  the  year  round."— Daily  Telegraph. 

HAPPY  Llandudno !  where,  whilst  Winter's  pall 

Droops  o'er  the  town,  and  dims  Mirth's  struggling  ember, 
The  ttueen  of  June  flaunts  her  bright  coronal 
In  drear  December ! 

Roses  in  Fogdom  1    Flora  from  her  bower 

Of  deathless  summer  well  might  faze  with  pity, 
To  see,  midst  dark  and  damp,  her  favourite  flower 
In  our  dull  city. 

And  yet  our  Rosa  Ifttmli,  fragrant,  fair, 

With  careful  culture  may  K  brought  to  blooming 
In  Babylon's  heart,  whilst  Winter,  Want,  and  Care 
Are  round  us  glooming. 

Think  of  it,  Gentles,  while  you  gaily  twine 

Your  Christmas  wreaths  of  mistletoe  and  holly ; 
To  miss  the  flower  of  flowers,  of  birth  divine, 
Were  worse  than  folly. 

Think  of  it,  Ladies  of  the  Liberal  hand, 

Ere  round  your  Yuletide  log  you  cheerly  close, 
Let  Charity  in  City  wastes  expand 

Her  Christmas  ROM  I 
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KEEP  UP  YOUR  SPIRITS." 

NOTWITHSTANDING  THK  GLOOMY  SEASON,  THOSE  MARVELLOUS   ENTERTAINERS,   MESSRS.  PUNCHYLYNE  AND   TOBYCOOK,  SUCCESSFULLY 


CONJURK  UP  A  FAMIUAK  AND   WELCOME  OLD    SPIEIT  ONCE   MORE. 
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FOR    CHRISTMAS    PARTIES. 


RACKBKS   to    be  Let    OJ 

at  intervals  during 
Dinner  or  Dessert. 

ASTBONOMEBS  have 
ascertained,  by  the 
Patent  New  Steam 
Telescope,  that  the 
Dwellers  in  the  Stars 
which  form  the 
Milky- Way,  bear,  on 
close  inspection,  a  strongly  marked  resemblance  to  the  Kurds. 

A  Member  of  the  Peace  Society  has  been  Lecturing  nt  Hanwell 
for  the  purpose  of  securing  the  co-operation  of  its  Inmates  in 
Petitioning  for  a  General  Suppression  of  the  Zoo-phytes. 

Owing  to  the  outcry  against  pur  Vulgarian  Atrocities,  an  influen- 
tial City  Gentleman  has  abstained  for  a  whole  fortnight  from  the 
dropping  of  an  H. 

It  is  rumoured  in  New  York  that  MR.  BABNUM  is  in  treaty  for  the 
purchase  of  Temple-Bar,  which  he  desires  to  place  in  his  Historical 
Museum. 

A  whisper  has  been  gaining  credence  on  the  Stock  Exchange  that, 
on  and  alter  the  iirst  day  of  April  next,  all  Passengers  by  Trains 
running  Northward  of  the  Thames  will  be  supplied  with  Newspapers 
and  Refreshments  Gratis,  at  the  Cost  of  the  Directors. 

In  Fashionable  Society  the  non  de  plume  of  "Ouida"  is  called 
"Wider."  Her  New  Tale  will  be  entitled,  "As  Broad  as  it  it 
Long." 

A  Company  has  been  formed  for  the  purpose  of  working  an  exten- 
sive vein  of  coals  which  has  lately  been  discovered  in.  the  crater  of 
Vesuvius. 

An  influential  Deputation  of  able-bodied  Paupers  has  attended 
the  HOME  SECRETARY,  with  the  object  of  requesting  him  to  introduce 
a  Bill,  to  prohibit  the  purchase  of  Australian  beef  and  mutton  for 
the  inmates  of  our  Workhouses. 

It  has  been  calculated  by  a  member  of  the  criminal  profession, 
that  a  decrease  of  ninety-seven  and  a  half  per  cent,  is  certain  to 
take  place  in  eases  of  wife-beating,  within  a  year  after  the^Cat  has 
been  prescribed  as  a  fit  punishment. 

The  Ladies  on  the  Oxford  School  Board  are  getting  up  petitions 
for  amendment  of  the  Education  Act,  so  as  to  insure  the  teaching  of 
plain  cookery  in  all  our  Infant  Schools. 

After  much  discussion,  it  is  finally  resolved  that  members  using 
latch-keys  shall  be  civilly,  but  firmly,  requested  to  withdraw  from 
all  the  West-End  Clubs. 

It  is  predicted  by  the  Bivalve  Statistical  Society  that,  at  the  birth 
of  the  next  century,  Oysters  will  be  valued  at  a  sovereign  a-piece, 


and  a  Sumptuary  Act  will  probably  be  called  for,  limiting  the  con- 
sumption to  half  a  one  per  head  when  served  at  public  dinners. 

A  Chinamaniac  has  petitioned  the  CHANCELLOR  OF  T»K  EXCHEQUER 
that  the  tax  of  a  strait-waistcoat  shall  be  laid,  by  Government,  upon 
all  buyers  of  old  porcelain. 

At  a  Meeting  of  Dramatic  Managers,  which  is  apixjinted  to  be 
held  in  the  middle  of  next  week,  it  will  be  proposed  that,  in  the 
interests  of  the  Drama,  and  to  meet  the  need  of  playgoers  who 
reside  in  London,  no  piece  will  be  permitted  to  run  without  a  change 
for  mure  than  thirty  nights. 

A  startling:  Btory  lias  been  circulated  by  some  members  of  the 
Ladies'  Club,  that  a  Cook  has  condescended  to  accept  a  situation 
where  no  Kitchen-maid  is  kept,  on  condition  that  a  carriage  is  pro- 
vided to  take  her  to  early  service  on  Sundays. 


MR.  PUNCH'S  CHRISTMAS  NUMBER  FOll  lb?H. 

(In  the  festive  style  which  seems  appropriate  to  the  season.) 
CHAPTER  I.— The  Infant  Ghost! 

Ac  ux  the  weird  creature  crept  through  the  long  lone  walk  of 
G  hast  ley  Grange! 

LADY  LAURA  and  her  companion  started  from  the  tree  (behind 
which  they  had  been  hiding  in  very  terror),  and  pointed  at  the 
spectre  as,  slowly  and  surely,  it  crept  along.  It  was  a  moment  full 
of  horror  for  both.  ALHERT  had  been  pleading  his  suit  with  all  tin 
impassioned  eloquence  of  a  young  barrister  fresh  from  th«  Old 
Bailey,  and  she  nad  been  listening  to  him.  And  now  they  were 
interrupted.  Here,  alone  in  the  moonlight,  they  thought  themselvi  s 
safe  from  intrusion,  and  they  were  wrong.  A  creature  aa  unsub- 
stantial as  the  air,  as  awful  as  the  Unknown,  was  creeping,  crawling 
through  the  long,  lone  walk. 

"  What  is  it  '<  "  asked  ALBERT,  for  the  fourth  time. 

LADY  LAURA  gave  a  great  shudder,  and  clung  to  her  companion's 
shoulder  with  renewed  energy.  Then  came  a  frightened  whisper. 

"It  is  the  Bane  of  our  Race.  The  villagers  over  yonder  call  it 
the  '  Infant  Ghost ' !  " 

And  then  ALBERT  noticed  that  the  apparition  was  crawling  on  all- 
fours. 

"  We  both  have  seen  it,"  murmured  LADY  LAURA,  trembling  with 
terror,  "  and  now  you  must  know  all.  It  is  I,  the  girl  who  loves 
you,  the  woman  who  would  go  through  fire  and  water  to  save  you  a 
moment's  pain,  who  must  tefl  you  this — a  story  that  will  rob  you  of 
all  your  joy,  turn  you  from  the  gayest  of  the  gay  into  the  grayest 
of  the  grave :  a  story  that  will  steal  from  you  your  peace  of  mind, 
and  make  you  prematurely  old." 

"  What  is  this  story  ?  "  he  asked,  impatiently. 

"  The  story  of  the  Infant  Ghost.    You  must  know,  then,  that  "- 
and  here  she  paused.    She  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart,  gave  a 
heavy  sigh,  and  died. 

CHAPTER  II.— The  Fatal  Telegram  ! 

CHRISTMAS  EVE  !  A  grand  old  castle,  ruby  with  red  berries,  and 
covered  with  mistletoe.  The  armoured  figures  reflected  back  the 
glare  of  the  Yule-logs  as  they  burned  brightly  in  half  a  score  of 
wainscoted  rooms.  Everybody  was  smiling.  Even  the  old  portraits 
of  the  family  of  Fm-BROWNSMiTH  seemed  to  laugh  fitfully  as  the 
firelight  illumined  them. 

The  Earl  was  holding  high  revel  in  the  Hall.  Scores  of  guests  sat 
at  the  festive  board,  toying.with  the  dessert,  and  drinking  bumpers 
to  every  newly-proposed  toast.  Only  one  of  all  that  gallant  com- 
pany was  pale,  only  one  had  eyes  starting  out  of  his  head,  only  one 
had  hair  rising  from  the  roots  in  abject  terror.  That  one  was 
ALBERT  DE  PENTONVTLLE,  or,  as  he  must  now  be  called,  "  the  Lost 
One."  The  death  of  LADY  LAURA  had  greatly  annoyed  him. 

The  Earl  was  on  his  feet.  He  looked  proudly  at  a  picture  behind 
him,  representing  a  Patriarch  leaving  an  Ark.  It  was  the  portrait 
of  the  Founder  of  the  Family  of  FiTZ-BKOWusin-m. 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  cried  the  jovial  Earl,  and  his  cheery 
voice  rang  merrily  through  the  vaulted  halls,  "  I  have  one  more 
toast  to  propose — one  that  will  make  you  leap  to  your  feet  and 
cheer  with  all  your  might.  Need  I  say  that  I  propose  the  health 
of " 

But  the  sentence  was  never  finished.  At  this  moment  a  telegram 
was  thrust  into  the  Earl's  hands.  To  tear  it  open,  read  it,  and  turn 
as  white  as  a  sheet  was  the  work  of  a  moment.  The  enraged  noble- 
man threw  the  paper  into  the  fire,  and,  trembling  with  paision, 
approached  ALBBKT. 

"  Scoundrel !  "  he  cried,  and  then  turned  to  the  Armoury. 

But  before  the  infuriated  Earl  could  seize  a  battle-axe,  ALIIERI 
had  quitted  the  apartment. 

CHAPTER  III.— Tht  Secret  Treasure  «f  ll«id*lb«rg  Castle. 

"  WE  shall  be  Princes  after  this  night's  adventure,"  said  CAKL  to 
ALBEBT,  as  they  climbed  up  the  hill  towards  the  Castle ;  we  were 
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THE    WAY    WE    LIVE    NOW." 

Swell  Coachman  (with  his  eye  on  the  Brougham's  cockade).   "  YOUR  GUV'KKR  IN  THE  ARMY  ?" 

Brougham  (artlessly).  "  NOT  'ZACTLY  IN  THE  HARMY.      Bur  MISSIS  SAY  AS  THEY  SOLD  MILINGTARY  CUK'OSITIKS  WHEN  THEY  KEI-' 
A  SHOP  IN  'OLBORN  !  I  " 


obliged  to  come  by  night.  In  the  day  time  the  Guardians  of  the 
Ruin  would  have. stopped  us." 

"  What  is  this  Treasure  ?"  asked  ALBKRT,  with  some  curiosity. 

"  You  shall  know  when  we  are  back  once  more  in  my  house 
beyond  the  river,"  replied  his  companion.  "  Enough  to  say,  that 
for  this  Treasure  Louis  THE  FOURTEENTH  would  have  given  up  his 
Throne,  CBOMWELL  his  Protectorship,  NAPOLBON  THE  GREAT  his 
Victories.  Once  possessors  of  it,  ana  we  can  laugh  the  world  to 
scorn.  We  shall  be  richer  than  ROTHSCHILD,  and  more  powerful 
than  BISMAB.CK.  And  now  we  have  arrived." 

They;  were  standing  in  the  court-yard  of  Heidelberg  Castle. 
ALBEBT  held  a  dark  lantern,  and  CAEL  carried  a  spade.  The  latter 
produced  a  small  map,  and  then  approached  a  stone  wall.  He 
tapped  thrice,  and  then  a  secret  door  opened  before  them,  revealing 
a  flight  of  steps. :  They  descended,  and  found  themselves  in  an  old 
oak  chamber,  which  had  evidently  not  been  entered  for  two  hundred 
years.  The  ancient  furniture  was  covered  with  cobwebs,  and  rats 
played  about  the  floor.  In  front  of  the  rusty  fire-place  was  a  mag- 
nificent rug,  moth-eaten  and  threadbare.  CAKL  removed  this  rug. 
and  then  began  to  dig.  In  five  minutes  his  spade  turned  up  a  small 
gold  box,  covered  with  mystic  figures. 

1 1  was  not  deceived !  "  cried  CAKL.  "  And  now  we  are  Kings  of 
the  World— nay,  more,  our  empire  extends  to  the  Moon  and  Stars !  " 

"What  is  the  Secret  ?"  again  asked  ALBERT. 

"  You  shall  know  when  we  have  returned  to  my  cottage  beyond 
the  river,"  was  the  frank  but  determined  response. 

And  they  retraced  their  steps.  As  they  crossed  the  bridge,  the 
small  gold  box  slipped  from  the  hands  of  CAUL,  and  fell  with  a 
heavy  splash  into  the  water. 

CARL  threw  up  his  arms  in  despair,  and  jumped  in. 

ALBERT  waited  for  more  than  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  but  his 
companion  never  returned ! 

CHAPTER  IV.— A   Voice  from  Scotland  Yard. 
CHRISTMAS-EVE  in  Australia— in  the  Btuh.    A  white-haired  Man 
was  entertaining  a  short,  sharp,  little  fellow  he  had  found  wounded 
near  unto  death  by  the  wayside.    The  wounded  Man  was  now 


convalescent,  and  both  he  and  his  rescuer  were  eating  plum- 
pudding. 

"  And  so  you  are  a  Detective  ?  "  repeated  the  white-haired  Man. 

"And  can  tell  you  everything,  ALBERT  DE  PENTONVILLE." 

"  You  know  my  name  P  " 

"  And  everything  about  you,"  replied  the  Detective,  with  a 
stealthy  smile. 

"  I  know  that  you  are  living  here  unnoticed  and  alone  tinder  the 
assumed  name  of  the  DUKE  OP  SUFFOLK  AND  NORFOLK.  I  know 
that  you  have'chosen  this  alias  to  escape  attention." 

"  And  do  you  also  know,"  asked  ALBERT,  "  that  I  have  chosen 
this  solitary  fate  because  there  are  three  Secrets  I  cannot  solve  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  returned  the  Detective.  "  You  mean  the  Story  of 
the  Infant  Ghost,  the  Contents  of  the  Fatal  Telegram,  and  the 
Character  of  the  Secret  Treasure  of  Heidelberg  Castle." 

"  And  you  know  them  ?  " 

"All,"  replied  the  Detective.  "And  I  have  come  this  weary 
journey  from  England  to  Australia  to  you,  ALBERT  DE  PENTONVILLE, 
to  reveal  these  Secrets— these  Secrets  so  startling  in  their  novelty. 
Listen  while  I  give  you  the  fullest  particulars  upon  each  of  these 
interesting  subjects.  You  and  I  will  be  the  only  men  in  this  wide 
world  who  will  ever  know  them." 

And  then  the  Detective  began. 

(To  be  continued  in  Mr.  Punch's  Chrittmas  Number  for  1877.    Order  early.) 


What  Old  Grumpy  says. 

"  MERBY  Christmas !  Pooh!  Don't  talk  to  me  of  merry  Christ- 
mas !  How  can  any  man  be  merry  when  he  knows  that  for  a  month 
he  '11  have  to  dine  on  roast  beef  and  boiled  turkey,  or  roast  turkey 
and  boiled  beef ! 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  PLAY  (as  Managers  like.it), — "  All  places  taken 
for  the  next  fortnight." 
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FOREWARNED    IS    FOREARMED." 

Chorus.  "  ULLO,  FWBD  !     WHAT  ON  EARTH  ARE  YOU  WALKING  ABOUT  WITH  THAT  BEASTLY 
SAUSAGE  UNDER  YOUR  AKM  FOB  ? " 

Fir.-,!,.  "  WELL — AW— TUB  FACT  is,  THE  OTHAW  DAY,  I  SAW  IN  TUB  PAPAWS  THAT  A  FELLA 'D 

BKEN  8KNT  TO  THE  WORKHOUSE — AW — BECAUSE  HE  'D  GOT  KO  VIS1IILS  MEANS  OP  SUBSlSTStfCS  t 
1'UT  MB  IN  A  RKOULAU  BLUB  FUSK,  YOU  KNOW  !  So  I  GOT  THIS  SAW8AOE  TO  PROTECT  MYSELF — 
AW "  f  ! 


THE    M()Di:i;\    PATRIOT'S 
CREED. 

(An  colUeted  from  the  "  Daily  Tele- 
graph," "Pall  Hall  OazetU,"  "  ,sv.<»- 
dard,"  "Horning  Post,"  and  other 
harmonious  and  irrefragable  authori- 
ties.) 

I  DO  believe  that  Heaven  designed 

Our  land  to  play  first  fiddle ; 
And  that  Humanity  's  a  blind, 

And  Justice  just  a  diddle. 
That  JOHN  BULL,  as  Heaven's  special 
pet, 

May  read  both  as  he  wishes  ; 
His  interest 's  all  that  he  can  get ; 

His  Rights — his  loaves  and  fishes. 

I  do  believe  in  "  Cockahoop," 

As  watchword  for  the  nation  ; 
That  to  unselfishness  to  stoop 

Is  maudlin  degradation  : 
That  rolling  brag  about  our  Flag, 

Our  courage,  or  our  coffers, 
Is  just  the  way  to  put  the  gag 

On  foreign  foes  and  scoffers. 

I  do  believe  fanatic  fools 

Who  cackle  of  "Humanity," 
Are    truants,  who    shirk    History's 
schools, 

To  play  at  Christianity. 
That  he — the  worst  of  all  the  pack— 

The  emotional  politician, 
Is  to  a  statesman  what  the  quack 

Is  to  the  true  physician. 

I  do  believe  in  shaken  fists 

As  means  of  striking  terror ; 
That  amateur  diplomatists 

Must  always  be  in  error ; 
That  the  true  patriotic  plan, 

The  rule  that  men  should 

most, 
Is,  our  own  Interests  in  the  van, 

And  Devil  take  the  hindmost ! 


bind 


A  HINT  TO  SUPPER-GIVERS  AT 
CHRISTMAS.— Don'tput  your  Coiaquet 
too  near  your  Turkey. 


THE  BEST  DIALECT  FOR  OUR 
PLENIPOTKMTIARY.— Salisbury  Plain- 
English. 


CHRISTMAS  "CASES." 

THE  melancholy  case  of  MR.  FRANK  FLOWERDALE,  who  has 
hitherto  contentedly  dined  with  bis  maiden  aunts  at  their  residence 
in  a  little  village  in  F.pping  Forest  on  .Christmas  Day  ;  but  is  this 
year  chafing  and  growling  at  being  obliged  from  interested  motives 
to  accept  their  inopportune  invitation,  depriving  him,  as  it  will,  of 
the  bliss  of  joining  the  SUMMERTHORNS'  family  party  in  Rosebery 
Street,  sitting  next  to  MINNIE  SUMMERTUORN  at  dinner,  and  dancing 
with  her  for  the  best  part  of  the  evening. 

The  miserable  case  of  rich  old  RIDDLESWORTH.  who  is  a  misan- 
thrope and  a  misogynist,  and  will  dine  as  usual  at  the  "Welsh 
Rabbit "  in  Fleet  Street,  on  the  25th,  and  afterwards  return  to  spend 
the  evening  alone  in  his  dingy  chambers. 

The  perplexing  case  of  the  REV.  C.  BARRT  TONE,  the  popular 
curate  of  St.  Osnaburgh's.  who  has  received  four  invitations  to 
dinner  on  Christmas  Day,  all  from  influential  members  of  the  con- 
gregation with  most  delightful  families,  the  female  members  of 
which  are  witching  in  appearance,  fascinating  in  manners,  and 
highly  cultivated  in  their  musical  tastes. 

The  touching  case  of  poor  little  PIXTHBOF,  from  Jamaica,  who  is  at 
school  at  the  REV.  FIN  BOROUGH  DCMPHICK'S  at  Hackney,  and  has  to 
remain  there  for  the  Christmas  vacation. 

The  worrying  case  of  MRS.  WHISSENDINE,  who  with  a  particular 
and  ndgety  husband,  eight  children  all  at  home  for  the  holidays, 
friends  staying-  in  the  house,  and  a  large  family  party  expected  on 
Christmas  Day,  is  looking  forward  to  the  departure  of  her  cook 


and  housemaid  on  the  21st,  and  hai  not  yet  succeeded  in  finding  com- 
petent successors. 

The  happy  case  of  CHRISTTN A  CLOVERBOB,  aged  four,  whose  birth- 
day falls  on  Christmas  Day,  and  who  has  talked  and  thought,  and 
dreamt  of  nothing  else  for  the  last  month  or  six  weeks. 


MINISTERIAL  MEDICINE. 

AMONG  those  things  which  no  fellow  can  be  expected  to  under- 
stand may  be  classed  the  following  newspaper  announcement : — 

"THB  EPILEPTIC  HOMICIDE. — MB.  SBCRITARY  CROSS,  having  carefully 
considered  the  case  of  WILLIAM  DRANT,  ha*  felt  justified,  under  all  the  cir- 
cumstances, in  advising  HBR  MAJESTY  to  commute  the  convict's  sentence  to 
penal  servitude  for  life." 

What,  then,  is  Epileptic  Homicide  manslaughter  ?  Does  the  Law 
-Home  Office  Law — call  Epilepsy  an  extenuating  circumstance  of 
Murder?  Epilepsy,  Doctors  tell  us,  is  a  convulsive  disorder 
whereof  the  subject  s  movements  are  involuntary,  and  wherein  some 
sufferers  do  not^now  what  they  are  about.  Either  way,  if  homicide 
is  done  in  an  epileptic  fit  is  it  not  homicide  by  misadventure,  or  at 
any  rate  through  absolute  if  temporary  insanity  P  One  can  under- 
stand why  an  Epileptic  Homicide  should  be  taken  care  of  during 
HER  MAJESTY'S  pleasure,  but  not  why  he  is  punished  with  penal 
servitude  ?  It  is  not  MR.  CROSS'S  Law,  probably,  that  is  at  fault  in 
this  matter  ;  but  the  line  he  took  as  to  Vivisection,  and  his  dealing 
with  Epilepsy,  taken  together,  appear  to  indicate  rather  hazy  views 
of  Medicine. 
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CATTLE    SHOW    EXPERIENCES. 

(From  our  Cockney  Correspondent.) 

oqo  to  the  rescue'!  Where 
is  Islington?  Great 
searching  of  maps  to 
discover  the  locality. 
Long  discussions  as  to 
best  method  of  proceed- 
ing thither.  Victualling 
as  for  a  voyage.  Start 
hy.  humble  omnibus  in 
order  to  study  character. 
Honest  rustic  with  fine 
bloom  of  health  upon  his 
face.  What  must  be  his 
feelings  at  the  first  sight 
of  the  metropolis  !  What 
stories  he  will  have  to 
tell  when  lie  returns  to 
his  native  village,  in  the 
winter  evenings,  in  the 
chimney  corner  of  the 
ale  -  house  !  He  looks 
troubled — perhaps  think- 
ing o_f  his  country  lass  ? 
Row  in  omnibus.  Honest 
rustic's  hand  in  somebody 
else's  pocket.  Police  ap- 
pear upon  the  scene. 
Disappearance  of  honest 
rustic  in  custody  of  the 
guardians  of  the  peace 
who  affectionately  greet 
him  as  "  VITECHAPEL 
BILL."  Moral:  do  not 
judge  hy  appearances. 

Proceed  on  journey. 
Genuine  Farmer  informs 
all  who  care  to  listen 
that  he  has  been  to  the 
Show  and  is  now  going  to  South  Kensington  Museum.  Hasty  bundling  of  Genuine  Farmer  out 
of  omnibus  to  get  a  right  one.  Arrive  at  last.  Wrong  door,  turn  to  the  left.  Do  turn  to 
the  left  and  walk  several  miles.  Right  door  at  last.  No :  turn  to  the  right.  More  miles, 
begin  to  sympathise  with  WESTON.  In  the  Show  finally. 

First  sensation,  smell.    Worse  than  Cologne.    Train  of  ideas,  scent  the  animals  another 
year.    How  much  per  cent,  better  would  it  be  P    Try  and  look  like  a  Country  Farmer. 


Go  and  see  prize  beasts.  One  is  pretty 
much  the  same  as  another.  Foretaste  of 
Christmas  indigestion  in  looking  at  the 
adipose  animals.  Watch  and  see  what  the 
experts  do.  Punch  animals  with  their  fists. 
Do  likewise.  Animal  shows  signs  of  retalia- 
tion. Somebody  makes  offensive  remarks 
on  clanged  Cockneys.  Failure.  Great  rush 
of  crowd.  Arrival  of  the  PRINCK  OF  WALES. 
Mob  him.  Hustle  him.  Touch  his  coat- 
tails.  Get  a  good  stare,  at  any  rate. 
Never  mind  knocking  him  among  the 
cattle.  Discovery.  It  is  not  the  Prince  at 
all !  Gentleman  hearing  strong  facial  re- 
semblance to  His  Royal  Highness  departs 
breathless  and  pommelled.  Wish  that 
someone  knew  anything  about  cows.  Meet 
friends.  Friends  are  all  blessed  with 
country  friends,  and  are  being  posted  up 
in  details.  Don't  seem  to  have  any  country 
friends. 

Hale-looking  Squire  enters  into  discussion 
as  to  the  relative  merits  of  some  sheep-pens. 
Great  chance.  Perfect  stranger,  but  how 
pleasantly  simple  these  country  manners 
are!  Ingratiate  new  friend  with  proffers 
of  drink.  Accepted.  Knows  everything. 
Nod  at  other  friends  triumphantly.  They 
stare,  wink,  and  make  queer  grimaces.  All 
envy.  Policeman  tells  newly-discovered 
friend  that  it  won't  do.  Newly-discovered 
friend  does  not  understand  him.  Police- 
man advises  a  speedy  departure.  This  will 
not  do.  Why  should  a_  country  gentleman 
be  insulted  by  the  minions  of  the  law  ?  I 
interfere  hotly.  Policeman  grins.  Friend 
has  disappeared  in  the  crowd.  Policeman 
grins  again.  What  ?  What  P  Really  ? 
Have  been  fraternising  with  the  head  of 
the  great  Confidence  Dodge  Gang.  Police- 
men are  gazing  suspiciously.  Am  being 
pointed  out.  Hang  the  Cattle  Show!  Go 
away  and  never  return ! 


DECLARATION  OF  WAR  (by  a  Ritualist 
with  a  cold  in  his  head}. — We  will  resist 
the  Secular  Courts  "  Tooth  and  Dale." 


DIRECTIONS  FOR  THE  SHORTEST  DAT. 

IN  the  morning  put  on  a  short  coat. 

Take  a  short  walk  before  breakfast. 

After  breakfast  go  and  have  your  hair  cut  short. 

To  celebrate  the  day  becomingly,  invite  a  party  to  dinner,  con- 
sisting exclusively  of  persons  who  are  short-necked,  short-sighted, 
short- tongued,  short-winded,  and  short  in  bodily  stature.  But  do 
not  give  your  guests  short  commons,  and  instruct  the  cook  to  he 
mindful  that  her  pastry  is  short. 

If  you  are  called  upon  for  a  speech,  let  it  be  short  and  sweet. 

After  dinner  have  a  short  nap. 

At  tea-time  place  short-bread  on  the  table. 

In  the  evening  play  short  whist. 

The  acquisition  of  fresh  knowledge  is  always  desirable — begin, 
therefore,  on  this  day  to  learn  short-hand,  or  to  study  short-horns, 
or  to  acquire  greater  facility  in  the  composition  of  versos,  longs  and 
shorts,  or  if  you  are  afflicted  with  a  short  memory  to  employ  arti- 
ficial means  to  improve  it. 

Select  this  anniversary  for  baby  to  be  short-coated. 

Order  in  a  stock  of  candles,  short  sixes. 

Avoid  short  cuts. 

Beware  of  taking  something  short. 

Let  your  resentments  be  short-lived. 

Do  not  give  short  weight  or  short  answers  ;  and,  if  you  are  short 
of  money,  do  not  suffer  the  deficiency  to  cause  you  to  be  short- 
tempered. 

At  the  close  of  the  day  indulge  yourself  with  a  short  pipe. 


THE  EASTERN  QUESTION. 

AT  the  Consecration  of  the  BISHO?  OF  CALCUTTA,  it  was  noticed 
that  all  the  Bishops  present,  with  the  exception  of  the  AHCHBISHOP 
OT  CAKTEBBUHT,  turned  their  faces  to  the  East.  We  know  that  the 
Wise  Men  turned  their  backs  on  it. 


CHRISTMAS  WAITS. 

ALL  Europe  waits  to  know  the  result  of  the  Constantinople  Con- 
ference. 

All  England  waits  for  the  opening  of  Parliament. 

All  the  young  folks  wait  for  the  pudding,  the  Pantomimes,  and 
the  presents. 

All  the  poor  old  people  in  the  Workhouses  wait  for  their  Christ- 
mas Day  dinner,  tobacco,  and  beer. 

All  thfi  usual  recipients  wait  for  their  Christmas-boxes. 

All  the  theatrical  world  waits  for  Boxing-Night. 

All  industrious,  hard-worked,  busy  people  wait  for  the  holidays. 

All  persons,  of  all  ranks  and  degrees,  wait,  with  some  trepidation, 
for  their  Christmas  bills. 

All  the  young  Ladies  wait  to  help  the  young  Curates  with  the 
Christmas  decorations. 

All  the  younger  branches  wait  for  the  Christmas  tree. 

All  the  Members  of  Parliament  wait  the  8th  of  February  with  an 
impatience  which  can  hardly  he  restrained. 

AH  right-thinking  people  wait  the  abolition  of  "  gate-meetings." 

Temple  Bar  waits  its  doom. 


Noel. 

(A  Christmas  Anacreontic.} 

BRING  me  Turtle  here  in  bowls ! 
Bring  me  Turbot,  bring  me  Soles ! 
Turkey  too,  and  dainty  chine, 
Balls  of  sausage-meat  combine : 
Tipsv-eake  and  Roman  Punch  ; 
Of  Plum-pudding  a  good  hunch, 
With  Mince-pies,  both  brandy-sauced. 

Bring The  list  I  can't  exhaust — 

Bring  them  all !— and,  when  you  do, 
Bring  the  nearest  Doctor  too ! 
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TARPEIA    OVER    AGAIN. 

Punch  protesteth. 


WEET 'friends,  forbear  your 

Christmas  hands 
With     festive     offerings 
filled ; 


Though  Punch,  I  'm  mortal,  and  con 

be 
Even  with  kindness  killed. 

Oysters,  geese,  turkeys,  game  of  sorts, 
In  furred  and  feathered  dress ; 

Cnxiiijiies    and    Christmas    cards    and 

books, 
And  numbers  numberless ! 

They    come,    they    come,    in    endless 
stream 

On  my  devoted  head, 
That  scarce  o'er  Christmas  boxes  peers, 

O'er-cosaqued,  carded,  fed ! 

WISEMAN  of  Paglesham,  with  thee 

I  thought  not  to  pick  quarrels. 
But  wherefore,   Grey-beard,  tempt'st 

thou  me 

With     Green-beards,     packed     in 
barrels  f 

Green-beards  so  sweet,  so  delicate, 
So  clean  and  plump  of  cheer, 

Not  Natives  to  my  mind  so  good, 
Though  they  may  he  more  dear. 


Christmas  is  Turkey  time,  we  know, 

In  bulletins,  on  boards, 
And  now  insidious  Russia  shows 

Her  Cosaques'  daring  hordes. 

Be't   SMITH'S  or  CADMAN'S  wit  that 

arms 

These  bright-clad  troops  of  fun, 
With  toys   and  trinkets,  games,  cos- 
tumes, 
Pictures,  and  noise  in  one ! 

And  then  what  books  for  boys  and  girls, 
The  groaning  Press  supplies  ! 

What  happy  and  unhappy  thoughts 
For  catching  cash  and  eyes ! 

Enough!     Forbear!     Hold  hard!    In 
vain, 

The  gifts  rain,  pelt,  and  pour : 
Like  poor  Tarpeia  I  am  swamped 

In  the  too  liberal  shower ! 

"  Give  not  to  him  that  has  too  much— 

A  happy  thought !  I  cry — 
"  Turn  the  full  flowing  stream  on  those 

Whose  Christmas-tanks  are  dry !  " 


ihriuks  of  anguish  or  despair.  On  the  stoppage  of  the 
rain,  tint  raii~<>  of  the  disturbance  was  speedily  ex- 
>lained.  It  a]>i><  an  il  that  an  old  gentleman,  who  was 
•ravelling  to  Scotland  with  his  wife  and  his  two  daugh- 
;ers,  in  order  to  spend  Christmas,  very  wisely,  away 
i'rom  his  own  home,  had,  by  accident,  omitted  to  pur- 
chase Punch's  Almanack  to  amuse  them  on  the  journey. 
[n  the  excitement  which  attended  the  discovery  of  his 
neglect,  the  worthy  traveller  proceeded  to  signal  the 
i-,  forgetting  that  he  easily  could  make  the 
wished-for  purchase  at  any  of  the  bookstalls  at  which 
In1  train  would  stop. 


SINGULAR  RAILWAY  ACCIDENT. 

rrporfaf.  ty  oar  (O(pi 


Ax  accident  of  rather  an  unusual  character  occurred  at  Enston  Station  on 
Monday  morning  last,  on  the  instant  of  departure  of  the  nine  o'clock  express 
The  train  was  actually  in  motion,  and,  indeed,  had  well-nigh  left  the  platform, 
when  suddenly  the  signal-cord  was  violently  pulled,  and  a  bare  head  was  seen 
protruded  from  a  first-class  carriage  window,  whence,  by  several  of  the 
bystanders,  loud  stream?  weje  heard  proceeding,  such  as  seemed  to  be  the 


A  REMONSTRANCE. 

MK.  PirNCir, 

OK,  why  should  I  call  you  nnythink  but  what 
[  've  been  accustomed  to,  which  it  is  old  Punch,  don't 
?o  a  supposing  that  SAIRET  GAMP  aint  felt  your  ow- 
dacious  attacks,  which  they  are  shameful.  To  chaff  a 
pour  old  woman  who  'as  seen  better  days,  and  as  'ad  to 
rive  up  nussin  for  to  start  a  paper  through  misfortin  ! 
Not  that  I  aint  better  off  than  another  party,  a  friend  of 
who  set  up  a  paper,  which  shall  be  nameless, 
although  some  said  it  was  the  'Erald,  which  she  killed 
it,  and  which  it  killed  'er. 

No,  old  Punch,  I  wouldn't  demean  myself  by  addres- 
sing you  as  I  have  known  werry  intimate  parties,  quite 
carriage  company,  with  bran  new  titles,  who  now  » ••  m 
dispoged  to  show  the  cold  shoulder  to  a  poor  old  woman 
who  never  'armed  a  'air  of  their  'eads.  Mother  them,  or 
rather  him,  meaning  LOUD  BF.ACIXM  n  u>,  who  now 
won't  have  a  word  to  say  to  his  own  SAIKF.T.  No,  Mr. 
Punch,  I  wouldn't  have  demeaned  myself  by  addressing 
you,  adn't  you  accnged  me  of  being  a  Poet,  like  some  low 
ii  as  Ti  \NVMIN  or  8wnfBUE»E,  or  that  there 
<H  \ksrEAEE.  As  MBS.  HABRIS  said  to  me  the  other 
lay,  "iSAiiiET,  you  are  the  best  of  women.  If  I  was  asked 
who  is  a  angel  in  clogs  and  an  umbereller,  I'd  say  SAiREr 
CTAMT  is  that  angel.  SATREY,  you  'ave  your  faults  (who 
'asn't) ;  but,  SAIEET,  you  ain't  a  Poet:  not  your  worse 
enemy  can  say  sich  a  spiteful  thing !  "  And  then  I  said, 
"  MRS.  HARRIS,  Mum,  that  old  Punch  has  said  it." 
And  then  MBS.  HARRIS  said.  "SAIRET  GAMP,  you  are 
the  best  woman  in  the  world ;  and  that  old  Punch  is 
the  worst  man !  Need  I  say  more  ?  " 

Ugh !  you  bad,  owdacious  indiwidual,  I  only  wish  I  'd 
the  nussin  of  you !  I  'd  wake  yon  up,  then,  you  may  be 
sure,  instead  of  sending  you  gently  to  sleep  with  my 
paper,  as  I  am  accustomed  for  to  do  now,  as  it  leaves 
me  at  present.  Saying  such  awful  things  of  me,  when 
I  am  sure  not  one  of  my  staff,  from  the  real  College  Gent 
who  does  my  leaders  down  to  the  young  chap  who  takes 
down  the  shutters  and  writes  the  notusses  on  the  Christ- 
mas  Books,  would  ever  think  of  such  a  thing !  Ugh ! 
you  bad  thing!  I  'd  bang  you  on  the  'ead  with  my  um- 
bereller, if  I  wasn't  a  Lady  ! 

It  ain't  the  fust  time  you  've  done  it  by  many  a 
while.  And  at  Christmas  time,  too, when  there  's  always 
a  bottle  of  somethink  on  the  mantel-piece  for  parties 
to  put  their  lips  to  when  so  dispoged ! 

But  I  ain't  rewengeful.  As  MRS.  HARRIS  said  to  me 
only  the  other  day,  "  SAIREY,  I  do  beliere  as  if  any  one 
was  to  pull  your  'ead  off  your  shoulders,  yon  would 
smile  quite  pleasant.  SAIBKY,  your  worse  enemy  can't 
deny  but  what  you  are  a  saint !  "  I  replied,  MBS. 
HARRIS,  Mann,  you  'ave  known  me  these  hve-and-forty 
years ;  and  so  what  you  says  must  be  true ;".  and  so, 
Punch,  I  forgives  you :  and  if  you  likes  to  come  to  spend 
New  Year's  Eve  with  me,  you  will  find  the  bottle  in 
the  usual  place.  All  I  ask  of  you  is  not  to  say  anythink 
to  me,  nor  to  look  at  me,  but  only  to  let  me  put  my  lips 
to  it  when  I  feels  that  way  inclined. 

And  so,  Punch,  I  wishes  you  a  appy  New  Year,  and 
sends   mv  respectful  duty  to  your  good  Lady,  'oping 
that  all  the  cherubs  is  well,  as  they  leaves  me  at  present. 
Signing  myself  more  in  sorrer,  than  in  anger, 

Shoe  Lane,  E.C.  YOUR  OWN  SAIRET. 


BITTER  laoxr-— "  Exeter  Hall."    Should  it  not   be 
"  Eriter,"  because,  in  case  of  alarm,  tl  exit. 


RIVER  STIX.— "  The  thousand  masts  of  Thames." 


vot.  LIXI 


D  D 
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MEDITATIONS    ON     MYCEN/E. 


NOT  four  years  since,*  some  scholars,  in.their  zeal, 
Proposed  the  rifling  of  the  Troad's  mounds, 
Where,  within  buried  Ilium's  doubtful  bounds, 
Great  Hector  lay  by  great  Achilles'  heel. 

That  heel,  at  which  he  whilom  had  been  swept 
Thrice  round  the  weeping  walls  of  windy  Troy, 
When  white-haired  Priam  through  the  watch-fires  crept, 
To  beg,  with  tears,  the  body  of  his  boy. 

Little  the  long-haired  Greeks  then  dreamed  that  heel 
Would  for  the  fatal  arrow  find  a  way, 
That  cut  Achilles'  thread  with  vengeful  steel, 
And  stretched  him  beside  Hector — clay  by  clay. 

But  stern  BOB  LOWE,  guard  of  the  public  purse, 
Flung  scorn  on  HOMER'S  topographic  truth, 
To  Hector  and  Achilles  showed  no  ruth, 
Exploding  both,  as  solar  myths,  or  worse. 

So  they  in  their  grave-mounds  were  left  to  sleep, 
Unrifled  and  unverified,  while  BOB 

•  See  Punch  for  April,  5,  1873. 


Chuckled  at  savants  who,  the  grave  to  rob, 
Would  rob  the  Exchequer  it  was  his  to  keep. 
Since  that  date  simple  SCHLIEMANN'S  venturous  spade 
Has  brought  Troy,  layer  by  layer,  to  light  of  day  ; 
And,  if  not  Hector's  and  Achilles'  clay, 
liaised  owls  from  eggs  Athene  never  laid. 

Thence  kindled,  German  zeal  now  Hellas  delves, 
The  Altis  first,  round  great  Olympia'sfane, 
Making  PAUSANIAS  clear,  and  STRABO  plain, 
And  with  maimed  statues  filling  Elian  shelves. 

Next  SCHLIEMANN  at  his  ghoulish  work  again, 
All  former  Resurrection-men  o'er-rides, 
Rifling  the  tomb-banks  where  Mycense  hides 
The  treasure  sought  by  Ancient  Greece  in  vain. 
For  still  it  glimmered  through  traditions  dim, 
That  called  Mycense  '  rich '  *,  and  her  one  vault. 
Of  massive  stones  that  had  braved  Time's  assault, 
Christened  the  '  Treasury  ' — watched  by  Lions  grim. 
*  "  Argos,  ditesque  Mycenas." — HOBACE,  Book  I.,  Ode  vii. 
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PAUCA     VERSA." 

SCENE— Canadian  Shanty. 

t  the  Door).  »  Y«  AIN'T  NARY  ON*  SEEN  MY  Doo  ?     HE  WERE  AN  ALL-FIRED  CRITTER  AT  'BAR,  AND  I  'u.  HISS  HIM  < " 
(from  the  Bunt).      SEED  A  BAR  AND  DOO-THKY  WERE  RUNNIN'-DOO  WERE  A  LITTLE  AHEAD  o'  TH.  BAR  !  "     [  The  Yankee  Uata. 


Henceforth  best  surnamed  GLADSTONE  and  BOB  LOWE, 
For  '  twos  that  pair  of  Lions  at  the  door 
Of  England's  Treasury,  whose  watchful  roar 
Drove  scholars  back,  that  Troywards  craved  to  go. 

0  Nemesis !  SCHLIEMANN  the  game  doth  win : 
Makes  a  run  on  Mycenso's  buried  bank, 
Empties  the  grave-chests  of  her  men  of  rank, 
Unlike  ours,  buried,  not  in  lead,  but  tin. 

Discrowns  great  Agamemnon,  King  of  Men, 

And  plays  at  loggats  with  his  giant  bones  ; 

Whips  out  his  spear  and  shield  and  sword  from  stones, 

Laid  down  to  keep  them  GLADSTONE  knows  not  when. 

Measures  Cassandra's  cranium,  whose  small  hoop 
Enclosed  more  future  than  our  spirits  know ; 
Weighs  Clytemnestra's  arm— whose  treacherous  blow 
Floored  Agamemnon,  seldom  aied  to  stoop. 

Ransacks  Queen's  toilet,  jewel-box,  and  bed ; 
Bares  "Potnia  BoOpis'  "  shrewish  face, 
Bedecked  with  horns,  that  had  seemed  more  in  place 
Upon  her  faithless  Zeus's  brazen  head. 

Routs  up  their  arms  and  arts  who  routed  Troy, 
And.  ere  HEHODOTUS,  to  myths  had  grown  ; 
To  old  PAUSANIAS  and  STRABO  known 
As  shades  of  names  when  PINDAR  was  a  boy. 

Oh,  why  was  not  our  WILLIAM,  there  and  then, 
Digging  up  kings,  instead  of  felling  trees  ? 
Why  not  our  Bon  LOWE,  groping  on  his  knees, 
In  the  Exchequer  Books  of  those  old  men, 

Who.  albeit  rich,  were,  as  'tis  now  too  plain, 
Shallow  political  economists, 
Or  wherefore  shut  this  gold  within  their  kists, 
That  might  have  bred  gold  o'er  and  o'er  again,? 


Good  luck  to  SCHLIEMANN  !  may  he  find  one  day 
The  House  of  Atreus ;  he  should  know  it  well ; 
-lEscHYLUS  says  of  blood  it  breathes  a  smell, 
And  blood,  we  know,  no  time  will  wash  away.' 

'Tis  well  a  German  on  that  house  should  light, 
And  find  its  walls  cement  with  blood  and  gold  ; 
Since  HHM.VRCK  doth  to  blood  and  iron  hold, 
As  the  best  kind  of  mortar  to  bind  tight. 

He,  musing  p'raps,  where  once  Mycenie  stood, 
By  SCHXIEMASN'S  latest  lights  might  come  to  see 
'Twere  better  if  United  Germany 
Had  more  gold  and  less  iron  with  its  blood  ! 

'Tis  said  PYTHAGORAS,  in  Juno's  fane, 
Hard  by  Mycena;,  once  took  down  the  shield 
Which,  as  Euphorbus,  he  was  wont  to  wield, 
So  making  his  Metempsychosis  plain. 

If  he  who  ruled  as  Agamemnon  then 
Be  living  in  our  midst,  let  him  but  go, 
And  pick  Atrides'  shield  out  from  the  row, 
And  so  proclaim  himself  the  King  of  Men. 

If  from  that  choice  of  shield  to  proof  he  goes, 
From  joy  in  fight,  clear  voice,  persuasive  tongue, 
Love  of  rule,  old  limbs  with,  young  vigour  strung, 
And  power  alike  to  fell  trees  and  floor  foes, 

Who,  but  with  one  voice,  on  Mycenie's  height, 
Will  hail  him  Agamemnon,   high  of  hand. 
Game  of  the  Argive  fleet  to  take  command, 
And  lead  once  more  his  Hellenes  to  the  light, 

Hard  by  the  Screan  gate  of  windy  Troy, 
Where  flows  the  Hellespont,  the  Moslem's  still- 
Turks  worse  than  Trojans— soon  to  own  his  will, 
Who  Homer's  Greek  doth  more  than  Greeks  enjoy  ! 
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WHAT'S    THE    ODDS? 

OB,  THE  DUMB  JOCKEY  OF  JEDDINGTON. 

A  GENUINE  SFOHTING  NOVEL   BT 

MAJOR    JAWLEY    SHARP, 
Ant/tor  of  "  Squeezing  Longford,"  "  Tin  Kicks,"  $c., 
CHAPTER  TL— "  The  Treble  Scent." 


it  the  bright-toned  joyous  music  of  a  brilliant 
morning  heralded  in  the  great  day  of  the 
Treble  Event.  Three  Derbys  in  one  day  was 
something  almost  unparalleled  in  the  history 
of  the  English  Turf,  and  mighty  was  the 
surging  crowd  that  came  from  all  quarters 
to  the  Sussex  Downs.  Soldiers  were  there ; 
sailors,  of  course,  were  there,  led  by  their  gal- 
lant Admiral,  with  his  crew  of  fine  old 
weather-beaten  Epsom  Salts,  who  would  not 
have  missed  such  a  sight,  no,  not  for  the  best, 
highest-mettled  Spanish  Chestnut  that  ever 
was  foaled. 

Hither  came  the  million,  hither  came  the 
millionnaires.  By  road  came  the  aristocratic 
drags  of  the  Royal  Humane  Society,  starting 
from  their  head-quarters  by  the  Serpentine, 
with  their  spanking  tits  ;  then  by  river  came 
the  crews  of  the  Universities,  still  in  training 
for  their  great  water-course,  and  the  winner 
of  the  Grand  Prix,  in  all  the  glory  of  his 
new  satin  riband  recently  won  on  the  French 

Turf.  Hither  came  Royalty  with  its  sixteen  horses,  its  equerries,  its  outriders,  its  carabineers, 
and  its  detachment  of  Life  Guards.  Then  the  Russian  Imperial  Duchess,  preceded  by  the  Courier 
of  St.  Petersburgh  riding  six  horses  at  once,  and  guiding  them  with  bright-coloured  reins.  Then 
the  world-famed  Silver  Trumpets  were  heard,  as  the  LORD  MAYOR,  with  his  suite,  dashed  past 
the  saluting  point,  gracefully  raising  his  plumed  cocked  hat  to  the  occupants  of  the  Royal  Box. 

Close  upon  these  the  Starter*  was  carried  past,  ready  equipped  for  the  race,  borne  aloft,  'in 
his  loose  box,  by  four  bookmakers,  followed  by  a  well- trained  troupe  of  Monkeys  on  Ponies, 
emblematical  of  the  Ring.  Behind  him  waved  the  banner  of  the  Turf,  with  the  motto,  "There 
is  another  and  a  Betting  world." 

All  eyes  are,  for  a  moment,  fixed  on  the  Starter.  On  him,  in  fact,  the  Derby  entirely  depends. 
It  is  the  fundamental  and  most  necessary  rule  of  the  Jockey  Club  that  "  Without  one  Starter  there 
shall  be  no  Derby."  Consequently  it  is  incumbent  on  the  Turf  authorities  to  provide  a  Starter,  whose 
duty  it  is  to  be  booted  and  spurred,  and  in  the  saddle,  ready  to  supply  the  place  of  any,  or  of  all 
defaulters.  If  none  came  to  the  post,  the  Starter  would  then  start  by  himself,  and  walk  over  the 
course.  This  has  only  happened  twice  in  the  last  hundred  and  fifty  years,  once  being  the  celebrated 
Neigh  Buddie's  year.  Up  to  the  last  moment  of  his  being  shown  to  the  people,  "the  Starter" 
is  kept,  by  the  official  trainers,  wrapped  up  in  cotton  wool,  to  guard  against  the  slightest  chance  of 
his  being  scratched  before  the  race. 


Yours  truly,  ED. 

From  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor. ~TS.y  dear  but  unsporting  friend,  you  are  nowhere  in  these 
matters.  You  re  not  "  in  it."  Just  see  what  a  mess  you  made  of  my  hunting  chapter  last  week  by  your 
meddling  with  "the  Bagman,"  which  you  thought  was  a  Commercial  Traveller  (!)  instead  of  a  Fox  in  a  bag. 
[know  all  about  "  the  Starter."  And,  once  for  all,  let  me  ask,  are  you  writing  this  Sporting  Novel,  or  am  I  ? 
But,  in  the  name  of  common  sense  and  the  English  language,  what  does  "«  Sender"  mean?  Why  " 
who  reads.  "A  Smoker"  is  "one  who  smokes,"  &c.,  &c.  And  a  Starter  is  "one  who  starts."  Ex< 
warmth ;  but,  hang  it,  do  not  attempt  to  correct  in  sporting  and  turf  technicalities.  Yours  ever, 

JAWLEY  SHARP. 


one 
Excuse 


In  front  of  the  throne  where 
H.R.H.  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES  was 
seated,  were  stationed  a  picked 
body-guard  of  splendid  men  from 
his  own  Principality.  All  eyes  are 
on  the  celebrated  corps  of  Royal 
Welshers,  with  their  banneret;  on 
which  is  proudly  displayed  the 
motto,  "  Semper  Faciens.' 

The  Half-world,  too,  of  whose 
existence  the  other  half  knows  so 
much  and  yet  so  little,  was  present 
in  full  force  with  flowers,  sparkling 
champagne,  lobster-salad,  and  all 
the  fun  of  the  fair.  Here  sat  stately, 
as  of  old,  the  old  DUCHESS  SARAH 
of  Stiickenbaskitt,  calmly  contem- 
plating the  throes  of  the  excited 
throng.  From  highest  to  lowest,  all 
are  eager  about  the  one  business  of 
the  day.  The  Gipsies,  ready  for 
their  al  fresco  dinner,  have  turned 
away  from  their  fire,  and  have  put 
the  pot  on  the  field,  while  within  the 
refreshment -tent,  excited  Waiters 
are  running  for  a  plate,  and  the 
Sporting  Admiral  has  just  managed 
to  place  himself  in  time  to  come  in 
a  good  third  for  the  cup. 

Previous  to  the  great  event  of  the 
day  there  were  the  usual  number  of 
small  races,  over  which  a  consider- 
able amount  of  "  stuff  ".  changed 
hands,  though  the  public  interest 
was,  of  course,  centred  in,  the 
Derbys. 

First  on  the  correct  card  was  a  flat 
race  for  the  Consolation  Stakes.  The 
entries  for  this  were  entirely  con- 
fined to  those  who,  through  ignor- 
ance of  sporting  matters,  had  been 
heavy  losers  through  the  week.  A 
purse  had  been  made  for  them  by 
the  Ladies.  It  is  needless  to  say  that 
LAWYER  FERRET  and  the  HONBLE. 
PULLMAN  were  not  among  the  com- 
petitors. 

One  of  the  prettiest  sights  of  the 
day  was  the  Maiden  Race,  run  in 
costume.  The  prize  for  this  was 
provided  by  the  Bachelors  of  the 
County ;  and  nowhere,  save  in  Great 
Britain,  could  be  seen  so  many  fine, 
fresh,  sport-loving  Damsels,  in  their 
pink  and  white  colours,  as  are 
brought  together  on  such  an  occa- 
sion. Attractive  as  is  the  spectacle, 
however,  we  must  not  linger  near  the 
ropes,  in  order  to  bestow  too  much 
attention  on  it.  Suffice  it  to  record 
here,  that  the  Maiden  Race  was  won 
by  Miss  GUSSY  GANDAR,  mounted  on 
a  hot  chestnut,  to  which  she  gave 
a  regular  roasting  with  her  jewel- 
mounted  whip. 

"  He 's  only  a  Plater, ".said  GUSSY, 
radiantly,  as  dismounting,  she  threw 
herself  into  the  arms  of  SIR  THOMAS 
DODD. 

' '  True  ;  but,  '  Plater,  thou  rea- 
sonest  well,' "  was  SIR  THOMAS'S 
quiet  reply.  They  had  too  serious 
work  before  them  to  allow  of  any 
spare  time  for  the  pleasantries  of 
society. 

Three  hundred  horses — foals,  colts, 
mares,  fillies — had  been  entered  for 
the  Great  Race. 

They  were  all  there ;  riot  a  screw 
loose. 

Moka  is  here,  and  the  Invisible 
Prince. 

The  Prihce  is  not  to  run.  He  is 
only  here  in  case  of  any  accident 
to  Moka,  by  whose  side  stands  CA- 
VASSON,  the  Dumb  Jockey  of  Jed- 
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dington,  sparkling  in  the  Tommy  Dodd  colours.  LAWYER  FERRET 
and  the  HONBLE.  PULLMAN,  among  the  crowd,  watch  him  closely. 
They  have  given  him  two  thousand  pounds  to  win,  but,  feeling 
uncertain  of  him,  they  have  been  poisoning  him  all  night,  and  are 
now  waiting  anxiously  to  see  the  effect. 

LADY  l)i  and  MRS.  ASOOOD  AZAMYT.K  are  also  among  the  specta- 
tors, in  a  barouche.  Gussr,  who  has  overheard  their  schemes,  has 
told  SIR  TIIUMAS  everything. 

"  What 's  the  odds  f  "  asked  a  neophyte.  He  is  informed  that  the 
bookmakers  have  backed  Moka,  at  thousands  to  nothing,  to  win  the 
three  Derbys  in  succession  on  this  glorious  day.  Besides  this,  there 
is  no  betting. 

Everyone  is  "  on,"  and  STRINOHALT  and  WILLIAM  BUTTON  are 
pole  and  nervous. 

Breathless  was  the  excitement  for  the  Great  Event. 

The  Sporting  Admiral,  who  had  been  riding  at  anchor  about  the 
course,  and  carrying  a  formidable  whip,  which  he  called  his 
"screw-propeller,  now  entered  the  weighing-room  to  see  the 
Jockeys  get  under  weigh.  CAVASSON,  being  late  for  the  post,  could 
not  be  allowed  to  go  without  an  extra  penny.  This  was  what  the 
Trainer  wanted.  Every  ha'portn  of  overweight  made  the  Dodd 
victory  more  certain. 

STHINGHALT  grasped  WILLIAM  BUTTON'S  arm.  "  Do  you  trust 
CAVASSON  ?  "  he  asked  him,  in  a  low,  nervous  whisper. 

I  trust  the  animal— not  the  man,"  was  the  brief  answer. 

"  What  shall  we  do  if  we  are  floored  ?  "  asked  the  Trainer,  in  the 
same  tone. 

"Why,  'carpet'  CAVASSON,"  was  tho  Stud  Groom's  stern 
rejoinder. 

But  there  was  no  time  for  further  parley.  The  Bell  was  already 
ringing,  and  the  horses  were  settling  down  into  their  places. 

>rMuka  :  "  "  Invisible  Prince  !  "  "  CAVASSON  !  "  were  the  names 
on  every  tongue.  Anxious  amateur  bookmakers,  who  had  been 
watching  the  market,  might  now  be  heard  offering  ponies  in  hoarse 
whispers. 

Once  more  the  Silver  Trumpets  sound,  as  the  Judge,  in  his  well- 
known  Derby  horse-hair  wig,  well  powdered  and  curled,  and 
wearing  his  scarlet  and  ermine,  bows  to  the  Royal  box,  and  then 
takes  his  seat  in  banco.  Below  him  sits  the  Clerk  of  the  Course,  in 
ordinary  barrister's  costume,  with  the  Correct  Card  before  him, 
ready  to  call  out  the  names  and  colours  of  the  riders  in  proper 
order. 

SIR  THOMAS  has  taken  the  odds  all  round. 

CAVASSON.  who  only  speaks  on  his  fingers,  is  now  beginning  to 
take  the  odds  freely. 

This  caused  a  temporary  panic  among  the.  bookmakers.  But  on 
STRTNGHALT  and  WILLIAM  BUTTON  backing  Moka  to  win,  the  feeling 
of  security  returned,  and  the  betting  went  on  again  merrily. 

LAWYER  FERRET  and  his  Pidus  Achates  the  HONBLE.  PULL- 
MAN have  issued  secret  orders  to  all  the  jockeys — simply  these : 
"  When  the  word  to  start  is  given,  hold  hard.  Squee'ze  Invisible 
Prince.  Wait  on  Moka,  and  if  CAVASSON  does  not  use  whip  or  spur, 
then  let  everyone  belabour  his  animal,  and  urge  him  forward.  Let 
the  crowd  press  on  hint :  he  must  go.  If  all  the  rest  persistently 
stay  behind,  and  shore  Moka  on,  Muka  Htmi  t»i"n,  even  though  the 
race  takes  three  or  four  hours." 

SIR  THOMAS  felt  that  the  Jeddington  Dodd  estates  were  in  the 
hands  of  CAVASSON.  His  fortune  and  his  wife  were  the  stakes  he 
was  playing  for  on  this  his  Bridle  day. 

The  Judge  has  arisen,  and  silence  h'as  been  proclaimed  by  the 
Ushers.  For  an  instant  thousands  might  have  been  heard  to  drop 
all  over  the  course.  CAVASSON'S  heart  palpitates  violently,  and  so 
great  is  his  excitement,  that  his  colours  come  and  go. 

SIR  THOMAS  DODD  grips  GTJSSY'S  hand,  while  WILLIAM  BUTTON 
and  STRINGHALT  keep  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  Dumb  Jockey,  who, 
for  all  his  agitation,  sits,  apparently  to  the  crowd,  an  immovable, 
impassible,  wooden  fig-ure. 

The  Starter  calls  over  the  names,  as  his  assessors,  the  Two  Pro- 
bable Starters,  note  them  down  in  their  books. 

All  are  present. 

There  is  only  one  duty  for  the  Police  to  perform  before  the  start. 
They  have  to  see  that  everything  is  laid  level  all  round,  so  that 
there  may  be  no  obstruction  to  the  running. 

"  One  .  .  .  .  two  .....  three  ....  and " 

A  piercing  scream  interrupted  the  Starter !  .  It  proceeded  from 
CAVASSON,  the  Dumb  Jockey,  who,  as  if  in  a  fit  before  the  start, 
suddenly  threw  up  his  arms  in  the  air,  and  reeled  heavily  in  the 
saddle. 

(1\>  It  continued.) 

From  Fraynes  Refrain. 

WHEN,  Rifle-Tells,  these  Fraynes  their  triggers  pull, 
Yet  blow  no  brains  out  with  their  dangerous  lead, 

Let 's  hope  at  least  they  will  not  hit  JOHN  BULL. 
Or,  like  their  marks,  he  must  be  "off  his  head." 


TO-DAY'S    PANTOMIMES. 

(By  an  Old  Boy  of  Yesterday. ) 


TINKLE!  Up  goes  the  Curtain, 
To  flashes  uncertain, 
On  Demon  or  Witch 
(When  there  isn't  a  hitch) 
Stirring  make-believe  broth 
Into  property  froth, 
While  iraplings  in  fleshings 
Take  chaft,  cuSs,  and  threshings ; 
And  the  wit   of 

each  line 
They  speak  may 
J^be  divini 
But    you    can't 
hear  words  said 
In     a    property 

head. 
With  Scene  First 

pitch-dark, 
I  need    scarcely 

remark, 

Scene    Second  's 
£as  bright, 
As   the    whitest 
'    lime-light. 
Full  of  toys,  boys, 

and  noise, 
And      such    in- 
fantile joys. 


While  a  Prince,  out  01  court, 
In  tights  spangled  as  short, 
Sings  much  out  of  tune 
Of  tie  "  sweet  flowers  of  June," 
Or  the  "bright  shells  of  ocean," 
Or  some  just  as  new  notion. 
(The  song's  meant  to  sell — 
But  this  you  won't  tell.) 
Then,  no  one  knows  why, 
Change  of  scene  and  of  sky, 
And  a  marvellous  Ballet 
With  a  "  rake  "*  in  a  valley 
Which  ballet-girls  pose  on, 
With  brief,  breezy  clothes  on, 
And  can't  make  a  move 
Of  joy,  grief,  hate,  or  love, 
Without  raising  their  toes 
To  the  height  of  your  nose : 
Then,  while  next  scene  is  set, 
The  Prince  sings  a  duet 
With  a  Lady  in  wings, 
And  not  many  more  "  things ; " 
While  tin-foil  and  ossidewT 
Shimmer  in  glossy  dew ; 
And  spangles  and  logics* 
Recall  to  old  fogies 
The  days  of  their  youth, 
When  they  took  tricks  for  truth : 
Counted  Stage-tin  good  money, 
And  found  Clown's  jokes  funny ; 
Thought  each  Columbine  fay, 
And  were  not  grave  but  gay 
As  they  sat  at  the  Play. 
Meanwhile,  fun  grown  tricksier, 
Does  its  best  'gainst  asphyxia. 
Yet,  in  spite  of  foul  air, 
And  jokes  too  bad  to  bear, 
Blue-tire  reek  and  gas  smells, — 
Still,  like  sweet  silver  bells, 


Ring  Childhood's  clear  laughters 

Right  up  to  the  rafters, 

If,  midst  dry  scenic  splendour, 

Like  some  strayed  offender. 

Comes  the  chance  of  a  laugh — 

One  grain  to  much  chaff ; 

Till,  in  slow  colour-changes, 

Prismatic  in  ranges, 

With  girl-groups  in  garlands, 

Slung  from  flies  turned  to  star- 


Breaks  on  tired  expectation, 
The  Grand  TRANSFORMATION  ! 
And  when  that 's  wheeled  about, 
And  its  blue-fires  burnt  out, 
And  tho  girls  in  the  skies, 
And  the  Babes  from  the  flies, 
Have  been  lowered  on  deck 
Without  breaking  a  neck, 
Come,  so-called,  Comic  Scenes — 
Spill-and-Pelts,  fish  and  greens, 
Butter-slides  and  hot  pokers, 
Endeared  to  old  jokers ; 
Clown's  tricks  upon  passengers ; 
Lion-leaps ;  stolen  saseengers ; 
Thefts  of  turkeys  and  geese ; 
Chaff  and  cuffs  of  Police  : 
Nursing  property  Babies, 
And  selling  old  gabies  ; 
Tricks  that  won't  do  the  trick  ; 
Flaps  and  joints  that  will  stick, 
Sloats  that  cords  disobey. 
And  can't  work  and  won  t  play, 
Till  two  hours  serve  to  show — 
—Long-drawn,  stupid,  and  slow — 
That  Clowns  now  are  no  more 

What  Clowns  were  long  ago, 
Or  that  Old  Boys  ain't  Young — 

Which  perhaps  may  be  so ! 


•  A  Stage  slope.  f  Theatrical  gold  shavings. 

J  Stare,  looking  quite  as  bright  as  diamonds,  though  only  concave  facets  of 
tin.  There  are  a  good  many  "Logies"  doing  duty  for  diamonds  off  the 
Stage  as  well  as  on. 

Motto  for  our  Training  Ships. 
(From  HORACE,  Lib.  IV.  Ode  iv.) 

Doctrina  sed  vim  promovet  insitam, 
Kectique  cultus  pectora  roborant. 

TEACHING  promotes  the  vigour  of  the  seed, 
And  a  right,  training  hearts  of  oak  will  breed. 
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FOR    TOTAL    ABSTAINERS. 

Paterfamilias  (improving  the  shining  hour).  "AND  NOW,  WHO  SUCCEEDED  RICHARD?" 

Paterfamilias.  "  AND  WHAT  DID  JOHN  sioif!"  Son  and  Heir.   "THE  PLEDGE!" 


Son  and  Heir.  "  JOHN." 


MB.  PUNCH'S  PEOPHECY  FOR  1877. 

DURING  the  early  part  of  the  year  a  great  deal  will  be  said  and 
written  about  the  Eastern  Question,  and  a  Meeting  will  be  held  in  a 
suburban  Vestry  Hall  either  to  sympathise  with  the  protectors  of  the 
Turkish  Christians,  or  to  "  strengthen  the  hands  of  the  Govern- 
ment." 

On  the  meeting  of  Parliament,  notice  will  be  given  of  the  pro- 
posed introduction  of  a  couple  of  dozen  Bills  that  will  be  counted  out 
as  they  have  often  been  counted  out  before. 

For  the  first  three  months  the  House  will  adjourn  (on  an  average) 
at  half-past  nine  o'clock.  During  the  rest  of  the  Session,  the  closing 
average  will  be  3  A.M. 

A  great  many  "  personal  statements"  will  be  made. 

A  great  many  too  many  railway  "accidents "  will  occur.  The 
Government  Reports  thereon  will  be  published  long  after  the  details 
of  the  mishaps  have  been  forgotten. 

Some  new  periodicals  and  new  papers  will  come  out  and  go  in. 

Several  "  Tragedies  "  will  till  the  "  Contents  Bills  "  of  the  daily 
papers,  with  good  head-lines  for  many  weeks.  These  may  be  chiefly 
looked  for  during  the  silly  season. 

A  fashionable  watering-place  will  be  accused  of  being  overrun 
with  small-pox,  an  accusation  that  will  lead  to  long  controversies 
in  the  journals. 

Some  one  will  see  an  early  swallow,  and  write  to  the  papers  to 
tell  the  public  all  about  it. 

A  Series,  entitled  The  Servants'  Halls  of  Old  England,  by  One 
who  knows  Them,  will  be  produced  for  the  entertainment  of  the 
Lower  Middle  Class. 

When  the  House  is  up,  "the  Silent  Members"  will  air  their 
eloquence  before  their  Country  Constituents. 

Several  marriages  will  be  arranged  at  Hanover  Square,  and 
disarranged  in  the  Divorce  Court. 

The  sale  ot  Post  Cards  at  Hawarden  will  increase  so  largely  that 
the  Post-Ofnoe  revenue  for  the  year  will  be  appreciably  raised. 

Skating  Hinks  and  Lawn  Tennis  will  be  superseded  by  amuse- 
ments equally  rational. 


A  great  deal 'of  fuss  will  be  made  about  the  Summer  Drills  at 
Aldershot  and  its  neighbourhood. 

Several  new  Clubs  will  be  opened  for  the  special  benefit  of  their 
promoters. 

More  than  one  letter  will  be  written  about  the  aims  of  the  Charity 
Organisation  Society. 

The  Derby  will  be  won  either  by  a  favourite  or  an  outsider. 

London  will  fill  and  empty  as  "per  usual." 

Many  brilliant  specimens  of  English  Men  and  Women  will  be  per- 
sonally conducted  over  the  Continent. 

There  will  be  winds,  rain,  fogs,  and  mist  in  March,  April,  May, 
September,  October,  November,  and  December. 

And  lastly,  everybody  will  be  delighted  to  welcome  Punch's 
Almanack  and  Pocket  Book  for  1878. 


ON  A  RA.QING  TOOTH. 

AJT  unsound  Tooth  that  can't  be  stopped, 

Nor  drawn,  for  all  its  throesj 
May,  like  the  set  that  Cadmus  dropped, 

Spring  up  in  armed  foes. 

Quoth  Tooth,  "  I  '11  let  down  Bishop's  pegs ; 

For  Folkstone  I  a  match  am. 
Leave  me  to  lay  mock-Roman  eggs, 

In  Ritual  nests  and  Hatoham. 

Punch  fain  would  Mother  Church  release, 

So,  no  extreme  astrid  of, 
He  warns  her  she  will  have  no  peace, 

Till  this  Tooth  is  got  rid  of. 


GENERAL  LYSONS  objects  to  "loose  drill."    Perhaps  he  prefers 
stiif  buckram. 

THE  LATEST  IMPERIAL  HATT. — MIDHAT. 
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AFTER    THE    CHRISTMAS    DINNER. 

El'ORTED  BY  OCR  OWN  LITTLE 

BIRD. 

WHAT  Paterfainilia 
says.— Well,  it  might  have 
been  worse.  TOM'S  wife 
didn't  quarrel  more  than 
usual  with  JACK'S  niece 
and  UNCLE  JONES  seemec 
to  take  some  notice  of  the 
children.  I  wish,  though 
he  hadn't  abused  the  port 
However,  BILL'S  funny 
story  put  him  in  a  goot 
temper,  and  so  I  think  his 
will  is  all  right  for  the 


What      Materfamilias 
says. — I  really  must 
to; Papa  about  FANNY  ant 
her  cousin  HENRY.     The 
boy    hasn't  a  halfpenny, 
and  it 's  most  injudicious  to 
encourage  his  visits.    Dear 
me  !  what  an  anxiety  one's 
daughters  are  to  one ! 
ll'/uit  Funny  says. — Oh,  wasn't  it  delightful  Y    I  know  when  he 
sang  "  Is  thin  a  Dream  f  "  he  was  thinking  of  me.    If  he  does  pro- 
pose, what  will  Mamma  say  P    I  can  answer  for  dear  Papa ;  and 
that 's  a  comfort,  at  any  rate  ! 

What  Uncle  Jones  says. — They  are  a  great  deal  too  civil  to  me, 
and  are  waiting  for  my  money.  I  hate  children  ;  and  the  port  was 
vile  !  Shall  I  leave  it  to  BILL,  or  the  Asylum  for  Idiots '(  Better 
give  it  to  the  latter,  for  then  BILL  will  get  the  benefit  of  it  1  At 
any  rate,  I  will  see  my  lawyers  at  once. 

What  Jimmy  says. — On  my  word,  she  seemed  jollier  than  ever ! 
I  must  say  I  do  like  her — awfully.  But  then  I  should  be  so  chaffed 
at  the  Club  !  And  I  don't  think  she  would  like  me  to  have  a  latch- 
key !  And  then  AUNT  MARGARET  would  make  such  a  bother  about 
it!  On  the  whole,  I  can't  do  any  harm  by  thinking  over  it — 
another  year. 

What  Laura  says. — I  am  sure  in  my  new  dress  (quite  long,  you 
know)  I  looked  quite  as  grown-up  as  FANNY.  It  was  very  nice,  you 
know,  but  I  didn't  care  about  TOMMY  showing  attention  to  me. 
He 's  quite  a  boy,  you  know — only  fourteen.  Fancy  a  child  so  much 
younger  than  myself  (I  shall  be  sixteen  in  August !)  presuming  to 
speak  to  me !  It  was  quite  ridiculous,  wasn't  it  ? 

What  Miss  Wallflower  says. — Oh,  we  girls  had  such  fun ! 
FANNY,  LAURA,  and  I  all  lost  forfeits.  So  absurd!  Young  Ma. 
KUBKIC,  the  Curate,  had  to  bow  to  the  wittiest,  kneel  to  the  pret- 
tiest, and  kiss  the  one  he  loved  best.  I  was  so  relieved  when  he 
didn't  come  near  me.  It  quite  reminded  me  of  the  happ*  Christmas 
we  spent  when  poor  CAPTAIN  Kosmrsii  went  ont  to  quell  the  Indian 
Mutiny.  And  that  must  be  nearly  ten  years'  ago !  How  quickly 
time  passes ! 

What  Tommy  says.— I  don't  care  about  your  bread-and-butter 
Misses  !  I  only  flirted  with  LADRA  because  1  was  afraid  of  speaking 
to  Miss  WALLFLOWER  !  HoW  beautiful  she  is !  I  would  run  away 
from  school  if  I  could  get  her  to  elope  with  m'e. 

What  Mr.  Rubric  says. — Oh,  a  most  pleasant  rjarty — on  the 
whole.  I  hope  I  am  not  ungrateful  for  feeling  that  I  could  have 
been  more  at  my  ease  if  Miss  WALLFLOWER  had  not  sat  next  to  me 
at  dinner.  But  the  fact  is,  she  really  does  send  me  so  many 
slippers.  It  is  very  awkward.  I  don't  know  what  LtcY  would  say 
if  she  heard  of  it. 

What  Dr.  Dose  says. — Certainly,  my  dear  Madam.  After 
Christmas  we  must  expect  a  little  disarrangement.  If  you  will 
permit  me,  I  will  go  to  the  nursery  at  once,  to  see  the  children. 

What  Misses  Gerty  and  Emmie  sity. — Oh,  don't  let  him  come 
near  us,  Nurse,  and  we  will  be  so  good  ! 

What  Masters  Franky  and  Artie  say.— We  wOn't  take  the  nasty 
stuff!  There! 

What  Mary  June  says. — If  you  don't  take  it  before  I  count 
three,  I  '11  go  and  letch  your  Papa ! 

What  Grandpapa  says. — It  was  a  very  delightful  evening,  but  I 
wish  those  young  romps  hadn't  persuaded  me  to  dance  Sir  Roger  de 
Corerley.  I  am  feeling  it  to-day. 

What  Grandmamma  says. — The  little  ones  enjoyed  themselves 
so  much  ;  and  they  are  growing  up  so  like  their  parents. 

Whut  the  Cook  says. — Well,  it  was  an  undertaking!  But  we 
had  a  werry  pleasant  time  of  it  afterwards.  JOHN  plays  on  the 
banjo  like  a  regular  angel  !j 

What  Mr.  Punch  says.— And  now,  my  good  ppople,  gs  you  have 
enjoyed  your  merry  Christmas,  I  wish  you  all  a  Happy  New  Year ! 


IN  A  GOOD  CAUSE. 

[PUNCH  printsthefollowing  suggestion,  as  he  believes  there  are  many 
of  his  readers  who  will  be  glad  to  embrace  it.  No  doubt  the  Com- 
mittee which  is  managing  the  benefit  will  receive  subscriptions  also.] 

Mr  I>EAK  MB.  EDITOR, 

I  WRITE  this  time  not  with  a  contribution,  but  with  a  view  of 
inducing  contributions.  I  read  this  morning,  with  real  sorrow,  of  the  severe 
illness  of  MK.  OoKPTON,  iind  the  urgency  of  some  movement  on  hi*  behalf. 
Now,  I  shall  certainly  send  my  subscription  in  some  form  or  other,  but  it  has 
uri 'in-red  to  me  that  there  must  be  many,  like  myself,  to  whom  a  monster 
benefit  performance,  shared  by  all  the  stars  in  London,  presents  no  particular 
attraction,  and  who  would  much  rather  give  through  some  other  channel. 
Could  not  an  ordinary  subscription  list  be  issued,  quite  apart  from  the  pro- 
posed Urury  Lane  performance,  and  advertised  in  the  daily  papers?  I  by  no 
means  desire  a  stall  or  box  for  the  benefit ;  but  I  do  desire  to  offer  my  guinea 
or  two  for  the  benefit  of  an  actor  who  more  than  any  other  living  comedian  has 
helped  me,  and  thousands  of  others,  to  understand  certain  sides  of  Shakspearian 
comedy,  and  who  ia,  furthermore,  one  of  the  truest,  most  self-respecting,  most 
artistic  actors  the  Stage  in  our  time  has  seen. 

If  this  hint  is  likely  to  be  of  any  service  to  the  Committee,  and  to  the  cause 
they  plead,  pray  make  any  use  of  it  you  please ;  though  I  do  not  care  that  my 
name  should  appear. 

Yours  faithfully, 

A  CLERGYMAN  OF  THB  CHURCH  OP  ENGLAND, 
(Who  is  also  a  student  and  lover  of 
SHAKSFBARB). 


QUIS  CUSTODIET  CUSTODES  P 

(Prompted  by  a  defence  of  superfluous  "  Sentry  Go  "  in  Winter 
Weather.) 

WHEN  sentries  yon  tether 

To  posts  in  bad  weather, 
"With  nothing  to  guard,  and  consumption  to  grow. 

Could  Punch  orders  issue, 

The  wish  he  would  wish  you, 
Would  be,  not  in  the  old  Army  sense,  "  Sentry,  Go !  " 

Nights  of  sleet,  or  damp  shed, 

Thin  great  coat,  and  guard-bed — 
Our  troops  for  such  waste  cost  too  much,  foot  and  horse. 

Were  but  Punch  at  the  Horse  Guards ! 

But  there  other  force  guards. 
And,  alas !  it  is  not  a  Centrifugal  force  I 


YES  OR  NO? 

.  THE  World  asks  the  following  question,  whicl  irf  echoed  ty  the 
Times  of  Dec.  13th  :— 

"Yes  OR  No  ? — Yes  or  no :  is  scarlet  fever  raging  at  a  very  well-known 
and  popular  watering-place  not  a  hundred  miles  from  London  ?  It  is  all  very 
well  that  the  matter  should  be  kept  quiet  in  the  interest  of  the  tradesmen 
and  lodging-house  keepers  of  the  town ;  out  such  reticence  may  be  pushed  too 
°ar,  and  do  more  harm  than  good,  as  the  evil  will  be  inevitably  exaggerated 
when  the  prevalence  of  the  epidemic  becom/ess  generally  known.  In  the 
meantime  people  talk  about  doctort  visiting  fifty  and  sixty  patients  a  day,  all 
guttering  from  scarlet  fever." 

Mr.  Punch,  with  his  usual  ze'al  for  the  pnbllc.  welfare,  tele- 
graphed to  his  Brighton  correspondent,  and  received  the  following 
•eply : — "  Scarlet  fever  raging  during  the  early  part  of  the  season. 
Parasols,  cloaks,  neckties,  bonnets,  fans,  and  chatelaine  bags  were 
all  scarlet.  The  epidemic  is,  I  am  glad  to  say,  no*  ranch  abated." 


Worse  than  Bulgarian  Atrocities. 

DURING  the  late  visit  of  the  PuKMixitto  LORD  ALL-WOTON  at  his 
seat,  Crichel  House,  the  Wiltshire  County  Mirror  announces  that  in 
me  day's  sport  the  shooting  party  from  the  EDmse  (of  some  six  guns) 
tilled,  besides  other  game,  1,109  peasants.  We  have  heard  a  good 
deal  too  much  lately  of  the  murder  of  Police'men  by  Poachers.  It 
would  seem  that  Game  preservers  are  beginning  to  retaliate.  The 
attention  of  MR.  PETER  TAYLOR,  M.P.,  MR.  ARCH,  and  the  Agrieul- 
;ural  Labourers'  Union  should  at  once  be  called  to  the  subject. 


GHOSTS  Asi>  ci- 
As  an  argument  for  the  credibility  of  alleged  spiritual  manifesta- 
ions,  we  are  continually  reminded  .that  there  are  more  things  in 
heaven  and  earth  than  are  dreamt  of  in  our  philosophy.     Unluckily 
\he  spirits  never  tell  us  any  of  them. 


SPIRITUALISM  FOR  SCHOOLBOYS.— The  "  usual  tippings." 
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THE    COUNTRY    IN    THE    FUTURE. 

Retired  Citizen  (to  Metropolitan  friend.)  "  WHAT  I  ENJOY  so  MUCH  IN  THE  COUNTRY  is  THE  QUIET  !     Now  HERE,  IN  MY  GARDKN,  MY 

BOY,  YOU  DON'T  HEAK  A  SOUND,  'CEPTINO  THE  TRAINS  I ! " 


THE  GROAN  OF  THE  COMPETITION-WALLAH. 

"The  first  further  examination  of  candidates  selected  in  1876  will  com- 
mence on  December  27th."— Extract  from  Official  Circular. 

AH,  weep  for  the  Indian  Civilian, 

Though  elected  in  'Seventy-six ! 
Not  for  him  with  the  joys  of  the  million 

In  Christmastide  revels,  to  mix. 

Not  for  him  to  be  funny— how  can  he  ? 

Not  for  him  to  be  smiling  and  bland, 
When  he  thinks  of  that  blanked  Hindustani, 

Which  no  fellow  can  "  hindustand." 

Many  thanks  to  that  blessed  Commission 
For  the  foresight  and  thought  they  have  shown, 

In  thus  dating  the  next  Competition 
To  suit  our  convenience  alone. 

The  next  day  but  one  after  Christmas 

Was  the  day  of  all  days  they  must  fix, 
With  the  cheering  conviction  that  this  must 

Please  five  men  at  least  out  of  six. 

To  their  goodness  we  poor  fellows  owe  it 
That  our  Christmas  this  year  is  a  blank  ; 

If  we  use  naughty  words,  such  as  "Blow  it ! " 
We  've  these  kindly  Officials  to  thank. 

Not  for  us  are  the  gun  and  the  hunter ; 

Not  for  us  are  the  joys  of  the  dance ; 
Nor  to  revel  in  suppers  from  GUNTEB, 

Washed  down  with  the  vintage  of  France. 

E'en  plum-pudding  is  out  of  the  question  ; 

The  mince-pie  of  our  boyhood  a  snare  : 
We  must  all  of  us  think  of  digestion, 

And  eat  with  Most  scrupulous  care. 


My  whole  life  is  one  night-marish  vision 
Of  wild  blunders  and  heart-breaking  "  sap," 

While  examiners  laugh  in  derision 
As  they  see  me  fall  into  their  trap. 

All  the  pages  I  read  daily  daunt  me 
With  mountains  of  volumes  I  've  not ; 

Through  the  long-lagging  night-watches  haunt  me 
Grim  ghosts  of  the  things  I 've  forgot. 

E'en  in  dreams  I  peruse  legal  fictions, 
Review  forms  ot  attachment  and  sale, 

Or  ponder  on  Courts'  jurisdictions, 
And  hold  endless  defendants  to  bail. 

I  decline  things  that  know  no  declension ; 

I  face  armies  of  words  short  and  long ; 
Yet,  in  spite  of  my  earnest  attention, 

All  somehow  contrive  to  come  wrong  ! 


List !  shades  of  old  Wallahs  departed, 

List,  embryo  Wallahs  to  be ; 
Pity,  pity  a  wretch  broken-hearted, 

Lift  the  voice  of  your  weeping  for  me. 

Dear  old  Punch,  brand  the  wretches  who  've  made  me 

In  all  the  world's  feast,  the  one  slave  : 
Or,  best,  prove  the  news  that 's  dismayed  me 

A  bad  joke  or  barbarous  shave  ! 


SUGGESTED  ADDITION  (if  the  Academy  has  no  objection). — 11. A., 
Royal  Aquariumician. 


SPECIALITE  SHEBBY.— Felt  oh  !  the  next  morning. 
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A    BORN    ORATOR    (IN    THE    EAST). 

Farmer  (proposing  Landlord's  health).  "  AN'  IF  A'  SQUIBABS  'UD  Dew  AS  OUR  SQUIEAR  DSW, 

TUBKB  WBDNA   BK  SO   MANY  ON   '«M   AS  DSW  AS  THKY   DSW  DSW  I" 


THE  CRICKETER'S  GRAVE-STONE. 

"  Our  Sheffield  Correspondent  telegraph* : — An 
extraordinary  tombstone  dispute  has  ari»en  at 
Wadshey  Bridge,  near  Sheffield.  The  widow  of 
one  HKNJAMIN  KKF.TON,  a  recently  deceased 
Cricketer  of  tome  local  renown,  ha*  erected  a 
tombstone  to  her  husband's  memory,  on  which 
U  carved  a  let  of  Humps,  about  a  foot  nigh,  with 
bat  and  ball.  The  Vicar  and  Churchwarden! 
declare  the  itone  was  Burreptitiouily  fixed,  and 
have  ordered  it*  removal,  which  ha*  caused  intense 
local  excitement." — fall  Mall  Gatettt. 

0  Wadsley  Bridpe,  where  KEETON  bloomed, 

Thy  Vicar's  wits  what  ails '( 
To  bowl  the  stumps  of  KEEION  tombed, 

Estreat  his  buried  bails! 

Could  KEKTON  plead,  to  his  life's  fame 
He  'd  tirge  the  symbols  german, 

More  home,  than  to  some  Parsons  came 
Prayer-book,  and  bands,  and  sermon. 

That  hit,  and  all,  he  now  must  waive. 
Score  closed,  runs  run,  green-swarded  ; 

Alas  !  he  cannot  guard  his  grave, 
As  his  mid-stump  he  guarded. 

But  why  disturb  the  symbolled  stone 

Above  this  quiet  sleeper. 
Who  with  his  life's  score  fairly  shown, 

Must  face  Heaven's  wicket-keeper  ? 

Dying,  perhaps,  he  thought,  "  If  he 's  one 

As  is  fit  to  keep  wicket, 
He  '11  know  a  Cricketer  when  he  sees  one, 

And  hand  me  my  gate-ticket." 


Christmas  Numbers. 

THB  numbers  who,  at  this  festive  season, 
fill  the  trains  and  throng  the  streets,  ana 
cram  the  cabs,  and  crowd  the  omnibuses, 
and  clap  the  pantomimes,  and  drink  too 
much  strong  drink,  and  eat  too  much  plum 
pudding,  and  send  out  Christmas  cards,  and 
send  in  Christmas  bills,  and  call  for  Christ- 
mas Boxes. 


Tarn  PLUH  FOB  STAGE  MANAGERS. — COB'S 
Golden  Drop. 


DECEMBER  DREAMS. 

(After  Christmas  Dinners.) 

LORD  BEACONSFIELD  dreams  he  is  Sultan,  and  installed  at  Con- 
stantinople as  Defender  of  the  Moslem  Faith. 

LORD  SALISBURY  dreams  that  Bulgaria  is  occupied  by  three  Fijis 
and  a  Maori  Chief.  The  Marquis  beats  the  drum  in  front  of  their 
caravan,  and  holds  a  conference  outside. 

ME.  GLADSTONE  dreams  he  is  an  Automatic  Letter-writer,  and 
employed,  at  a  weekly  salary,  by  the  Sunday  Times  to  answer 
Correspondents. 

MR.  JOHN  BRIGHT  dreams  he  is  Lessee  of  Cremorne,  and  ascends 
nightly  to  the  top  of  a  Set  Peace,  amid  a  blaze  of  fireworks. 

MR.  TENNISON  dreams  that  he  shoots  an  arrow  up  into  the  air, 
and  finds  it,  some  years  after,  sticking  in  Harold's  eye.  His  pub- 
lisher brings  it  out. 

MB.  SWINBTONE  dreams  he  is  the  author  of  Proverbial  Philo- 
sophy, and,  in  sheer  despair,  poisons  himself  with  a  complete  copy 
of  Songs  and  Ballads. 

MR.  MORRIS  dreams  that  Nature  is  reproducing  his  wall-papers. 
He  turns  mud-colour,  and  eventually  dies  a  lingering  death  of 
Sunflowers  on  the  brain. 

MR.  IRVING  dreams  he  is  stabbed  with  Two  Roses,  and  struck 
with  a  feather  out  of  SALVINI'S  cap. 

MBS.  BANCROFT  dreams  her  husband  is  in  Peril,  and  completely 
buried  beneath  a  heap  of  old  armour  and  brass  dishes. 

MB.  HARE  dreams  he  is  coursed  by  critics  over  his  Old  Acres, 
but.  after  an  extraordinary  run,  returns  to  his  old  form,  and  leaves 
his  New  Men. 

MB.  TOOLE  dreams  he  is  put  into  the  Gaiety  by  the  brokers,  and 
that  the  Stock  scenery  is  not  worth  removing. 

COLONEL  MAPLESON  dreams  he  has  found  a  tenor  for  his  com- 


pleted Opera-House  ;  but  it  turns  out  to  be  only  an  organ-grinder 
under  his  window,  quarrelling  with  a  stonemason  out  of  work. 

Miss  LYDIA  THOMPSON  dreams  she  is  decorated  with  the  Order  of 
the  Charing  Cross. 

THE  CLAIMANT  dreams  he  is  in  his  old  home  at  Wapping,  and  has 
never  seen  BOGLE  or  ONSLOW  in  his  life. 

DB.  SLA  n  K  dreams  he  is  mixed  with  MacGilp  and  Spirits  of 
Turps,  and  used  as  a  Medium  by  a  Royal  Academician,  but  that  the 
portraits  so  called  up  are  not  a  bit  like  the  originals  as  they  lived. 

TOMMY  dreams  that  room  has  been  made  for  bis  Uncle  (from 
whom  he  has  great  expectations)  in  Eensal  Green. 


THE  REAL  NATIVE. 

As  his  tribute  to  the  approaching  ceremony  of  the  Proclamation 
in  Grand  Durbar  at  Delhi  of  the  MAHABAJ  ADHIRAJA  SRI  RANI 
VICTORIA  KAlsAR-l-Hn»D,  Punch  presents  this  genuine  and  charac- 
teristic effusion  of  native  loyalty,  being  a  circular  received  by  a 
native  Prince,  and  forwarded  by  him  for  Mr.  Punch'i  considera- 
tion :— 

"SiR,— May  it  please  your  Highness— The  humble  petition  of  NHAOABATI 
CUUHAN  SEN  GurTK  most  respectfully  iheweth;  — 

"  That  your  Highness'  humble  petitioner,  being  a  subject  to  the  British 
Crown,  likes  to  illuminate  his  house  on  the  day  that  H  H.  6.  H.  QUEEN 
VICTORIA  (ALEXANDRIA)  proclaims  the  EXPRESS  OF  INDIA. 

"  Your  Highness'  humble  petitioner  therefore  hopes;  that  your  Highness 
will  kindly  enoourag«  him  to  show  his  loyalty  towards  his  Sovereign  (HiR 
MOST  GRACIOUS  MAJESTY  THE  QCEEN),  by  conferring  assistance  upon  him, 
but  at  the  same  time  it  is  the  duty  of  your  Highness'  petitioner  to  let  your 
Highness  know  that  your  humble  petitioner  will  be  very  glad  to  receive  any 
assistance  and  thereby  to  keep  your  Highness'  fame  as  unblemished  as  ever. 

"  XHAGABATI  CHVRAN  SEN  GUPTE, 
"  Manapoor,  in  the  District  of  Dashedabad,  Bengal." 
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A    CAUTION    TO    SNAKES. 

EI;   PALETOT— '    "KAIL  OF  THE   SERPENT.' 


"Snake  skin" is  valuable,  as,  when  tanned,  it  makes  very  beautiful  leather. 
A  friend  has  a  very  handsome  cardcase  made  of  boa  constrictor's  skin,  which 
he  obtained  in  Paris.  I  propose  to  furnish  him  with  the  skin  of  one  of  the 
large  pythons,  that  he  may  have  it  tanned.  This  will  form  a  handsome 
trimming  to  his  wife's  cloak.  The  Ladies  patronise  birds,  why  should  they  not 
patronise  snakes  ?  If  snake-skin  dresses  once  become  fashionable,  the  exter- 
mination of  snakes  is  inevitable.  I  hope  shortly  to  see  Ladies  wearing  snakes 
in  their  hats  a  la  gorgon.  This  fashion  would  look  very  pretty.  I  conimend 
the  idea  to  MR.' WORTH." — MR.  FRANK  BU-CKLAND'S  Letter  to  the  Times, 
Dec.  21st. 


A  GROWL  AT  GOOD  WISHES. 

(Symptomatic  of  Biliary  Derangement  from  the*  Delicacies  of  the 
Season.) 

DECS  out  your  dwellings  with  cypress  and  yew, 
Toll  out  the  Old  Year  and  toll  in  the  New. 
Life  is  a  tangle  of  troubles  snd  fears. 
"Wish  you  may  get  many  Happy  New  Years  ! 

"  Happy  New  Year !  "    So  you  said  on  the  last, 

And  who  '11  say  the  twelvemonth  has  pleasantly  passed  ? 

When  you  are  as  old  as  I  am  now,  my  dear's, 

You  '11  have  most  of  you  seen  few  or  no  happy  years. 

"  Happy  New  Year !  "    How  long  new  to  remain  ? 

New  Year  is  very  soon  Old  Year  again. 

Always  with  more  or  less  bother  in  store, 

And  as  'twixt  "more  or  less,"  in  most  cases  with  more. 

All  our  New  Y«ars  unhappiness  bring, 
So.  will  the  present,  'twixt  this  and  the  Spring. 
Accidents,  crimes,  and  diseases,  no  doubt'; 
Bring  me,  most  likely,  a  fit  of  tlie  gout. 


Needy  relations  an  old  fogy  hears 
Oft  wish  himsplf  many  Happy  New  Years, 
When  thej  suppose  be  has  money  to  leave. 
If  they  came  into  it,  wouldn't  they  griete ! 


Happy  New  Years,  '  tis  true,  may  await 
Youths  that  inherit  an  ample  estate, 
Born  with  a  big  silver  spoon  in  their  jaws, 
And  idiots  and  fools  who  can  laugh  without  cause. 

But  heirs,  as  a  rule,  are  deficient  in  brains — 
Spend  all  their  money,  and  sell  their  domains, 
Ruin  their  health  by  the  ways  they  pursue, 
So  that  their  years  are  unhappy  and  few. 

Christmas  !     I  'm  glad  "merry  "  Christmas  is  o'er, 
Shall  be  still  gladder  when  fools  cease  to  pour 
Impossibilities  into  my  ears — 
Wish  me  no  more  any  Happy  New  Years ! 


WORKING  A  SPELL. 

THE  present  London  School  Board  endorses  the  condemnation 
passed  by  its  predecessor  on  the  present  method  of  English  spelling, 
and  prays  for  a  Koyal  Commission  to  consider  the  best  way  to  reform 
and  simplify  it.  For  this  purpose  it  has  sent  out  circulars  inviting 
all  the  School  Boards  throughout  the  kingdom  to  join  in  a  repre- 
sentation to  the  Education  Department  and  to  Parliament.  There  is 
room  for  reform  in  spelling  when  Dictionaries  disagree,  to  the  extent 
so  strikingly  indicated  a  little  while  ago  by  the  experiences  of  the 
"  Spelling  Bee."  But  the  Phonetic  System  goes  too  far,  being  a 
scheme  not  of  reform  merely,  but  of  revolution.  There  seems  a 
curious  felicity  in  the  idea  of  appointing  a  Royal  Commission  to 
determine  our  orthography.  Royalty  can  command  no  special  road 
to  learning,  but  nevertheless  let  us  remember  that  the  language 
whose  spelling  the  Government  and  the  Legislature  are  solicited  to 
settle  is  the  Queen's  English. 

Is  the  sort  of  thing  below  what  we  must  make  up  our  minds  to 
see  introduced  into  the  language  of  SHAKSFEARE  and  DRYDEN, 
MACATTLAY  and  SCOTT  ?— 

THE  SPELLING  OF  THE  PRESENT.     THE  SPELLING  or  THE  FUTURE. 


School  Hoard  for  London, 
Victoria     Embankment,     W.C., 
Dec,  8,  1876. 

SIB, 

I  am  directed  by  the 
School  Board  for  London  to  for- 
ward you  a  copy  of  the  following 
Resolution : — 

"  That  this  Board  is  of  opinion  that 
a  great  difficulty  is  placed  in  the  way 
of  Education  by  our  present  method 
of  spelling,  and  that  it  is  highly  desi7 
rable  that  the  Government  should  be 
moved  to  issue  a  Royal  Commission 
for  considering  the  best  manner  of 
reforming  and  simplifying  it." 

I  am  at  the  same  time  directed 
to.  ask  whether  your  Board  would 
be  willing  to  unite  in  a  joint  re- 
presentation to  be  addressed  to 
the  Education  Department  on  the 
subject. 

I  am,  Sir, 
Your  obedient  Servant, 

Clerk  to  the  Board. 
To    the    Clerk    of  the  School 
Board  for  — — . 


Skool  Bordfor  Lunrltin, 
Viktorier    Embankment,    W.(J., 
December  8,  1876. 

SEE, 

I  am  direkted  hi  the 
Skool  Bord  for  Lundun  too  fpr- 
werd  u  a  koppeee  of  the  foloing 
Rezolushun : — 

"That  this  Bord  iz  ov  opinyun 
that  a  grat  difikultee  iz  plast  in  the 
wa  ov  edukashun  bi  our  prezent 
inethud  ov  speling,  and  that  it  iz  hilee 
dezir.ibl  that  the  Guvernment  shood  be 
moovd  too  ishoo  a  Hoyal  Kommishun 
for  konsidering  the  best  maner  ov 
reforming  and  simpleefying  it." 

I  am,  at  the  sam  time,  direkted 
too  ask  whether  yor  Bord  wood 
be  wiling  too  unit  in  a  joint  re- 
prezentashun  too  be  addrest  too 
the  Edukashun  Department  on 
the  subjekt. 

I  am,  Ser, 

Yor  obedeent  Servant, 


Klark  to  the  Bord. 
To   the    Klark    or   the    Skool 
Bordfor . 


CHRISTMAS  REFLECTIONS. 
By  Our  Hard-up  Philosopher. 

IF  our  parties  were  all  of  little  HARRYS,  little  CHARLIES,  and  little 
JACKS,  we  might  like  Christmas  to  come  twice  a  year  ;  but  what 
when  these  are  largely  dashed  with  little  Bills  ? 

"Under  the  Rose  "is  far  more  satisfactory  to  shy  people  than 
under  the  mistletoe.  The  one  tells  its  kisses  ;  under  the  other  you 
may  kiss  and  not  tell. 

Holly  reminds  me  forcibly  of  my  tradesmen's  books.  Its  red 
berries  recall  their  covers ;  its  leaves  the  sting  of  their  contents. 

When  one  listens  to  the  good  wishes  lavished  at  Christmas,  one 
remembers  this  is  the  season  for  crackers. 

"Why  will  we  give  our  children  a  false  view  of  life  from  its  very 
threshold '(  You  take  you*  boy  to  the  Pantomime  at  six.  The 
dream  of  his  highest  ambition  is  to  be  a  Clown,  and  his  highest 
felicity  to  win  and  wed  tihe  Columbine ! 
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PUNCH'S    TWELFTH-NIGHT    PARTING    WITH    OLD 
FATHER    CHRISTMAS. 


Such  weather  as  this  year  you  've  had  to  know — 

This  weary  water-waste — this  Bloomy  mist-mass — 
This  dreary  end  in  slush  of  would-be  snow — 
So  dull  for  Father  Christmas ! 


LD  friend,  fare- 
well !  Your 
fiat!  You'll 
call  again  P 

Punch  and 
the  world  are 
always  glad 
to  see  you. 

We  welcome 
murh  that 
follows  in 
your  train, 

Yetjthere  are 
s"o.me,'.,f  e  w 
things  from 
which  we  'd 
free  you— 


Development '«  the  universal  law, 

V  >t  i-'en  so  old  a  hand  as  you  may  shirk  it. 
Now,  do  not  snap,  or  snatch  away  your  paw : 
1'itnrh's  is  friendly  counsel ;  pray,  don't  hurko 

it! 

The  good  old  (inns!     \Yluit  smiion-,  i, m;  may  n-iui 
On  that  old  text! — and  some  of  them  right  true 

ones. 

But,  after  all,  tin-  good  old  times  should  lead, 
Methinks,  to  bitter  new  ones. 

Merry  ?    Well,  Mr,  I'unch  should  be  the  last 
To  say  one  word  against  judicious  merriment. 

Hut  majr  we  not  improve  upon  the  past, 
Even  in  that  regard  ?    'Tis  worth  experiment. 

The  loud  "  grua  rire  tie  Jtaliflnix,"  uiti  r  all, 
Is  scarce  the  very  highest  kino  of  laughter, 

Grins  and  Gargantuan  gormandising  pall ; 
And,  query — what  comes  after  '< 

Good  cheer  P    Well,  cakes  and  ale  are  right  good 

things, 
Bo  are  mince-pies,  sirloins,  and  chines,  —  in 

measure. 
Plum-pudding,  too, — such  memories  it  brings 

As  make  dyspepsia's  self  seem  half  a  pleasure. 
But  this  elaborate  gushing  over  grub, 

To  which  your  Laureates  are  addicted,  rather, 
Rather  more  savours  of  the  stye  or  tub, 

Than  fits  you,  reverend  Father. 

Genial  P  Why,  bless  your  blooming  face,  of  course ! 

But  genuine  sentiment  scarce  comes  in  gushes ; 
And  when  mere  stomach-comfort  is  its  source. 

It  ought  to  raise  not  so  much  cheers  as  blushes. 
The  laugh,  the  joke,  the  kiss  'neath  misletoes, 

Punch  would  not  brand  as  sins  however  venial, 
But,  pray,  without  that  big  Bardolphian  nose, 
Were  you,  in  truth,  less  genial  ? 

I  see  you  twig.    We  are  too  ancient  friends 
For  you  to  take  the  huff  at  hints  like  mine, 

meant 

To  show  your  annual  advent's  happiest  ends 
May  well  consort  with  temperance  and  refine- 
ment. 

Whilst  cherishing  traditions  of  old  times, 
'Tis  well  to  lift  them  to  a  higher  level. 
The  fit  accompaniments  of  Christmas  chimes 
Are  Peace  and  Joy — not  Revel ! 


THE  French  Chamber  has  been  on  fire. 
Deputies  were  put  out,  of  course. 


The 


PAUPERS  AND  POLEMICS. 

THE  inmates  of  most  of  the  Metropolitan  workhouses  fared  upon 
roast  beef  and  plum-pudding  as  sumptuously  as  usual  on  Christmas 
Day,  thanks  to  the  care  of  Poor  Law  Guardians  for  the  material 
nutriment  of  the  poor.  Their  solicitude  is,  perhaps,  too  generally 
limited  to  that  object ;  but  there  is  a  case  in  which  it  evidently  aims 
higher.  The  spiritual  sustenance  also  of  paupers  is  looked  to  by 
at  least  one  Board  of  Guardians.  Si>  it  appears  from  a  statement 
in  a  contemporary,  showing  that  in  one  ease  at  least  such  devotional 
luxuries  have  actually  been  introduced,  as  : — 

"  HYMNS  IN-  WORKHOUSES. — At  the  last  meeting  of  the  St.   Ger>t 
Hanover  Square,  lioanl  of  Guardians,  MR.  FLEMING  called  upon  the  Little 
Chelsea  Workhouse  Visiting  Committee  to  explain  why  copies  of  Jlynnix 
,t  and  Modern,  had  been  ordered  in  substitution  for  those  previously  in 
use  iu  the  house." 

Singing  in  a  workhouse  chapel  is  hardly  conceivable  as  a 
"  merry  noise,"  which  the  congregation,  one  would  think,  can  have 
little  heart  for.  But  old-fashioned  Psalm-singing  was  doleful 
enough,  even  for  a  workhouse.  Ifymns  Ancient  and  Modern, 
probably  superseded  BKADY  and  TATK,  the  tunes  also  being 
changed  for  the  merrier.  MK.  FLEMING  seems  to  have  thought  these 
Hymns  unmeet  for  the  workhouse,  as  being  too  High  spiritual  diet- 
he,  perhaps,  voting  for  Low  diet  both  carnal  and  spiritual.  But  :— 

"COLONEL  HAYGARTH  observed  that  these  hymn-books  were  in  use 
throughout  the  army.  He  declined  to  cipress  any  opinion  M  to  these  hymn- 
books,  which  were  obtained  as  recommemW  by  the  Chaplain." 

Hymns  suitable  for  soldiers  may  be  imagined  to  be  not  inappro- 
priate, at  any  rate  on  controversial  grounds,  for  paupers.  But  the 
orthodoxy  of  the  workhouse  is  apparently  of  an  importance  beyond 
that  of  the  barracks  :— 


"Mr.  Z.  D.  BERRY  objected  to  these  books,  as  he  considered  it  the  introduc- 
tion of  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge— SIR  RUTHERFORD  ALCOCK  pointed  out  that 
while  more  hymn-books  were  required  the  ones  obtained  were  different  from 
the  rest.  Ultimately,  the  guardians  were  understood  to  decide  that  the  original 
book  should  be  substituted  for  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern." 

Of  so  much  moment  is  it  what  hymns  the  paupers  of  Little  Chelsea 
sing !  Little  Chelsea  seems  to  be  a  place  of  strong  polemical  feeling. 
MB.  Z.  D.  BEKRT  fears  that  Hymns  Ancient  ana  Modern,  which, 
in  point  of  doctrine,  are  understood  to  be  not  strictly  parochial,  will 
introduce  into  the  workhouse  of  that  great  little  place  "  the  thin  end 
of  the  wedge,"  of  which  the  thick  end  is  Popery.  Let  all  sound  Pro- 
testants rejoice  to  know  that  the  Guardians  of  Little  Chelsea,  by 
deciding  that  BRADY  and  TATE,  or  DR.  WATTS  restored,  shall 
replace  those  objectionable  Hymni  Ancient  and'  jlJWcr»,  have 
effectually  defeated  an  insidious  endeavour  to  undermine  the  work- 
house of  Little  Chelsea  by  sapping  the  principles  on  which  it  is 
f9unded,  and  finally  degrading  to  Papists  the  paupers  in  that 
citadel  of  orthodox  Protestant  opinions. 


ALL  SMOKE. 


A  BERLTK  telegram  announces  that  GKSKRAI.  XIKITIXK  has  left 
Wilna  for  Servia,  to  inspect  the  Army.  "  Xike  "  means  "  Victory," 
but  "  Nicotine  "  is  a  deadly  narcotic  poison,  which  paralyses  the 
strength,  and  even  stops  the  springs  of  life.  Which  omen  of  the 
name  will  prevail  'r 


NO  SIGN  OF  HECOVEBT. 


OPTIMISTS  may  hope  that  affairs  in  Turkey  are  assuming  a  healthier 
pect.     But  did  a  Sick  Man  ever  develop*  a  new  Constitution ! 


aspect 


VOL.  MXI. 


F.  B 
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MOMUS'S    NEW-YEAR    RING    O'    BELLS. 


TING!     Ting!     Tis  Punch's  ppn.1  that  sounds 
Amidst  the  chimes  this  >"ew  Year's  morning. 

Will  Wisdom,  on  her  sober  rounds, 
The  Jester's  merry  peal  be  scorning? 

Sage  Madam,  stint,  and  hear  a  hint- 
Fun  is  not  always  folly. 

That  Protean  sprite  can  look  asquint, 
Through  the  grim  mask  of  Melancholy  ; 

While  oft  a  preacher's  purpose  swells 

The  music  of  the  Cap-and-Bells  ! 
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TENANT  RIGHT. 

Yattng  Squire.  "THEY  CAN'T  RAY  MY  FATHFU'S  AN  EXACTING  LANDLORD. 
ALL  HB  INSISTS  UPON  18  THAT  TUKY  sIKiVI.Ii  VoTK  FOR  THE  LIBERALS,  AND 
WALK  A  FOX-HOUND  PUPPY  1" 


TIIK   MODERN    "COKK    LIXi." 

(Am— Of  course— "  The  Cork  Lrj") 

I  'u,  tell  you  a  tale  without  any  flam 
Of  a  man  who  isn't  a  bit  of  a  sham  ; 
The  admiri-d  <>t  pedwbiui  great  and  small, 
As  he  walks  in  the  Agricultural  Hall. 
)  In  the  Agricul  — 
]  — <«ral  lural  tiddy  fol  lural, 
Afjricul — <»r;il, 

Hi  fol  lural  id>.» 

Hi*  name  is  WESTON  :  he  says,  "  You  see," 
"  Vou  '11  all  win  your  tin  in-  H'rstim  in  me  !  " 
And  the  marvelling  fulks  to  each  other  repeat, 
"  What  \vnnd.  rial  leu-,  t«r  his  wonderful  feat." 
(x/n,ken)  At  the  Agricul  — 
(Chorus)  — /«ral  lural  tiddy  fol  lural, 
Agricultural, 

Ki  fol  lural  i  do. 

MH.  KDWAHD  I'AVSON  is  not,  we  know, 
The  famous  Neddy  that  wouldn't  so; 
Would  outstrip  the  rate  of  the  wildest  dieara, 
Wh<  u  f'ni/xiin  puts  jiiici'  mi  and  goes  like  steam. 
(Spiiken)  In  the  Agriuul — 
(Chorut)  —tur&l  lural  tiddy  fol  lural, 
Agricultural, 

Hi  fol  lural  i  do. 

I  hear,  but  of  course  by  the  card  cannot  speak, 
This  Walker  takes  two  thousand  a  week ; 
It  this  be  true,  then  I'm  bound  to  confess, 
That  I  'm  open  to  try  and  do  it  for  less. 
(Spoken)  In  the  Agrieul — 
(Chorus)  — Jural  lural  tiddy  fol  lural, 
Agricultural, 

Ri  fol  lural  i  do. 

You'll  see,  if  to  Islington  you  repair, 
That  though  he 's  all  Walker  yet  he 's  all  fair, 
And  if  bythe  Eastern  Question  perplexed, 
Try  the  Weston  Question—"  What  will  he  do  next  ?  " 
(Spoken)  In  the  Agrieul — 
(Chorus)^ tura.1  lural  tiddy  fol  lural, 
Agricul— <i/ral, 

Ki  fol  lural  i  do. 

•  Evidently  a  song  that  ought  to  have  been  in  the  Greek  Play 
at  the  Crystal  Palace  eome  little  time  back.  The  chorus,  founded 
on  an  ancient  model,  is  strictly  classical  and  perfectly  correct. 


Ting  !     Ting !     Reveille  to  the  ranks 
Of  Motley's  quaint  yet  strenuous  fighters ! 

Again  we  '11  hurl  our  quips  and  cranks 
'Gainst  fools  and  knaves  in  crowns  or  mitres. 

A  jest  may  prick,  a  jibe  may  stick 
Where  Jeremiads  will  not, 

And  search  Stupidity's  callous  quick 

With  smarts  that  scath  and  shame  yet  kill  not. 

Smile,  Wisdom,  smile  !  as  truths  it  tells — 

The  music  of  the  Cap-and-Bells ! 

Tin? !    Ting !    Each  tinkle  wakes  a  smile 
On  honest  lips,  beard-fringed  or  coral ; 

Or  shrills  a  dart  through  greed  or  guile, 
Or  points  with  mirth  some  pungent  moral. 

Midst  war  of  words,  and  shock  of  swords, 
The  Jester's  jingle  rising, 

Some  restful  interlude  affords, 
With  Right's  alarums  harmonising. 

And  ancient  Wrongs  may  hear  their  knells 

In  music.of  the  Cap-and-Bells. 

Ting !    Ting  !     Still  knaves  and  fools  we'  11  flout, 
Grave  meaning  hide  with  mask  of  Momus, 

Bring  truth  and  sense  to  put  to  rout 
The  brood  of  cant,  the  crew  of  Comus. 

But  all  that's  fair  from  that  keen  air 
Shall  draw  refreshment  only  ; 

Weak  Right  shall  find  our  weapon  bare, 
No  honest  cause  sit  lonely. 

While  Wit,  with  Wisdom  tuned,  impels 

The  music  of  the  Cap-and-ISells. 


THE  YOUNG  LADY  TO  GET  A  Bow  FROM  AT  CHRISTMAS  TIME.- 
Miss  L.  TOE. 


SOME  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

NOT  the  Butcher's,  the  Baker's,  the  Grocer's  books,  and  other 
household  books— oh  dear  no,  but  books  for  the  household,  or  rather 
thejuniorest  part  of  it. 

What  luck  children  are  in  for  now-a-days!  We  hadn't  such 
books,  and  certainly  we  hadn't  such  pictures.  Here 's  a  charming 
one  for  old  and  young,  called  Starlight  Stories,  by  Miss  FANNY 
LABLACHE,  whose  name  sounds  musical  enough  to  begin  with. 
Commend  us  to  this  Lady's  Jack  with  the  Fishes  and  Why  the  Icebergs 
come  so  far  South.  Then,  next  on  the  table  is  The  Hunting  of  the 
Snark,  by  LEWIS  CARROLL,  who,  as  he  never  appears  in  print  except 
at  this  festive  season,  ought  to  be  known  as  the  Christmas  CARROLL. 
The  Snark  is  very  distantly  related  to  the  Jabberwok,  but  it  is  not 
the  Jabberwok.  Of  all  Christmas  illustrations,  those  or  Fairy  Land, 
by  RICHARD  DOYLE,  are  very  easily  first.  Here  is  elfin  fun  and  frolic, 
here  is  a  Midsummer  Night's  Dream  at  Christmas.  Look  at  the 
little  Pucks  racing  on  snails,  irritating  butterflies,  fighting  frogs,  or 
flirting  with,  tiny,  coquettish  fairies.  McMii.LAN  &  Co.  are  to  be 
congratulated  on  "  Carrots  "—just  a  little  Boy,  which  is  a  genuine 
children's  book  :  we  've  seen  em  seize  it,  and  read  it  greedily. 
Children  are  first-rate  critics,  and  thoroughly  appreciate  WALTER 
CRANE'S  illustrations,  not  only  in  Carrots,  but  in  his  chef-d'oeuvre 
of  the  year,  yclept  The  Baby's  Opera,  which  is  the  cleverest, 
prettiest,  fancifullest,  and,  generally,  supcrlativest  Christmas  book 
that  we  ve  seen  for  a  very  long  time.  The  only  mistake  in  it  is, 
that,  in  some  instances,  the  ancient  land-marks  of  nursery  readings 
have  been  sacrificed  to  a  sense  of  modern  requirements.  This,  how- 
ever, would  be  a  subject  for  Shakspearian  commentators  ;  as  must 
be  evident  when  we  question  the  correctness  of  the  version  as  here 
given  of  the  nursery  song  of  "  Mrs.  Bond  and  the  Ducks," 
"  Froggee  would  a-wooing,"  and  others.  Folios  wouldn't  exhaust 
the  subject.  But  to  all  those  interested,  antiquarianly,  in  the 
Rhymes  of  the  past,  and  to  all ,  those  interested  in  the  happiness 
of  the  present  rising  generation,  we  say,  advisedly,  "  Get  W.TTUD 
CRANE'S  Baby's  Opera." 
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WHAT'S    THE    ODDS? 

OK,  THE  DUMB  JOCKEY  OF  JEDDINGTON. 

A  GBHUIJfB  8POETINO  JTOVBL   BX 

MAJOR    JAWLEY    SHARP, 
Author  of  "Squeezing  Langford,"  "  Two  Kicks"  $c.,  $c. 

CHAPTER  YIL— "  Settling  the  First  Event." 

HAT  scream  which 
had  so  alarmed 
the  field  was  not 
CAVASSON'S.  It 
came  from  MRS. 
ASGOOD  AZAMYLE, 
who  was  seated  in 
LADY  Di  BRITE- 
LEIGH'S  barouche 
writing  a  last 
letter  to  SIR 
THOMAS  DODD. 

Oh,  these  last 
letters!  these  X, 
Y,  Z's,  of  Love's 
Alphabet ! 

Woe 's  me ;  but 
we  all  do  it, 
though  sometimes 
we  rue  it ;  but  so 
it  will  be  till  the 
end  of  the  world. 
The  wily  Irish 
LORDCHANCELLOH 
THURRAMOUGH 
was  right  for  once 
when  he  said, 
"These  are  letters 

that  ought  to  be  written  with  a  sheep  pen  on  a  calf's  skin."    No  one 

understood  what  he  meant  at  the  time,  but  experience  has  proved  the 

justice,  as  well  as  the  wit,  of  the  remark. 

In   a  firm  hand    MRS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE  traced  the  following 

lines : — 

G0SSY  will  not  love  you.  She  can't.  She  may  laugh  if  you 
tickle  her  under  the  chin,  but  it 's  the  same  old  game.  I  have  stooped 
to  plot,  because  I  love  you  so  grandly,  so  madly.  Rumour  says  your 

J Uf    liflC  tVcUllint/—/  tTly  ,         j.Jiviv.         j.     i/t/  iftus&i     u  win;  licit  ,    a /tit    l/UWtAW/  'IIUL 

now.  I  scorn  sentiment.  Let  them  all  have  a  mate  but  me,  what 
matters,  or  rather  ichat  maters  t  After  this  observation,  perhaps, 
you  will  not  care  to  see  me.  To-morrow  I  shall  be  all  abroad. 
Address  me  France.  Pay  your  addresses,  as  the  pottage  comes 
heavy.  I  shall  be  all  there.  Thine  for  ever,  your 

A.  DORA. 
P.  S.— If  PULLMAN  CARE  can  mar  your  Three  Derby  s  he  will. 

LADY  Di  BRITELEIGH  was  looking  over  her  shoulder  and  copying 
the  letter  word  for  word. 

MRS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE,  turning  suddenly,  caught  her  at  it.  This 
turning  suddenly  had  soured  her.  She  was  relentless. 

One  moment  and  the  bright  steel  flashed  in  the  air— another,  and 
it  was  in  the  inkstand,  for  LADY  Di  had  screamed,  and  all  eyes  were 
on  the  barouche. 

MRS.  ASGOOD  AZAMYLE  tossed  the  letter  to  Sis  THOMAS,  and  then 
was  carried  away  by  her  feelings  to  a  distant  part  of  the  course. 
LADY  Di,  with  a  bottle  of  chloral  in  her  hand,  remained  to  witness 
the  result  of  the  race,  which  her  emotion  has  so  suddenly  and  so 
strongly  interrupted. 

In  the  meantime,  unable  to  effect  a  satisfactory  start,  the  horses 
were  going  round  and  round  a  tall  post,  while  a  barrel-organ.'worked 
by  machinery,  played  various  well-known  airs.  For  this  advan- 
tageous exercise  each  jockey  had  paid  a  penny.  The  rich  tones  of 
the  old  organ  had  a  salutary  and  soothing  effect  on  the  men  and 
horses. 

LAWYER  FERRET  and  the  Honble  PC/LLMAN  CARE  stood  by,  eyeing 
them  narrowly  as  they  passed  in  rotation.  Had  CAVASSON  been  bought 
—that  was  the  question.  The  crafty  solicitor,  and  the  equally 
astute  Honble  had  sent  him  bouquets,  bills  of  the  play,  and  blank 
unsigned  cheques  to  any  amount,  but  could  they  be  sure  of  him  ? 
1  his  was  rather  an  open  way  of  buying  a  jockey,  but  it  had  answered 
before  ;  and  was  it  to  be  questioned  now  ? 

trumpets  sounded,  tie  bell  rang,  and  the  gong 

'    "  He's  off!"    "  No,  I 'm  on  1  "     "They  're  al 


Ha!!       They 're  away  at  last !!! 

No !  Not  one  of  them  stirred.  Each  jockey,  true  to  his  bargain 
with  LAWYER  FERRET,  reined  in  his  horse,  and  remained  at  the 
starting-point.  LAWYER  FERRET  had  squared  the  jockeys  on  all 
points,  save  one.  This  he  was  compelled  to  leave  to  their  own 
choice.  It  was  a  critical  moment ;  but  all  at  once  the  Lawyer 
axelaimed  gleefully,  "  That  was  all  that  was  wanted!  They  have 
done  it!  They  have  squared  their  elbows !"  And  so  they  had. 

By  order  of  the,Starter  the  police  were  ordered  to  pull  the  horses. 
The  Judge  had  decided  that  a  horse,  if  thus  pulled,  might  fairly 
win.  If  the  other  horses  would  not  stir  a  peg,  no  more  would 
Moka.  On  the_  contrary,  she  backed  in  among  the  crowd,  and  was 
gradually  working  her  way  to  the  last  place  in  the  field.  It  was 
.bus  that  her  clever  jockey  CAVASSON  was  backing  her  to  win. 

The  Bookmakers  were  frantic ;  they  had  laid  their  skins  on 
}AVASSON  winning  on  Moka.  Not  a  chance  of  her  stirring  at 
>resent.  There  sat  CAVASSON  on  Moka,  calm,  serene,  impassible ! 

"  Back  her !  Back  her  !  "  cries  SIR  THOMAS,  excitedly.  "  We 
iave  backed  her  ! "  exclaimed  the  Bookmakers  despairingly, 
>eginning  to  think  they  had  been  let  in  for  a  regular  snorter. 

But  CAVASSON  has  his  game  to  play.  He  has  not  been  idle  for 
months,  and  the  horse  has  been  under  the  hands  of  the  most  adept 
of  circus  trainers. 

At  a  signal  from  CAVASSON,  Moka,  paying  no  attention  to 
,he  lashes  from  the  whips  of  the  jockeys,  who  are  belabouring  her 
leavily,  rears  on  her  hind  legs,  and  paws  the  air,  cleaving  a  wide 
space  around  her. 

"Two  for  her  heels!"  shouted  STRINGHALT,  who  was  in  the 
secret.  And  immediately  the  clever  cob  reversed  the  action. 

Jockeys  and  horses  fell  right  and  left  of  her,  as  CAVASSON  waved 
a  flag,  and  fired  a  couple  of  pistols  in  the  air;  while  WILLIAM 
BUTTON,  who  was  hidden  behind  the  Starter's  box,  shook  a  sheet  of 
iron  to  represent  thunder,  and  GUSSY,  from  her  brougham,  threw 
squibs  in  among  the  troubled  mass  of  horses. 

Further  attempts  to  hold  them  back  were  useless.  Maddened  by 
;he  fireworks  and  the  sheet  iron,  the  horses  broke  away,  and  the 
iockeys,  losing  all  control,  tumbled  off,  and  were  picked  up  by  the 
police.  "  Keep  your  seats,  Gentlemen !  keep^your  seats!"  shouted 
;he  infuriated  Starter.  Then  he  grumbled  to  himself,  "  I  've  never 
seen  such  a  start  as  this  before  !  " 

"  Don't  move  on  my  account !  "  shrieked  SIB  THOMAS  to  CAVASSON. 

The  Dumb  Jockey  nodded  to  his  employer,  as  Moka  quietly  backed 
against  the  starting-post,  while  all  the  other  horses  tore  madly 
onward,  in  spite  of  the  strenuous  efforts  of  their  jockeys — onward, 
onward, in  a  whirlwind  of  dust,  round  Tottenham  Road  Corner,  up 
the  hill,  down  the  hill,  and  through  the  Middle  Park,  amid  the 
execrations  of  the  furious  Bookmakers,  who  were  on  the  Moka  colt 
to  their  last  shoestring. 

The  Boy  in  yellow  won  the  day!  Moka  was  last  of  all,  still 
waltzing  on  her  hind  legs,  a  few  yards  in  advance  of  the  starting- 
post.  SIR  THOMAS  clasped  GUSSY  round  the  waist  in  silent  gratitude. 
The  first  Derby  had  been  lost !  Thank  Heaven  for  that ! 

From  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP.— Dear  Major,  of  course  you 
know  the  names  of  those  places  better  than  mysc' ' ;  but  isn't  it  Tattenham 
Corner,  not  Tottenham.  Eh  ?  Tours,  ED. 

DEAR  EDITOR, — You 're  thinking  of  TATTERSAH'S.  Quite  right  of  you 
to  rnA.-M.  J.  S. 

From  the  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP.— You  will  excuse  me,  I  am 
sure,  but  was  there  ever  a  Derby  like  this  ?  Isn't  it  going  just  a  trifle  too 
far? 

From  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor.— 'Was  there  ever  .  .  .  such 
a  dear  old  Neddy  as  you  are  ?  A  Derby  like  this,  my  boy  ?  Rather.  Don't 
you  remember  Sen  Bolt  in  Sweet  Alice  i  year  f  If  not,  look  in  at  Sell's  Life 
office,  and  ask  the  Sub-Editor.  He  '11  tell  you  who's  right.  As  to  "  going 
too  far" — you  just  come  down  here,  and  that'll  be  far  enough  for  you. — 
Yours,  J.  S. 

P  S. — By  the  way,  my  friend,  SIR  H.  WALKER,  will  call  on  you.  He  is 
coming  down  here.  So  send  on  cheque  by  him.  He  will  give  you  my  address, 
and  you  can  follow  on  as  soon  as  you  like.  The  sooner  the  better. — J.  S. 

The  Editor  to  MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP. — (By  wire.)— Sin  .  H  .  called  . 
took  .  cheque  .  says  .  your  .  address  .  Bogus  .  Park  .  Boshey  .  Herts  .  Is  .  it . 
near  .  Ware  ? 

MAJOR  JAWLEY  SHARP  to  the  Editor.— (By  wire.) — Cheque  .  right  . 
come  .  day  .  after  .  to  .  Bogus  .  Park  .  Boshy  .  Know  .  Ware  ?  .  Get  .  out  . 
there  .  to-morrow. 

The  Editor  to  the  Public. — As  the  novel  is  to  he  finished  at  once,  we  shall 
certainly  go  down  to  Bogus  Park,  and  if  we  can  arrange  with  the  Major  to 
give  us  another  at  some  future  time,  why,  be  it  so,  we  will. 


HOW  TO  REMOVE  AN  INCURABLE   TOOTH. — Punch  it  Out  ! 

[THERE  !  that 's  the  last  straw  that  breaks  Punch's  back,  though 
he  is  the  most  patient  of  camels.  We  have  been  at  the  pains  to 
reckon  up  the  tale  of  variations  already  received  on  themes  from 
the  Dentist's  art.  a  propos  of  the  unlucky  and  ill-advised  Vicar 
of  Hatcham.  They  amount  to  1564!  We  positively  refuse  to 
entertain  any  further  jokes  on  the  subject.] 
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LINES    ON    LATE    HOURS. 

(A  Carol  by  MB.  KILLJOY.) 

T  home  from  night 
till  morning 
every  one  who 
will  carouses, 

But  law  paternal 
limits  open  hours 
for  public- 
houses, 

Imposes  upon  Eng- 
lishmen restraint 
of  wine  and  was- 
sail, 

The    Landlord   of 
the      Castle 
house  is  not  that 
landlord's  castle. 

All  Sumptuary 
Laws  are  things 
to  raise  a  Briton's 
dander. 

But,  if  what's  con- 
diment for  goose 
were  condiment 
for  gander, 

Soon  would  restriction  in  this  pump-and-platform-ridden  nation 

Be  also  put,  by  statute,  on  domestic  dissipation. 

The  New  Year  at  its  finish,  and  the  Old  Year  at  its  start  is 

Attended  with  festivities  entitled  "  evening  parties," 

Where,  in  contempt  of  Eeason's  voice,  and  sanitary  warning, 

Green  Youth  and  Beauty  dance  from  ten  at  night  till  four  next  morning. 

With  coffee,  tea,  or  lemonade  but  few  of  them  thirst  slaking ; 
Most  of  intoxicating  drinks  from  time  to  time  partaking — 
Upon  champagne  and  claret-cup,  making  what  is  called  "  merry," 
Not  to  say  that  "  Speciality"  which  bears  the  name  of  "  Sherry." 

For  six  long  hours  too  many  a  pair— unwise  young  man  and  maiden — 
Breathe  atmosphere  with  gas-fumes  and  carbonic  acid  laden, 
Combustion's  products  from  the  jets  which  yield  illumination, 
As  well  as  action  of  the  skin,  and  human  respiration. 

They  waltz  in  this  foul  atmosphere,  nor  think  of  what  comes  after, 
Until,  when  supper-time  arrives,  with  flirting,  fun,  and  laughter, 
They  sit  them  down  to  eat  and  drink,  and,  heedless  of  health's  question, 
Rise,  dance  again,  shake  up  their  meals  ;  whence  bile  and  indigestion. 

Meanwhile  what  tongue  can  tell  what  woes  their  hapless  seniors  suffer, 

The  wallflower  matron  overblown,  and  corpulent  old  "  buffer," 

In  charge  of  marriageable  girls,  the  daughters  or  the  nieces 

They  've  brought  to  market ;  or,  that  o'er,  how  happy  their  release  is ! 

The  elderlies,  at  least,  would  hail  a  measure  of  repression, 
To  be,  perhaps,  brought  in  upon  a  Wednesday  in  next  Session — 
A  "  Balls  and  Evening  Parties  Bill,"  which,  penalties  imposing, 
Shall  upon  private  Hosts  enforce  the  rule  of  Early  Closing. 


ARTICLES  DE  PARIS. 

OC~B  neighbours,  the  Parisians,  are  wont  to  feel  affronted  if  a  siiggestion  i 
thrown  out  that  they  can  take  nothing  seriously. 

What  was  known  in  old  RABELAIS'  time,  and  still  is  called  the  badaud  'de 
Paris,  exists  in  every  class,  nay,  even  dominates  in  the  Assembly,  as  in  the 
streets,  and  among  the  newspaper  readers.  One  cannot  help  being  struck  witl 
this  in  looking  over  the  most  popular  journals  now  issued  in  the  French  capital 

At  a  moment  when  all  eyes  turn  towards  the  East,  whence  the  results  of  the 
impending  Conference  may  oring  hope  on  the  soft  breath  of  Peace,  or  despai 
through  the  brazen  throat  of  War,  the  columns  of  French  newspapers,  wnicl 
only   deserve    the  epithet  of    Serio-comic,  teem  with    old  calenwourgs  am 
feeble  jokes,  more  or  less  gross,  and,  in  many  cases,  untranslateable  to  delicate 
ears. 

In  some  out-of-the-way  corner  of  a  page,  or  crushed  between  two  long  article 


but  of  serious  information  to  guide  contemporary  opinion,  and  furnish  historiea 
evidence  for  future  generations,  not  a  syllable ! 

The  chroniqueurs  can  tell  you  what  such  an  Actress  wears  even  in  he- 
dressing-room,  or  how  such  a  public  scandal  in  petticoats  comports  herself  a 
supper ;  but  for  weighty  fact,  and  instructive  comment  on  passing  events,  yo 
might  as  well  look  through  the  advertising  columns  of  the  Boulevard. 


Take  a  number  at  hazard  of  Le  Ratnir. 

Where  an  Englishman  would  naturally  turn  to  drink 

a  carefully  weigned  opinions  on  the  leading  topic  ot  the 

lay,  what  do  you  find  '< — a  sentimental  article,  taking  up 

our  or  five  columns  of  the  paper,  on  the  charm  of  hang- 

ng  up  stockings  or  shoes  in  the  chimney,  to  be  tilled  with 

bonbons  for  the  children  !     Then  a  Gentleman,  who  per- 

iaps  signs  himself   Chanve-tiuurit,  orC'lvdiiche.  treats  le 

iii/iin/im  le  plus  spirituel  da  monde,  with  a  batch  of  spicy 

mecdotes,  beginning  with  an  indecent  Malapropism  of 

doLLE.  X.,  and  ending  with  a  dirty  story  attributed  to 

iABON  K. . .   Bet  ween,  these  you  may,  perhaps,  discover, 

after  some  investigation,  a  few  lines,  headed  La  Poli- 

iqne,  commencing  with  a  reference  to  MIDHAT  PASHA, 

and  the  Conference,  and  terminating  in  a  series  of  notes, 

tvidently  thought  more  likely  to  interest  the  readers  of 

ie  paper,  concerning  that  dignitary's  Harem,  and  the 

number  and  characteristics  of  the  female  slaves  therein. 

Then  the  inexperienced  reader  may  commence  what 

takes  for  an  article,  but  turns  out  to  be  a  flowery 

advertisement  of  a  new  conflterie,  or  sweet-meat   shop, 

with  Oriental  descriptions  of  the  sweets    therein  sold, 

or  of  a  depot  for  corsets,  with  elaborate  variations  on 

he  beauties   of  the  Venus  de'  Medici  and  the  charms 

of  the/emwie  du  monde. 

We  may  be  a  "nation  of  shopkeepers,"  but  we  do  not 
allow  silly  or  scabrettx  shop-puns  to  monopolise  the  best 
part  of  our  leading  journals. 

Fancy  a  number  of  the  Times  appearing  with  the 
following  Table  of  Contents  "  under  the  clock  "  :— 

StnotABY. 

Leading  Article.— The  origin  of  Mistletoe ;  to  which 
is  added  an  Analysis  of  Kissing. 

Echoes  of  London. — Two  extracts  front  Joe  Miller, 
three  jokes  from  back  numbers  of  Punch,  and  an 
American  after-dinner  story,  which  REYNOLDS  himself 
might  hesitate  about  publishing. 

Parliamentary  Reports.— Personal  remarks  on  Oppo- 
sition Members,  ana  intimate  details  of  the  family  life 
of  a  Prime  Minister. 

Letter  from  MB.  RniMEL  in  praise  of  his  Perfumes. 

From  Windsor  to  Balmoral. — A  short  satire  on  the 
Members  of  the  Privy  Council,  made  up  of  cracker 
mottoes  extracted  from  their  public  speeches. 

Dramatic  Notices. —  Including  a  description  of  MB. 
CHAKI.KS  MATHEWS'S  little  dog,  an  account  of  an  ac- 
cident to  MKS.  BANCROFT'S  kitchen-chimney,  and  an 
anecdote  of  a  little  supper  at  MB.  TOOLE'S. 

News  of  the  Day. — How  MK.  JONES,  the  well-known 
dentist,  left  his  house  this  morning  in  the  rain,  and  forgot 
his  umbrella,  &o.,  &c.,  returning  to  obtain  the  desirable 
property  when  the  sun  came  out. 

Or, — How  last  evening  two  policemen,  usually  on  duty 
at  such  and  such  a  crossing,  were  taken  off.  This  remiss- 
ness  on  the  part  of  the  Superintendents  at  Scotland 
Yard,  caused  a  confusion  which,  &c.,  &c. 

Really,  there  is  much  which  is  not  "  done  better  in 
France ;  and,  amusing  as  all  this  may  be  in  a  weekly 
periodical,  the  daily  Battle  of  Life  (in  England,  at  least] 
demands  a  more  solid  literary  commissariat. 


WAITS  AND  MEASURES. 

WHAT  a  pity  it  is  that  London  should  be  so  far 
behind  Birmingham,  where  that  energetic  Chief  o1 
Police,  MAJOR  BOND,  not  satisfied  with  insisting  on  all 
sly  drinkers  "  toeing  the  line,"  under  pain  of  fine  or 
imprisonment,  has  commenced  a  crusade  against  the 
Waits,  in  the  following  grimly  ascetic 

"  CAUTION.— Numerous  complaints  are  made  of  the  dis- 
orderly conduct  of  i'ouths  who  go  around  the  suburbs  of  the  town 
during  the  nights  of  24th  and  31st  December, '  begging '  under 
the  pretence  of  saying  '  A  Merry  Christina*,'  and  '  A  Happy  New 
Year.' 

"  All  persons  found  so  offending  will  be  apprehended  by  the 
Police,  and  charged  with  being  disorderly  character*. 

"  Police  Office,  "  K.  BOND,  Major,  Chief  of  Police. 

"  19th  December,  1876." 

There !  Birmingham  is  blessed  with  its  own  BOND. 
London  is  free — worse  luck  ! 

Failing  police  protection  against  these  Christmas  noc- 
turnal disturbers,  might  we  not  adopt  the  irate  suggestion 
of  a  misanthropic  old  Brute,  who  sends  us  the  following 
recipe: — "Keep  in  your  bedroom  a  garden-engine,  its 
reservoir  filled  with  ice-cold  water,  of  which  give  any 
Wait  full  measure." 
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A    MORNING    CALL    (IN    PANTOMIME    SEASON). 

Mi*>  Lily  (to  Three  unruly  Brothers).   "  Now,  YOU  BOYS,  IF  YOU  BEHAVE  LIKE  THAT,  I'LL  TURN  YOU  ALL  our  OF  THE  ROOM  I" 
Three  unruly  Brothers.  "  HA  !     H\  !    You  CAN'T  !    FOR  MAMMA  SENT  us  BERK  TO  PLAY  FORFEITS — YOU  Know  SHE  DID  1 " 


SNAKES  AND  THE  SEX. 
(A  Protest  from  one  who  abominates  both.] 

"  The  Ladies  patronise  birds,  why  should  they  not  patronise  snakes  ?  If 
snake-skin  dresses  once  became  fashionable,  the  extermination  of  enakea  is 
inevitable1.  I  hope  shortly  to  see  Ladies  wealing  snakes  in  their  hats  a  la 
gorgon.  This  fashion  would  look  very  pretty." — MB.  FKANK  BUCKLAND  in 
"  Land  and  Water" 

On,  fie,  MR.  BUCKLAND  !    How  could  you?    Oh,  shame,  ME.  SAM- 
BOURNE  !  *    1  'm  sure 

She-fashions  sufficiently  trying  for  pockets  and  nerves  to  endure, 
The  Sex  can,  unaided,  excogitate  out  of  its  own  silly  head, 
Without  your  superfluous  suggestion  of  horrors  that  fill  one  with 
dread. 

Snakes?    Eugh!     Just  imagine  Society 'neath  an  Ophidian  spell! 
Our  Ladies  like  willing  Laucooas — crowned  a  la  gurgon  as  well ! 
Their  boas  all  boa  constrieturs,  their  trains  with  huge  rattlesuakes 

tipped ! 
Each  waist  by  a  cobra  encompassed,  each  wrist  by  an  asp  closely 

gripped ! 

Just  fancy  the  wife  of  your  bosom  a  python  as  far  as  her  face ! 
Your    love    like    an  undisguised  Lamia  seeking   your  shrinking 

embrace ! 

Oh,  a  vixen  in  guise  of  a  viper  were  surely  a  Nemesis  fit 
For  men  who  can  make  such  a  use  of  their  ill-employed  funcy  and 

wit! 

"  Why  should  Ladies  not  patronise  Snakes  ?  "    Mil.  BUCKLAXD,  you 

surely  forget 

That  little  primeval  affair  whose  results  rather  bother  us  yet ! 
The  Serpent's  first  patron,  no  doubt,  would  be  prompt  to  play 

patron  again ; 
But  that  one  of  our  sex  should  suggest  it !    0  BUCKLAND,  you  'vo 

snake  on  the  brain  ! 

•  See  "  A  Caution  to  Snakes,"  in  last  Number  of  Punch. 


There 's  too  much  of  the  Serpent  already  about  the  she-creatures, 

I  say. 

([  could  never  regard  Elsie  Tenner  as  anything  out  of  the  way.) 
But  the  Snake  in  the  Sex,  Sir,  has  surely  sufficiently  chastened  our 

sins, 
Without  you  advising  our  Eves  to  assume  with  snakes'  slyness  their 

shins  ! 

"  The  fashion  would  look  very  pretty  "  ! ! !    Perhaps  that  is  meant 

for  a  joke. 
Snakes  charm  and  are  charmed,  but  such  charming  what  man  not  a 

muif  would  invoke  ? 
Though  Beauty  has  patronised  beetles,  methinks  she  might  there 

draw  the  line — 
Not  a  serpentine  one — and  eschew  the  Ophidian's  sinister  shine. 

No!     Woman  is  Angtiis  in  herJ/it,  and  ophiomorphous  in  soul. 

But  encourage  Ophidian  fashions  in  dresses  ?    0  FJJANK,  you  're  a 

ghoul ! 
That  snake  of  Old  Nile  was  a  type, — she  who  died  of  the  aspic  at 

last,— 
But  she  did  not  go  clad  in  the  sloughs  that  the  serpents  of  Egypt 

had  cast. 

You  say  did  snake-skins  grow  the  rage,  the  whole  serpentine  race 

't  would  exterminate. 
I  could  half  deem   the  game  worth  the    candle,  so  much  I  the 

villanous  vermin  hate. 
Oh,  were  they  but  bjth  ophiophagous  —  seeing  of  both  we've  too 

many — 
The  sex  and  the  snakes  then  might  play  the  old  game  of  the  Cats  of 

Kilkenny ! 

DHURY  LANE  PANTOMIME.—"  YOKES  et  prceterea  nihil."     (If  it 
isn't  new,  it 's  true.)       

Mono  FOR  RIVAL  BATTUE-SHOOTERS.— "Murder  most  fowl.' " 
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tliink 

thrice  before  speak- 
ing twice.  To  avoid 
the  Mansion  House 
Banquets.  To  try 
to  be  more  worthy 
of  the  honoured 
name  of  DISBAEU. 
To  give  up  Eastern 
fancies  for  European 
facts. 

Mr,  Gladstone, — 
To  curtail  his  con- 
tributions to  periodi- 
cal literature.  To 
give  up  post-cards. 
To  buy  an  edition  of 
the  Works  of  JOSEPH 
,  with  a  view 
to  learning  the  na- 
ture of  a  joke.  To 
keep  as  a  rule  of  life 
the  saying,  "  that  if 
speech  is  silver,  si- 
lence is  golden." 

Mr.    Lowe.  —  To 
give    up   epigrams 
To  be  sure  of   his 
facts.     To  give  up 
party  for  patriotism. 
Major        O'  Gor- 
man.— To  read  En- 
glish  history.      To 
keep    his    speeches 
intended  for  the  House  of  Commons(  for  the  columns  of  Punch. 

Jlr.  If.  J.  Byron. — To  give  up  inverted  conundrums.    To  read 
SCRIBE.    To  learn  the  art  of  construction.    To  find  out  the  meaning 
of  the  words  "  Comedy,"  "  Drama,"  "  Wit,"  and  "  Repartee." 
Mr.  Henry  Neville. — To  uphold  the  dignity  of  the  Drama. 
Dr.  Slade. — To  give  up  his  tables,  pack  up  his  clothes,  and  return 
to  America. 

The  Middlesex  Magistrates. — To  discover  that  no  material  dis- 
tinction exists  between  the  sauce  used  for  the  goose  and  the  sauce 
used  for  the  gander. 

Midhat  Pasha. — To  give  up  fancy  pictures  of  impossible  consti- 
tutions. To  learn  that  the  Turkish  for  "  Yes  "  is  not  the  European 
for  "  No." 

The  Sultan  of  Turkey. — To  be  worthy  of  a  place  in  the  Temple  of 
Fame,  instead  of  a  corner  in  the  Chamber  of  Horrors. 

Mr.  Bright. — To  read  ALISON'S  History  of  Europe.  To  undergo 
a  course  of  Military  History  at  Sandhurst.  To  attend  the  Autumn 
Manoeuvres. 

Professor  Fawcett. — To  call  a  spade  an  agricultural  instrument. 
The  Directors  of  all  the  Railway   Companies. — To  mind  their 
stops.    To  shorten  their  servants'  hours,  and  raise  their  pay.    To 
look  to  brakes  instead  of  smashes. 

All  Bachelors  and  Spinsters  between  the  Ages  of  Twenty  and 
Forty. — To  marry. 
All  Bachelors  and  Spinsters  over  Forty. — To  emigrate. 


Mr.  Punch. — It  is  unnecessary,  for  obvious  reasons,  for  this 
fentleman  to  turn  over  any  new  leaf.  His  readers,  however,  may 
turn  over  the  new  leaves  of  his  new  volumes. 


AN  OLD  CORRESPONDENT  IN  A  NEW  PLACE. 

DEAE  Pnscn, 

WHEN  the  PBINCE  o*  WALES  was  in  India,  I  read  with 
rreat  interest  the  letters  of  your  Special  Correspondent,  but  towards 
;he  close  of  the  series  the  pleasure  which  they  gave  me  was  grout ly 
marred  by  the  cruel  suspicions  which  you  cast  on  the  good  faith  of 

four  talented  Representative  by  hinting  that  he  had  never  (rone  to 
ndia  at  all,  but  had  written  the  letters  at  Oravesend,  with  the 
assistance  or  a  Hindoo  crossing-sweeper ! 

1  fear  that,  in  your  injustice,  you  went  so  far  as  to  dismiss  him. 
But  true  genius  cannot  long  remain  hidden  ;  and  my  sorrow  at  your 
mrshness  and  your  "  Special's"  misfortune  was  turned  into  joy  on 
reading  in  the  Times  of  Christmas  Day  the  account  of  the  Vice- 
regal procession  at  Delhi.  No  other  hand  but  his  could  have  penned 
the  following  remarkable  sentence  : — 

"  Behind  them  came  the  remainder  of  the  Body  Guard  and  a  squadron  of 
the  10th  Hussars ;  then  the  three  Lieutenant-Governors,  each  on  an  elephant, 
and  each  attended  by  his  Stall';  next  the  Members  of  Council,  the  Secretaries 
to  the  Government,  and  the  Chief  Justices  of  Bengal  and  the  North- Western 
Provinces ;  then  Solah  Topoei,  looking  singularly  out  of  place  in  their  judicial 
robw." 

It  is  many  years  since  a  Member  of  the  House  of  Commons  spoke 
of  "  the  ferocious  doolies  who  rushed  on  to  the  battle-ftelds,  and 
carried  off  the  wounded ; ''  but  his  fame  in  India  will  now  be  shared, 
if  not  eclipsed,  by  the  Times  Correspondent,  who  hag  made  the 
English  public  for  the  first  time  aware  of  the  existence  of  those 
exalted  members  of  the  legal  profession  in  India  known  as  "  Solah 
Topees."  Deep  must  now  be  your  regret  at  having,  by  your  hasti- 
ness, allowed  another  journal  to  shine  with  an  immortal  glory  that 
should  have  remained  exclusively  yours.  Ever  yours 

RAH  Srsa. 

P.  8.— If  your  Boy  has  yet  returned  with  the  Dictionary  which 
you  sent  him  for,  would  you  look  up  the  words  "Solan"  and 

Topee  "  I  In  mine,  which  I  have  hitherto  thought  a  good  one, 
they  are  translated  as  "pith"  and  "  hat."  Hut  this  must  be  a 
mistake. — R.  S.  

LESSONS  LEARNED  AT  A  PANTOMIME. 
(By  an  Intelligent  Schoolboy.) 

THAT  Demons  are  much  given  to  making  bad  puns,  and  have  on 
their  visiting  lists  the  most  beautiful  of  the  Fairies. 

That  the  attendants  upon  the  Demons  (presumably  their  victims) 
spend  much  of  their  time  in  break-downs. 

That  the  chief  amusement  in  Fairyland  is  to  stand  upon  one  toe  for 
a  distressingly  long  time. 

That  the  Fairies,  when  they  speak,  don't  seem  to  have  more  H.'s 
to  their  tongues,  than  clothes  to  their  backs. 

That  the  Fairies  have  particularly  fair  complexions,  considering 
they  dance  so  much  in  the  sunlight. 

That  the  tight  and  scanty  costume  of  the  Fairies  is  most  insuffi- 
cient protection  from  the  showers  that  must  be  required  to  produce 
the  gigantic  and  highly-coloured  fairy  flora. 

That  the  chief  Fairy  (to  judge  from  her  allusions  to  current 
events)  must  take  in  the  daily  papers. 

That  Harlequin  is  always  snaking  his  bat,  but  nothing  seems  to 
come  of  it,  and  that  it  is  hard  to  say  why  he  comes  on  or  goes  off,  or, 
in  short,  what  he  'a  at  altogether. 

That  if  Clown  and  Pantaloon  want  to  catch  Columbine,  it  is  hard  to 
see  why  they  don't  catch  her. 

That  Pantaloon  must  have  been  greatly  neglected  by  his  children 
to  be  exposed  without  some  filial  protection  to  such  ill-usage  from 
Clown. 

That  Clown  leads  a  reckless  and  abandoned  life,  between  thefts, 
butter-slides,  hot  pokers,  nursemaids,  and  murdered  babies,  and  on 
the  whole  is  lucky  to  escape  hanging. 

That  Policemen  are  made  to  be  chaffed,  cuffed,  chased,  and  knocked 
head-over-heels. 


WESTINGHOUSE  TO  THE  MSOTE. 

A  HOPE  in  kind  Punch't  bosom  awakes — 
0  Companies,  don't  g9  to  prove  his  hope  rash  is  !— 

That  some  day  you'll  give  us  "  continuous  brakes," 
Instead  of,  as  now,  continual  smashes. 


DIFFERENT  VIEWS.— Bishops  complain  of  "a  dearth  of  Candidates 
for  Orders.  _  Managers  of  theatres  think  differently. 
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IV 


INNOCENTS    AT    HOME. 

"  ISN'T  IT  NICB,  MATJD,  JACK  's  GOT  AN  APPOINTMENT  AT  BOMBAY,  AND  TOM  's  TO  BE  QUARTERED 

IN  THE   PCKJAUB.      SUCH   A  COMFORT  TO  THINK   THEY'LL  BE  SO  NEAR  BACH   OTHER!" 


CUE    TIPS. 

A  MARKER  may  mark,  but  he  must  not 
remark. 

A  great  gun  makes  many  cannons  if  he  is 
a  good  shot. 

Billiard-balls  are  fragile.  They  are 
sometimes  broken  three  or  four  times  in  a 
game. 

You  always  take  your  rest  standing  up. 
As  HOMER  says,  "  Too  much  rest  becomes  a 
pain." 

The  most  sober  player  finds  it  occasion- 
ally to  his  advantage  to  indulge  in  a  good 
screw. 

Too  much  addiction  to  the  three  balls 
sends  a  player  to  the  other  three. 

Absent  players  are  seldom  on  the  spot. 

He  is  a  poor  player  who  does  not  miss  his 
tip. 

If  you  play  with  a  young  Lady,  let  it 
be  with  a  "judicious  miss."  Kissing  is 
innocuous. 

Billiard-playing  Parsons  ought  to  cut  the 
cloth. 

When  your  adversary  gets  in  a  hole,  it  is 
not  infra  dig.  to  pick  his  pocket  for  him. 

Sherry  and  billiards  are  inseparable. 
You  should  always  provide  a  butt. 

At  pool,  for  obvious  reasons,  old  maids 
are  allowed  nine  lives. 

Hospitality  is  the  prevailing  charac- 
teristic of  expert  pyramid-players.  They 
are  constantly  giving  balls. 

Players    who    are    ambitious    to    make 

jennies,"  do  sometimes  succeed  in  making 
asses — of  themselves. 

Smoking  is  only  permissible  when  some 
friend  is  betting  upon  you.  Then  you  may 
smoke  your  backer. 

Always  lose  your  temper.  You  are  far 
better  without  it. 


In  a  Good  Cause. 

WE  are  glad  to  learn  that  the  Compton 
Benefit  Committee  receive  subscriptions 
and  donations,  and  have  already  received  a 
handsome  sum.  Cheques  may  be  sent  to 
ME.  C.  W.  THOMPSON,  Honorary  Treasurer 
of  the  Compton  Fund,  Guildhall. 


WEALTH  FOR  THE   SPIRIT- WORLD. 

PROGRESSIVE  MR.  PUNCH, 

At  .a  time  when  festivity  coincides  with  dearth  of  incident, 
DR.  SCHLIEMANN'S  discoveries  of  buried  treasures  at  Mycente  raise  a 
seasonable  suggestion.  Our  minds  just  now  naturally  revert  to  the 
question  of  sepulchral  reform,  whether  to  be  accomplished  by 
"  Cremation,"  or  some  other  improvement  on  returning  "  Earth  to 
Earth."  Were  it  not  best  in  this  matter  to  resume  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  ancients  altogether,  and  after  the  usage  of  prehistoric 
times,  inter  along  with  the  relics  of  the  departed,  a  selection  of  their 
arms,  accoutrements,  conveniences,  ornaments,  effects,  goods  and 
chattels?  Those  ancients  intuitively  believed  that  such  things 
would  be  useful  to  the  deceased  in  the  lower  world.  There  are  facts 
which  indicate,  if  not  prove,  the  truth  of  their  intention.  It 
is  strongly  attested  by  the  phenomena  of  Modern  Spiritualism.  If 
a  Medium  can  at  one  and  the  same  time  be  entranced  behind  a 
curtain,  and  also  appear  before  it  as  a  materialised  spirit-form, 
there  is  no  reason  whatever  why  a  ring  or  a  breastplate,  whilst 
lying  in  a  sarcophagus,  should  not  nevertheless  be  simultaneously 
worn  m  the  spheres— the  classic  Hades,  which  our  better  acquaint- 
ance with  it,  through  communication  with  its  inhabitants,  has  taught 
us  more  cheerily  to  style  the  Summer  Land.  Happy  land !  yet  there 
is.too  much  reason  to  apprehend  that  we  fail  in  contributing  to  its 
happiness  as  much  as  we  might  by  depositing  in  the  tomb  those 
articles  of  pleasure  or  utility  which  we  must  suppose  to  be  requisite 
for  the  comfort  and  enjoyment  of  the  spirit.  It  is  the  want  of  these  ne- 
cessaries in  the  spirit-world  which  constitutes  an  indigence  described 
truly  by  a  phrase  commonly  applied  to  a  mere  scarcity  of  curates 
and  scripture-readers  in  a  populous  district.  Deficiency  of  com- 
modities needful  for  spirit-life  is  the  only  real  "  Spiritual  Destitu- 

blOQi 

Let  us,  then,  imitate  the  faith  and  the  generosity  of  an  heroic 


age.  We  are  richer  than  ever  the  Mycenians  were.  They  could  not 
afford  such  expensive  interments  as  we  can.  Let  our  warriors 
and  Statesmen,  then,  be  buried  with  sovereigns,  and  half- 
sovereigns  of  gold.  Bank-notes  might  be  added,  to  the  no  small 
advantage  of  Banks.  Continue  to  sprinkle  flowers  on  the  bier  by 
all  means  ;  but  likewise  scatter  small  change.  Bury  with  a  General 
Officer  his  sword  and  boots ;  with  an  Admiral  his  telescope ;  inter 
with  a  Gentleman  his  watch,  his  walking-stick,  cigar-ease,  and 
box  of  Vesuvians.  Forget  not  useful  little  things,  such  as  an 
old  Gentleman's  spectacles,  or  a  young  Lady's  chignon  and  bando- 
line. By  the  bodies  of  old  friends  and  boon  companions  lay  down 
some  bottles  of  wine ;  also  a  corkscrew,  with  a  few  glasses,  and 
pewter-pots.  Should  all  these  stores  for  spirit-use  ever  be  exhumed 
m  after  ages,  they  will,  of  course,  excite  the  greatest  interest ;  and, 
being  deposited  in  a  Museum,  serve  to  instruct  Posterity,  con- 
tinu:ng  in  the  meantime  to  supply  the  wants  of  the  happy  spirits 
whose  remains  they  were  interred  with. 

Of  course  the  proposal  of  sacrificing  money  or  money's  worth  in 
funeral  arrangements  for  the  advantage  of  spirits  will  be  un- 
mercifully ridiculed  by  utilitarian  materialists  ;  but,  Mr.  Punch, 
would  this  sacrifice  be  nearly  so  ridiculous  as  the  prevalent  practice 
of  sacrificing  property,  burying  upholstery,  wood- work,  and  drapery 
to  no  purpose  at  all,  except  that  of  enriching  undertakers  ?  This 
question  I  am  commanded  to  ask  you  by  my  controls,  SHAKSPEARE, 
SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON,  GEORGE  Fox,  and  MICHAEL  FARADAY,  at  whose 
dictation  I  am  writing,  with  both  my  eyes  bandaged,  and  my  hands 
on  a  planchette  under  the  table— if  you  will  only  believe  your 
humble  Servant,  and  ever  attentive  constant  Reader, 

A  TRANCE  MEDIUM. 

P.S. — I  enclose  name  and  address,  with  terms  for  seances. 


NOT  WOETH  POWDER  AND  SHOT.— Si  Slocum. 


JANUARY  0,  1877.1 
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AiiorT  the  Measure  of  it,  1(*7 

After  the  Christmas  Dinner,  291 

"  Alarums,  Excursions  !  "  77 

Alexander  Russel,  65 

"  All  (Wax)-work  and  No  Play,"  A'c.,  1 

Amazing  Crammer  (Au),  153 

Amenities  of  Peace  (The),  170 

Anglo-Moslem  Irregulars,  187 

Animal  Allographs,  165 

Another  Armistice,  170 

Ah ti  Turkish  Atrocities,  227 

Aictic  Difficulties,  809 

Arctic  Pilgrim's  Progress  (The),  261 

Arms  and  Arts.  16:1 

Articles  de  Paris,  2P9 

A«c>  nt  of  the  Ape  (The),  109 

Athletes  and  Animals,  '.89 

AtLiroVs.  12 

At  the  Cro-s  Roads,  240 

Attraction  for  Army  Surgeons,  5 

August  Remanet  (An),  67 

Autumn  Leaves,  1'. 5 

Awful  Thought,  209 

BAD  Thing  for  the  Brain,  123 

Beacon  for  HcocoLsfield  (A),  258 

Bears  AU,  185 

Beau-Ideal  Hotel  (The),  245 

Bedlams  and  Broken  Bones,  S3 

Bell-Ringers  (The),  165 

Bon-Chiron's  Counsels.  107 

I!e.-r  Kincs  of  Burton  (The).  121 

Best  and  Next  Best  Government,  155 

Brst  Part  of  a  Life  (The),  162 

Betsy  Prig's  Soliloquy,  271 

Birds  for  September,  99 

Boys  in  Bad  Company,  147 

Bruins  v.  Muscles,  155 

British  FSte  for  France  (A).  2->7 

British  Interests  and  Princij  lc,»,  1:5 

Briton  Abroad  (The),  104 

Brobdinguag  to  l.;iput i,  147 

"  Brothers  "at  the  Court,  227 

Bulgarian  Status  Quo  (The),  104 

Butchers  iu  Belgium,  120 

By  the  Sad  Sea  Wave,  74 

CALLED  to  the  Helm,  216 

Canofsa  with  a  Change,  225 

Canters  over  the  Course,  12 

Canzonet  to  Correspondent",  132 

Capital  Prospect  (A),  176 

Captain  and  Chaplain,  S3 

Case  for  a  Quiet  Life  (A),  231 

Cattle-Show  Experiences,  2S2 

Caution  to  Chertsvy  (A),  143 

"  Caviare  to  the  General,"  81 

"Chair!"  S61 

Chairing  the  Celt,  210 

Cheap  Shopping,  05 

Chief  Objects   of    Interest   in    London 

dining  August,  57 
Chips  from  the  Advertisement  Column, 

220 
Cl'loe,   M.D.,    on    Mr.   Cowper- Temple's 

Hill,  24 

Christmas  "  Cases,"  TRl 
Christmas  Charity,  272 
Christmas  Numbers,  293 
Christmas  Reflections,  294 
Christmas  Waits,  282 
Civic  Poets,  197 
Clerical  Drama  (The),  107 
Clown  on  the  Cattle  Show  (A),  270 
Cockney  on  Cock-crowing  (A),  91 
Corning  Bound,  210 

Common  Objects  on  the  Sea  Shore,  110 
Company  Manners,  235 


Compensation,  219 

Confessions  by  the  Sea  87 

Confessions  in  Court,  78 

Confessors  of  Kcighley,  90 

C.xil !  167 

Cooling  Inventions  for  the  Hot  Wca'  her, 
71 

Ciickcter's  Oraveftonc  (The),  293 

Criticism,  234 

Cucurbits  mud  Creams,  166 

Curious  Awards,  176 

Cut,  not  Plucked,  184 

U.tDALCs  and  his  Donkey,  211 

Uaxialus  at  Dover  (A),  147 

Danlcheff(The).  33 

Day  in  the  Kintra  (A).  6 

Day  of  Small  Things  (The),  239 

December  Dreams.  293 

Diaries,  Diaries,  Diaries!  187 

IHfl*.  in  the  Dog-Days.  50 

Difficulty  and  Daring,  161 

Dignity  and  Impudence,  132 

Directions  for  the  Shortest  Day,  282 

l>  rection  to  Cabdrivers,  1 11 

Disinterested  Column  (A  I,  259 

Dockyard  Administration,  243 
!  Dogs  and  Doctors,  40 

Dou't,  228 

Double  Event  (The),  200 

Dramas  of  the  I  >  <y.  155 

Dream,  and  its  Fulfilment  (AX  C2 

I  in  am  Foam  a  la  Swinburne.  198 
|  EARL  on  a  Woodman  ( An ).  91 
;  Kastern  Question  in  the  Future  (The),  tS 

K  i«tem  Question  (The).  282 

Educational  Out-Door  Relief,  71 

Election  Movements,  187 

Electiio  Fluid  Farming,  91 

Eucbantrd  Omnibus  (The),  184 

Enfant*  Terribles,  169 

England  Aroused,  114 

English  Brigandage  Company  (The),  234 

English  Steeple-Chase  (Au),  272 

Rpicurus  £stivus,  10 

essence  of  Parliament,  3,  14,  25,  Ac. 

Kuropean  Concert  (Tho),  245 

E  iropean  WaLt,  110 

Everyday  Farces,  156.  16<l,  219 

Exact  Account  of  the  Sultan's  Health 
(An),  67 

Exodus  from  Europe  (An),  170 

FANATICS  and  Fools,  187 

Fashion's  Dram.  110 

Female  Capacity  (The),  140 

Female  Dress  Revolution,  140 

Feminine  Intelligence,  86 

"  Festina  Lente,'7  183 

Fiction  in  the  Pulpit.  183 

Field  too  often  Ploughed  (A),  164 

Fight  for  Plumstead  Common  (The)  222 

Fight  over  the  School-Board  (The),  2tS 

Fish  with  a  Family  (A),  124 

Floating  Slums,  13 

Flying  Dutchman  (TheX  185 

For  Christmas  Parties.  279 

Fount  of  Inspiration  (The),  2S7 

Fra  Diavolo  of  Fact  (The),  249 

French  on  the  First  (The.).  103 

From  Fraynes  Refrain,  287 

From  Pillar  to  Post,  Ac.,  97 

From  Pothouse  to  Prison,  283 

From  Psycho  to  Gastro,  270 

From  the  Sublime  to  the  Ridiculous,  163 

GALLOP  of  Intellect  (The),  143 

Ony  City  (The).  126 

Generals'  Necessaries,  196 


Gentleman  Help,  81 

Geological  Geie  ilogy,  260 

Ghost  for  Groom,  117 

Ghosts  and  Gulla,  191 

Good  Spirit.,  237 

"  Grace  before  Meat,"  153 

Graceful  Act  of  a  Lady.  222 

Cio.it  Kaslera  Question  (A),  140 

Great  Piano  Plague  (The),  131 

Great  Step  in  Spiritualism,  200 

Oro.n  Beard's  Secret,  231 

Dreenwich  Dinner  (The),  67 

Groan  of  the  Competition- Wa'lah  iTbeX 
M 

Growl  at  Good  Wishes  (A),  291 

Guardians  in  Gaol,  18 

HAMPERS  for  Christmas,  264 

Happy-Thought  Notes  in   Ireland,  K2, 
1 12,  124.  4c. 

Happy  Thoughts,  21,  31,  49,  &c. 

Hard  Lines  at  Lord's.  M 

Hard  Lilies  for  Heretics,  183 

(lawarden  and  K<  igbloy,  225 

Hawk  t.  Falcon,  269 

"  Heids  I  win."  1« 

Her  Proper  School,  1»7 

Hindoos  and  Heroi.s  13 

Hints  for  New  School- Boards,  249 

Hints  to  Sportsmen,  117 

Hirseand  Foot,  24 

Horticulture  without  Humbug,  233 

Household  Art,  246 

"  How  to  Dress  on  £15  8-Year,"  153 

How  to  Keep  Cool  in  Hot  Weather,  49 
;  Hundred  Years  B«ck  (A),  K.I 

Hygiene  in  Hot  Weather,  56 

Hvrun  to  a  Heathen  Deity,  171 
1  IMFORTANT  SELL,  JS4 
i  Impromptu  by  feir  Wild  id,  267 

In  a  Good  Cause,  291 
!  Income-Tax  Retum«,  176 

IiicrediMe  Intelligence,  96 
I  In  Explanation,  -7i> 

Ing  nuous  Correspondence,  14! 

"  In  that  New  Land  which  is  the  Old," 
157 

In  the  Shade,  56 

Iri*hGem(An).  81 

JOHN  and  Jonathan.  16 

John  Bull  and  his  Guides,  100 

Joke  for  a  Joker  (A),  209 

Jones  on  his  Holidays,  163 

Justice  to  Ireland,  13 

Just  to  Set  Him  Going,  211 

KKIOHTS  of  the  Thistle,  255 

Knockers  and  Nonsense,  2?» 

LACONICS  for  the  Langu'd,  46 

Lady  Psycho's  Garden  Party,  Si 

L»  Pieta  di  Pio,  208 

Last  Servian  "  Shave  "  (Tl>el,  Si 

Last  Tribute  of  Respect  (TheX  20] 

Latest  Bags  (The).  110 

Latest  from  New  York,  143 

Latest  News  (The).  221 

Law,  and  certain  of  its  Limbs,  86 

Law  for  Ladies,  123 

Laying  Heads  Together,  170 

Leaving  Home,  111 

Ixssons  Learned  at  a  Pantomime,  303 

Line  from  the  Lions  (A).  Itfl 

Lines  on  Late  Hours,  21'9 

Lines  on  the  South- Western  Line,  185 

Lord  Salisbury's  Ml-sjjn,  255 

Low  Spirit*,  169 

Lunar  Farming,  79 

M  Ai.N[FlCK>  : 


Maori-ui  amidst  the  Ruins  of  Railwiy- 

dom,  184 

M  irvefs  of  Modern  Travel,  114 
Mary-Annor  to  the  Rescue  I  12 
"  Mediums  "  in  Prussi*,  243 
M.  m.  for  the  Mouth.  Ill 
Michaelmas  Day,  1876, 153 
Milk  and  Water,  192 
Mind  your  Eyes,  K» 
Ministerial  Medicine,  281 
Mimtrel  of  the  Mansion  House  (The),  1C7 
Miracle  and  No  Mi-uko,  1S6 
Mixture  of  Turkish  and  Cavendish,  184 
Mobilisation,  49 
•'  Mobilisation "   fiom    a  Low  Point  of 

View,  65 

Model  Maiden  (A).  183 
Modern  Cork  Leg  (The),  297 
Modern  Patriot's  Creed  (The),  281 
Molehills  for  Mountains,  143 
Moral  Buttermau  (The),  2: 6 
M»re  Conferences  than  One,  552 
More  Basely  Wanted  than  Go-,  216 
M.iro  Vulgarian  Atrocities,  HO 
Mortimer  Collins,  57 
Most  Important  Meeting  yet  (Tin),  158 
Motto  for  our  Training  Ships,  187 
Mount  Punch,  208 
Mr.  Nowfangle's  Notions,  24 
Mr.  Oldfangle'n  Op'nions,  5 
Mr.  Punch's  B»ok  Column.  87 
Mr.  Punch's  CluUtmas  Number  for  1S7H. 

«9 
Mr.  Punch's  Guide  to  the  Army,  123,  134, 

146.  4c. 

Mr.  Punch's  Prophecy  for  1877,  J8S 
Mrs.  Gamp  on  the  Arctic  Expedition,  )9J 
Mrs.  Gamp  on  the  Gu-h.  «t 
Mrs-   Gingham  on  Civilisation  and  the 

Coming  B .  148 

Mr.  Tennyson  on  the  Eastern  Q  icstloo, 

198 

Mumbo-Jumbo's  Litest  Mufti,  2*9 
NASAL  Ref  rm,  102 
"  Nas-S.rls.     A  Nose,"  521 
Natural  Enough,  142 
Nary  of  the  Future  (The),  J43 
New  Football  Rules,  2i7 
N'ew  Leaves  for  the  New  Tear,  303 
Sew  Music.  175 
New  Readings  of  Byron,  U8 
Ntw  Regulations  for  Protection  of  Sea- 
men, 100 

New  Synonym  (A),  If  5 
Next  Article— in  the  "  Goloj  "  (Tbe),  1»8 
-,-.,!  2s: 

No  More  Cattlc-Showj  !  259 
No  More  Chaiity.  S'J 
Not  Before  it 's  Wanted,  161 
Not  Cooks  Enough.  4 
Xoto«  from  Our  Well-Informed  Man,  S5S 
No,  Thank  You  !  164 
No*  here,  119 
Nnrst  maids,  Beware  !  275 
OBjrcr  of  Suspicion  (An],  81 
OH  Woman's  Opinion  (Anl  IPS 
On  a  late  "Early  Bird/1  26 i 
On  a  Raging  Tooth.  »S8 
On  My  Lady  In  a  New  Bonnet,  170 
On  Seeing  the  Poor  Children  at  Pliyin 

tbe  Temple  Gardens,  S2 
On  tbe  "  Inclusive  "  System,  186 
Our  Cat  Show,  101 
Our  Christmas  Rose,  275 
Our  Home  Conference,  264 
Our  Interest  in  Turkey,  2 
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Our  M»yors,  2)  1 

Our  New  Sporting  Novel,  2SS 

"Our  (Old)  Boys,"  169 

Our  Own  Representative,  6"> 

Our    Representative    at   tho   Chiswick 

Garden  Party,  SO 
Our  Kepresentativo  at  the  Great  Wagner 

Festival.  Bayreuth,  75.  85.  95 
Our  Representative  in  thu  City,  9 
Our  Representative  Man.  133,  144, 161,  &c. 
Our  'Squire  on  Sport  and  Science,  27 
Out  of  Town,  67 
PA  DOT'S  Autonomy,  57 
Papers  for  Parsons,  169 
Paradise  at  the  Pole  (The  ,  199 
Parisian  Intelligence,  136 
Parson's  Play  (The),  221 
Passengers  in  Halves,  119 
Paterfamilias  on  Pigtails,  68 
Pat-riot-ism.  90 

Patron  Saint  of  Railways  (The),  123 
Pattern  to  Parliament  (A),  273 
Peerage  and  Post,  110 
Pen-sUp  or  Land-slip  ?  209 
Physicians  and  Feemales,  202 
Plaintive  Appeal  (A),  227 
Ploa  for  Brompton  (A),  125 
Plea  for  Political  Prisoners,  66 
Poetical  Licence,  199 
Point  for  Plimsoll  (A),  87 
Poisons  and  Figs,  57 
Politics  in  the  Pulpit,  252 
Poor  Britannia  1  188 
Poor  Prisoners  I  35 
Poor  Womankind,  165 
Posies  for  tho  Poor.  27 
Potatoes  in  Peril,  92 
Precepts  for  Parvenus,  169 
Priestcraft  and  Prog,  91 
Princeps  Becundus,  185 
Profession  and  Practice,  145 
Progress!  238 
Projected  Bombardment  of  the  West  End, 

M 

Promenade  Concerts  (The),  179 
Proverbs  by  an  Excursionist,  152 
Proverbs  for  Ball  and  Dinner  Givers,  151 
Public  Orator  (The!,  180 
Punch  and  Puffery,  68 
Punch  at  Wimbledon,  32 
Punch's  Countrv  Cousins'  Guide,  99 
Punch's  Party  Word-Book,  V70 
Punch's  Twelfth-Night  Parting  with  Old 

Father  Christmas,  295 
Putting  it  Plainly.  117 
QUESTION  Answered  (A),  28 
Question  of  Cleanliness  (AX  02 
Questions  for  the  Spirits,  225 
QuU  Custodiet  Custodes?  291 
Quite  Superfluous,  228 
Quotation  from  Parnell,  210 
RAAI,  Irish  Pitaties,  27 
Railway  Idol  (The),  121 
Real  Native  (The),  293 
Rectification  (A),  211 
Regulations  for  Wimbledon,  17 
Remonstrance  (A),  283 
Removal  of  a  Nuisance  (The),  235 
Rising  to  the  Occasion,  231 
Roll  of  Fame  (The),  77 
Rumoured  Turkish  Reforms,  162 
Russo-Eriglish  Word-Book,  223 
SAD  Michaelmas  (AX  154 
8.  and  B.,  IS 

Sausage  Makers  and  Sausage  Mills,  73 
School- Boards  and  Swine,  253 
Science  and  Superstition,  125 
Seasonable  Suggestion,  111 
Sensation  (A),  192 
Sentiment!  249 

Sentiment  at  8tratford-on-Avou,  61 
Sentiment  v.  Science,  1 
Seven    Wonders    of    the   Sochi   World 

(The),  1 

Shade  on  Progress  (A),  223 
Shakspearian  Quotation.  187 
Shakspearian  Saying,  122 
Shall  Byron  have  a  Statue  ?  212 
Sbipton  and  Sludge,  134 
Shows  and  Autre  Chose,  231 
"  Sic  Vos  Non  Vobis,"  203 
Sign  of  the  Times  (A),  257 
Signs  of  the  Times,  31 
Singular  Railway  Accident,  2S3 
Sirloin  and  Lady,  1 85 
Sir  Salar'n  Odd  Offering.  23 
Situation  at  Stamboul  (The),  162 
Small  Potatoes,  144 
Some  Abstruse  Calculations,  98 
Some  Characteristics  of  Spirits,  186 
Some  Christmas  Books,  297 
Song  for  a  Harvest  Supper  (A),  164 
Songs  for  the  Slums,  255 
South  Shields  Swordsmen,  176 
Snakes  and  the  Sex.  300 
Specific  for  Scurvy  (The),  273 
Spirit-Duties,  216 
Spiritualism  and  Swindling,  269 
''Spiritualism  in  Spain,"  In7 
Spiritualist's  Locus  Btandi  (TheX  165 


Spring  Sport-t.  1  (1 

Spurgeon  from  a  Novel  Point  of  View,  10 

SS.  Patrick  and  Partridge,  100 

Status  Q  10  (Tho),  131 

Strike  in  the  Painting  Traio,  183 

Striking  Allusion,  101 

Suggestion  for  an  Annual  Boit-Race,  128 

Suicide  in  the  Solent,  113 

Suspicious,  199 

Swindling  Made  Easy,  190 

TALK  about  Turks,  15 ! 

Tarpei .  Over  Again,  283 

Taato  of  Homo  Rule  (A),  130 

Tea  ami  Spirits,  ll>8 

Teetotalism  o.  Temperance,  195 

Terra  tfi  Thompson,  132 

Terrible  Blow  (A),  197 

The  Last  of  the  Season,  43 

"The  Way  we  Live  Now,"  (fee.,  43 

This  William  and  That,  1H 

Thoroughly  English,  247 

Thoughts  on  tho  "Thunderer,"  39 

Time's  Trackers— Old  and  New,  223 

Tongues  for  Tourists,  123 

Too  Complete  Letter-Writer  (The),  224 

Too  Old?  97 

Tooth  that  won't  coma  out  (Tho),  259 

To  the  Waits,  251 

To  the  Wood  I  to  the  Wood  1  168 

Town-Touring,  81 

Travel  Twaddle,  107 

True  Economist  (A).  179 

True,  or  Untrue,  235 

Turks  and  Teetotallers,  141 

Two  Worlds— the  Old  and  the  New,  177 

Tyler's  Tip,  192 

UNCERTAIN  Bird  (An),  223 

Unfashionable  Intelligence.  65 

"  Unhappy  Medium  "  (An).  175 

Ut  ipi-m  Cab  Company  (The),  222 

Utrum  Mavis  Accipe,  161 

VERTIGO  of  Wit  (4),  85 

Very  Serious  Shamming,  50 

WANTS  of  the  Nation  (The),  126 

War  Cries,  197 

War  Rumours,  178 

War  (The),  48 

Wealth  for  the  Spirit-World,  3C4 

Welcome  Back !  202 

What  it  May  Como  to,  243 

What  no  one  should  Forget,  ia  Crossing 

the  Channel,  100 
Whit  Old  Grumpy  Says.  280 
"  What 's  the  Odds  1 "  250.  262,  274,  &c. 
What  they  Take  Abroad,  113 
Wheels  within  Wheels,  162 
Where  to  Go,  80 
Who  can  Tell!  107 
Who  is  to  Blame.  34 
Who  's  Zoo  in  the  City  ?  219 
Whys  and  Means,  163 
Wild  Birds  and  "Vermin,"  219 
William  the  Penman,  223 

Wills  of  their  Own,"  201 
Wonderful  Meteorological  Phenomenon. 

213 

Wonders  of  tha  WorU,  ISO 
Word  in  Season  (A),  62 
Words  and  Wind,  87 


Words  without  Songs,  263 

Working  a  Spell.  291 

Workiug  Man's  Question  (A),  239 

Worse  thm  Bulgirian  Atrocities,  291 

Wrong  County  (The),  131 

Wrong  End  (The).  75 

Wrong  in  Toto,  261 

YES,  or  No?  291 

Youn^  Medium's  Catechism  (Tho),  207 

Youth  and  Age,  23 

LARGE  ENXJRAVING3. 

AT  tho  Door,  565 

Augu  s  at  Fault,  63 

Break  in  the  Game  (A),  181 

Call  for  the  Manager  (A).  137 

Cold  Reception  aud  A  Warm  Welcorna 

(A).  201,  205 

"  Counting  her  Chicks  I  "  7 
Dame  Europe's  Christinas  Pudding,  277 
Disturbing  the  Game,  127 
Doubtful  Diplomacy.  193 
Drowsy  Point-man  (The).  115 
Earl  aud  the  Woodman  (The),  93 
Empress  and  Earl,  &c  ,  8:1 
Fresh  "Kick  Off"  (A),  217 
Friends  or  Foes?  211 
Harlequin  Goschen,  253 
Keeping  the  Ring,  2J 
Left  Luguage.  73 
Neutrality  under  Difficulties,  51 
"No  Mistake!  "229 
Old  Year's  Legacy  (The),  239 
One  Bubble  More.  301 
"  Pill  in  Time  "  (A),  171 
Psycho  4  la  Rui(s)e,  159 
Sphinx  is  Silent  (The),  19 
Status  Quo  (Tho),  105 
Stupidity  and  Science,  41 
Turkish  Bath  (The),  149 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

ACTING  the  "  Sleeping  Beauty,"  209 
Adam  in  the  Zoological  Gardens,  228 
Addition  Sum  in  Apples  (An),  142 
Advantage  of  a  Soft  Head,  158 
American's  Dog  (An),  285 
Angelina  and  the  Word  "  Relict,"  170 
Barmaid's  Hospital  Subscription  (A),  111 
Bathing  Machine  without  a  Mirror,  163 
Beadle  and  the  Missing  Sovereign,  256 
Betting  Man  Cautions  his  Partner,  233 
Big  Dog  at  the  Baziar  (The),  141 
Boarding-School  Girls  out  Walking,  50 
"  Broad"  Man's  Picture  of  Comfort,  184 
Brown  and  his  Letter  Padlock,  70 
Browne's  Sec  >nd  Marriage,  97 
Brown  Mistaken  for  a  Waiter,  273 
Cad  and  the  Speciality  Sherry,  164 
Capital  and  Experience,  245 
Cause  of  Fish  being  Scarce  (The),  187 
Children  trying  to  Let  tho  House,  82 
Cloak  Room,  after  a  Party,  210 
Clockwork  Hunter  (The),  166 
Coaching  in  Fine  and  Wet  Weather,  44 
Coachman  and  Departing  Gu^sc,  180 
C  jnr.c  Volunteer  on  Parade,  130 


Cook  aud  her  Dressmaker  (A),  221 

Cropper  in  the  Riding  School  (A>,  213 

Cupid's  Pliretoo.  at  Scarborough,  114 

Deerstalking  on  Stilts,  140 

DM. t  >r  and  Intemperate  Patient,  185 

Driving  Lady  and  Bicycle  Ridors,  189 

Driving  Lady  aud  her  New  Boy  (A),  264 

Eastern  Question  at  Dinner  (The),  20S 

Eel-Trap  Costume  (An),  261 

Eflect  of  Sea-Side  Quiet,  104 

Elephant  carr>ing  Temple  Bir,  215 

Exquisite  Mistaken  for  a  Farmer,  244 

Family  Shooting  Party  (A),  101 

F  irmer's  Aftor-Dinncr  Speech  (A),  293 

Feathers  versus  Fur,  225 

Fishwives  of  Scarborough  (The),  136 

Gillopin?  Snobs  by  the  Seaside,  118 

Gardener's  Way  of  asking  for  Beer,  66 

Genteel  Greengrocer  (A),  139 

Gentlemen's  and  Ladies'  Trousers,  77 

Giles's  Master  Rabbit-Shooting.  let 

Haymaking  with  Uncle  Jack,  2 

Highlander's  Roll-Call  (The),  22 

H.  M.S.  "  Privilege"— Model  of  a  Liner,  1 1 

Host's  Intimate  Frien  Js  after  Dinner,  18 

How  to  Trim  a  Beard,  249 

Ice  in  a  Warming-Pan,  59 

Innocent  Bonnet  (An),  33 

Irish  Drill-Sergeant  and  Militiamen,  9S 

Irish  Way  of  Following  a  Gentleman,  145 

Jemima  requires  a  Study,  88 

Jenkins's  Whip  and  the  Chignon,  119 

Jocular  "  Atrocity  "  of  a  City  Man.  174 

Jones's  Future  Mother-in-Ltw,  175 

King  John  Signing  the  Pledge,  288 

Ladies'  Kid  Corselets,  38 

I^ady  tlighjiuks  and  her  Shoemaker.  128 

Lady's  Groom  and  the  Pony  (The),  133 

Lady's-Maid  and  her  Lady's  Dress,  197 

Landscape  Painter's  Commission  (A),  153 

Lay  of  Lawn  Tennis  (4).  122 

"  Liar  Bird  "  (The),  53 

Liberal  Landlord  (A).  297 

Little  Girl  and  her  Uncle's  Will  (A),  123 

Lovers  Bicycling  and  Horse-riding.  252 

Loving  Mother  better  than  Blue  China,  87 

Low  Tide  <>u  Scarborough  Sands,  108 

Maid's  and  Mistress's  Dresses  (A),  67 

Married  Bachelor  of  Divinity  (A),_2M) 

McJoseph  on  Beauty  aud  Worth,  72 

Meditations  on  Mycenae,  284 

Meeting  of  Blue  China  Collectors,  40 

Momus's  New- Year  Ring  o'  Bells.  296 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brown's  Music  Practice,  557 

Nautical  Direction  to  Charing  Cross,  211 

Near  Neighbours  in  India,  304 

New  Fancy  Ball  Character  (A),  26S 

Nursery  Ulster  (The),  214 

Old  Nurse's  First  View  of  the  Sea,  15 

One  Supper  for  each  Gu-ist,  216 

Only  Son  and  Illustrated  Papers  (An),  272 

Painting  a  Mother's  Portrait,  201 

Painting  of  the  Fifteenth  Century,  92 

Paraffin  instead  of  Incense,  M 

Philanthropist  and  Crossing-Sweeper,  152 

Photographing  the  First  Baby,  IS 

Playing  Forfeits,  300 

Pleasure  of  Attending  Funerals,  86 

Pneumatic-Despatch  Fox  (A).  222 

Pretending  it  isn't  Sunday,  192 

Private  Theatricals— the  Lite  Guest,  6 

Properties  on  the  Stage,  237 

Qualifying  for  Hunt  Rices.  220 

Railway  Collision  Costume,  78 

Reason  for  a  Short  Invitation,  23 

Reason  for  Wearing  a  Csckadc  (A),  260 

Reckoning  a  Potato  Crop,  199 

Result  of  Fred's  Foreign  Tour,  196 

Retired  Citizen's  Quiet  Garden  (A),  29: 

Rope  Trick  in  the  Cupboard  iThe',  31 

Salted  Horse  of  the  Bathing  Machine.  120 

Scene  at  an  Eist-End  Tobacconist's,  5/i 

Scotch  Maid  pleased  with  her  Mistress,  10 

Socking  a  French  Watering- Place,  62 

Silly  Season  Phemnnjna,  V.> 

Single  L-idy  Excursionists,  39 

Snake-Skin  Paletot  (A),  291 

Soldiers  settling  the  Eastern  Q '  icstion,  223 

Spirit-Raising,  276 

Stag  or  Calf- Hunting?  271     . 

Steam  Exiiress-Shooting-Chair  (A),  1M 

Steam-Fisiiing-Apparatus,  162 

Stopping  a  Wife's  Jaw,  54 

Strange  Marine  Vegetation,  24 

Stud-Groom's  Grievance  (A),  23: 

Suburban  Tenor's  Relaxed  Throat,  28 

Tall  and  Short  on  the  Riuk,  16 

Thoroughbred  Major  (A),  l:il 

Tipsy  Rustic  and  Curate,  !M 

Tomkius's  Toilet,  155 

Tomkins  takes  First-Class  Tickets,  14S 

Turkey  has  no  Capital,  37 

Useful  Officers  at  Billiards,  109 

Was  Geraldine's  Papa  her  Uncle  ?  76 

What  Papa  says  when  he  comes  Home,  261 

What  to  do  with  a  Tough  Bird,  90 

•'  When  the  Clocks  Strike  Nothing,    45 

Why  Daniel  was  thrown  to  the  Lions,  143 

Why  Fred  carries  a  Sausage,  281 

Why  Scrubb's  Daughters  are  Single,  235 


AP 
101 
P8 
1876 


Punch 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 


UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


«Csr< 

:<  -AC    c- 

'    .  C  <        c  <       v  ^ 
<       I  v  ... 

.<  .it  C     «    <:«.'    *     <-•     ' ; 


"•  C  C    CC 
<    C     CC 

c  cc 
c   cc 

C     cc 
r         c   l     c 


• 

.  . 

c  c   c 

<  <<    «-  f    ( 
CC     c       - 

<    (  t_f  ^      'C    <    C 


-•- 


'  <c   «C  ( • 
•  <c.,5<  . . 
•cc 


< 


< 


c  «  t  c 
<r<  ic 

<r  {•  '  c 


< 
«       . 

C  f 


c<  • 


<Tc      .; 

(  (      < 


f!         c 

.>-      <c 

•     i 

- 

<          < 
'      ... 
cc 

fc. 

<•        <.c 

<f 
cc 

<  c  c 


<     I 

CC     'st 


.-          . 


c  <rc  crt   C 

X  ccC  Cc-    f 


«  <C  c  c- 


<-         C<    Cf 

<•       <c  <  < 


<•   <  cc  <:  i 

'  <T 

c-  < cc  <r 
c  cc  <: 
<  c<  «t 


